*CHINA*

The Kangxi Emperor (1654-1722, regined from 1661, finally taking full control of the State from the
Regency in 1669) Fourth Emperor of the Qing Dynasty. The Kangxi Emperor’s reign brought about longterm stability and relative wealth after years of war and chaos. He initiated the period known as the
‘Prosperous Era of Kangxi and Qianlong’ or ‘High Qing’, which lasted for generations after his own
lifetime. By the end of his reign, the Qing Empire controlled all of China proper, Taiwan, Manchuria, part
of the Russian Far East (Outer Manchuria), both Inner and Outer Mongolia (now the independent country
of that name), and Tibet proper. The Kangxi Emperor is considered one of China's greatest emperors. He
suppressed the Revolt of the Three Feudatories, forced the Kingdom of Tungning in Taiwan to submit to
Qing rule, blocked Tsarist Russia on the Amur River and further expanded the empire in the northwest.
LITERATURE COMPOSED BY AUTHORS WHOSE BIRTH YEAR MAY BE CONFIDENTLY PLACED IN THE
FOLLOWING DEFINITE TIME FRAME: 1680-1879
1680

(Page 16)—39.13 Dead Beggar Gets Wife And Son\fn{by Lan Ting-yüan (1680-1733)} China (M) 1
1693

(17)—267.73 1. On A Winter Day While Living In A Village, I Read Tao Yuanming’s Line, “The Right Month,
The Right Day Have Come Around Again,” And Expanded It Into A Poem 2. Hearing Wild Geese 2. Hearing Wild
Geese 3. The Pavilion At The Lake’s Heart 4. Passing My Old Home At South Village 5. In Autumn Of The Year
Guichou,\fn{1733} Concubine Chen Bore A Son. At That Time My Husband Was Already Forty. I Wrote This To
Record Our Joy: Five Poems\fn{by Wu Xun (1693-1735)} Jiaxing, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 1
1695

(18)—267.74 1. Chenlong Pass 2. Jiangxi Hill 3. A Fragment from “White Swallows” 4. Relaxing Among The

1

Pines 5. Moonlit Walk On The Autumn Plains: Five Poems\fn{by Cai Wan (1695-1755)} Liaoning Province, China
(F) 1
1706

(18)—274.85b Ziti “Guizhou Anwen Tu”\fn{by Zhong Liangjia (1706-1775)} China (F) -1
1711

(20)—284.33 Excerpt from A Letter from Emperor Ch’ien-lung to King George III (1793)\fn{by Ch’ien-lung
(1711-1799)} Peking, China (M) -1
1712

(20)—269.97 Two Untitled Poems\fn{by Ho Shuang-ch’ing (1712- )} Danyang, Chiangsu Province, China (F) 1
1715

(21)—39.49 Excerpt from Dream In A Red Chamber: “A Burial Mound For Flowers”\fn{by Ts’ao Hsü-ch’in (17151763)} Chiang-ning, China (M) 7
(28)—267.75 1. Fading Lamp 2. Taking Food To Do Spring Plowing 3. Chrysanthemums 4. Gu Luan 5. A Stray
Wild Goose 6. Plum Blossom 7. Huan Xi Sha 8. Wang Jiangnan 9. On A Frog Set Free By Shi Zhenlin 10.
Inscribed On A Portrait Of Shuangqing Planting Melons 11. Nine Poems 12. Thanking The Neighbor Girl Han Xi
For Her Gift Of Food 13. Ten Poems On The Autumn Lotus: Thirty Poems\fn{by He Shuangqing (1715-c.1737)}
Xiaoshan District, Jiangsu Province (F) 6
1716

(34)—39.47 Three Ghost Stories\fn{by Yüan Mei (1716-1816)} China (M) 3
1720

(37)—267.97 1. Sending Off My Younger Brother Yunting To Qinshong 2. Sent To Madame Yunqing 3. Inscribed
On A Painting 4. Double Seventh Eve 5. The Day After New Year’s: Five Poems\fn{by Xu Yingyu aka Ruobing (c.17201750)} China (F) 1
1724

(38)—39.177 Excerpts from Sketches From The Cottage For The Contemplation Of Subtleties\fn{by Chi Yün
(1724-1805)} China (M) 12
1736

(50)—274.83 Excerpt from her poem Feelings At My Fiftieth Birthday\fn{by Bao Zhilan (1736-1795)} China (F) -1
1740

(50)—39.174 Mr. Jan Cooks His Dog\fn{by Ts’ui Shu (1740-1816)} China (M) 1
1741

(52)—197.69 1. Peach Blossom Village 2. A Mermaid Servant 3. The Man Who Subdued Tigers 4. A Village Girl:
Four Short Tales\fn{by Shen Qifeng (1741-1802)} Soochow, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 5
1743
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(56)—269.61 1. Preface 2. Weeping For Elder Sister 3. Weeping For Mother 4. Hastening The Bride’s Toilet 5.
Mounting The Sedan Chair 6. Improvised During My Morning Toilet In Front Of The Mirror 7. Watching My
Husband Study On A Spring Night 8. Sending My Thoughts To Eldest Sister-in-law Madam Li 9. Excerpt from
Marrying Off My Maid 10. Excerpt from Remembering The Past 11. Another Song 12. Sent To My Elder
Daughter Who Married Into The Song Family 13. Sending My Thoughts To My Little Song Granddaughter 14.
Narrating My Thoughts On My Sixtieth Birthday 15. Gazing At Mount Lu As My Boat Passes Nankang 16.
Mooring At Big Aunt Embankment 17. Recited At Random 18. Poem On Worry 19. Moved To Recite 20.
Excerpts from Composed On My Seventieth Birthday For Myself, Also To Thank The Various Gentlemen Who
Presented Me With Poems\fn{by Gan Lirou (1743-1819)} Fengxin County, Jiangxi Province, China (F) 7
1746

(63)—158e.115 Excerpt from Chih louh kouch liang yuh tchi. Histoire géographique des seize royaumes;
ouvrage traduit du chinois pour la premiere fois et annoté par Abel Des Michels: “Préface de l’Auteur
Chinois”\fn{by Hong Liangji (1746-1809)} Changzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 2
1749

(65)—267.140 1. Zhegu tian 2. Man jiang hong 3. Lament For The Brilliant Consort Wang Zhaojun 4. Inscribed On A
Painting of Su Wu Tending Sheep 5. Chanted With Feeling On A Moonlit Night 6. Spring, 1796: My Son Attended Me
On A Northern Trip To The Hot Springs 7. Prompted By Thoughts Of The Elderly Mrs. Zhuang 8. In The Fourth
Month Of 1802: Written With Joy On Hearing Of My Son Ling’s Success In The Southern Palace\fn{Two of four verses}
9. Feelings On A Spring Day 10. Sent To My Elder Cousin Guanbai In Early Summer 11. Sad Feelings On A Spring
Day 12. Idle Chant On An Autumn Evening: Twelve Poems\fn{by Wang Yun aka Songping (1749-1819)} Chang’an (XI’an),
Shaanxi Province, China (F) 3
1751

(69)—267.193 1. Sent To My Husband 2. Excerpt from the long biographical introduction to chapter 65 of
Karmic Bonds Of Reincarnation\fn{by Chen Duansheng (1751-1796?)} Qiantang (Hangzhou), Zhejiang Province,
China (F) 2
1752

(71)—269.69 1. Narrated In Jest 2. Imitating The Jade Terrace Style 3. Written On The Spur Of The Moment 4.
Early Autumn Sitting At Night Reading 5. Writing Characters 6. Recording Events On A Winter’s Night 7. Playful
Poem On Springtime Hills 8. Playfully On Taking A Bath 9. Playfully On The Bound Feet 10. Spring Day 11.
Learning Calligraphy 12. In Reply To A Neighbor Girl\fn{by Shen Cai (1752- )} Wuxing District, Huzhou
Prefecture, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 2
1753

(73)—262.122 1. Since You Went Away 2. Written In The Mountains 3. Written In Response To Wei-yin’s
Rhymes: Three Poems\fn{by Wang Ts’ai-wei (1753-1776)} Wu-chin, Kiangsu Province, China (F) 1
1755

(74)—267.195 1. 1. Tingqiuguan guizhong tongren ji: “The Preface” 2. Climbing The Highest Peak Of Maoshan 3.
Resting At White Cloud Cloister After Climabing Mt. Tianping 4. Mocking Myself 5. Records Of Dreams, Eight
Poems,\fn{Only two are reproduced} With A Preface 6. Enjoing The Cool On A Summer Night 7. An Inscription For My
Painting Of “Teaching Girls By The Autumn Lamp” 8. My Servant Girl Wenqin Married A Certain Man. When A Year
Later, I Heard That The First Wife Kept Her Imprisoned And Treated Her Most Cruelly, I Used My Money To Buy Her
Back. I Then Wrote The Following Two Poems To Show Her 9. Passing By My Old House In Yangzhou, Two Poems
10. Visiting Master Yuan Mei In His Sui Garden, Two Poems\fn{Only the second one is reproduced} 11. “Song Of The Large
Mirror”; Written At Master Jianzhai’s Command\fn{by Luo Qilan (1755-1813)} Jurong, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 5
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1756

(79)—267.200 1. Pine Tree 2. A Spring Day: Living In Seclusion 3. Late Autumn Afternoon 4. Winter Day: An
Impromptu Verse 5. Reading 6. Pillow Talk With Younger Sister In The Quiet Mountains 7. Introduction And
Two Quatrains to Chants Of Shame And Remorse 8. Early Spring: An Impromptu Description Of The Secluded
Life 9. Three Poems Written During Her Married Life 10. A Poem Delivered To Her Uncle, Peng Shaosheng, By
Her Spirit, In 1784\fn{by Tan Shan aka Qingyu (1756-1780)} Changzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 3
1758

267.136 & 267.184 1. Inscription On The Painting “Lighting A Lamp To Read The Peony Pavilion” 2. Souls Of
Autumn 3. Autumn Dreams 4. Thoughts And Feelings 5. Poem On A Painting 6. Consort Yu Poppies 7. Facing The
Moon 8. Sleepless In Sickness 9. Feelings 10. Man jiang hong 11. Inscribed On A Painting Entitled Shier jinchai tu:
Eleven Poems\fn{by Xiong Lian aka Shangzhen (1758-after 1797)} “the Rugao region”, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 4
1759

(86)—China 2.46 Wan Xiang Ju Shi Chao: Si Juan; Wan Xiang Ju Ci: Er Juan\fn{by Zhang Yuzhuan (1759-after
1796)} Huating, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 43
1762

(129)—China 2.89 Xie Yun Xuan Xiao Gao: Er Juan\fn{by Cao Zhenxiu (1762- )} Xiuning, Anhui Province,
China (F) 33
(164)—267.203 1. Longing For My Mother 2. Admonishing My Younger Brothers 3. An Exhortation For My
Younger Sisters On My Departure 4. In The Old Style 5. A Song Of Sending Winter Clothes 6. Song Of A
Merchant’s Wife 7. Rejoicing That My Husband Has Finally Returned 8. Since We Are Going To Leave For
Shandang, I Return To My Maternal Home To Say Goodbye To My Mother 9. Crossing The Yangzi 10. Traveling
At Dawn And Watching The Sunrise 11. Our Youngest Son A’an Suffered From A Strange Disease. When We
Returned From Shanxi To The South, He Finally Recogered, And Filled With Joy, I Composed The Following
Poem 12. A Poem To Comfort My Husband Upon His Return Home After Failing The Examinations 13. Songs Of
A Broken Heart 14. Song Of The Old Tree Felled By The Storm On The Night Of Double Seven 15. The Ancient
Mirror 16. Summer Night, For My Husband 17. Congratulating My Husband On The Report Of His Success In
The Provincial Examinations 18. An Admonition On Love, Written For My Husband 19. Spring Night Moon 20.
Quiet Night Thoughts 21. Embroidery Work 22. Willow Catskins 23. Bidding Spring Goodbye 24. Hearing The
Sound Of Pestles On A Washing Block 25. Savoring Parting 26. Late Spring 27. Accompanying A Gift Of
Fingernails Sent To My Husband 28. Elegaic Verses Mourning The Death Of My Son An (Named Wenku): Two
Selections: Twenty-eight Poems\fn{by Xi Peilan (1762-c.1820)} Changshu, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 13
(176)—267.100 1. Sending Off Spring 2. A Farewell For Mr. Liu Chunqing, Leaving For The North 3. An
Inscription For Magistratte Tang Taoshan’s Painting “Aged Friends Find Tranquility On A Zen Mat” 4. Mourning
The Death of My Fourth Daughter 5. On The Night Of The Sixteenth, While Listtening To Rain, I Duplicate The
Rhyme Of Young Sister Guizhai’s “Spring Moon” 6. Fragment of “Endorsing Zaisheng yuan”: Six Poems\fn{by
Gui Maoyi aka Peishan (c.1762-c.1832)} Changshu, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 2
1763

(178)—39.39 & 207.128 1. Excerpt from Six Chapters From A Floating Life 2. Excerpt from The Sorrows Of
Misfortune\fn{by Shen Fu (1763-after 1809)} Soochow, China (M) 8
(187)—130.32 & 195.28 Excerpt from Flowers In The Mirror\fn{by Li Ju-chen (Ruzhen) (1763-1830)} Ta-hsing,
Hopei Province, China (M) 12
1764
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(196)—274.83b 1. The Preface To Her Poetry Collection Chengdong Changhe Ji (Poetry Exchanges In The
Eastern Section Of The City) 2. I Wrote A Poem For My Children On The Way From Tai’an To The City Of
Tan\fn{by Wang Pan Sunxin aka Xubai (1764- )} Shanyin, China (F) 1
(197)—267.134 & 267.214 1. Manyuan hua 2. Feelings On A Rainy Night 3. A Late Spring Impromptu Verse 4.
Three Poems Written In Response To The Spirit Of The Planchette 5. I Had Recovered From My Illness, But This
Fall, I Again Came Down With A Strange Illness: I Could Not Sleep Either In The Day Or At Night, And
Whenever I Ate Any Rice, I Would Throw It Up And Could Not Eat It. I Did Not Eat Or Sleep For Over A
Hundred Days, And Yet Was Able To Walk And Sit Normally As If I Were Not Sick At All And Was Just PlayActing. So In Fun I Wrote A Poem In Order To Amuse Myself For A While 6. Drinking In Come-Again Pavilion
7. Enjoying The Moon At South Tower 8. Plum Blossoms 9. Again Following The Rhymes Of Heart Studio 10.
Peony Matches Heart Studio 11. A Reply Offered To Heart Studio In Lieu Of A Letter: Thirteen Poems\fn{by Jiang
Zhu aka Bicen (1764-1804)} Suzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 4 (MMMCCCXVII, 1-7 MMMCCCXV, 8-11)
(201)—262.113 & 267.216 1. On The Road Through Chang-te 2. Traveling In The Mountains 3. Starting At
Dawn 4. The Trail Up Wu Gorge 5. Falling Plums 6. Late Spring 7. Su zhongqing 8. Jasmine 9. A Farewell To
Younger Sister Xianpin 10. Yu meiren 11. Bind-Blown Fireflies 12. For A Song Girl 13. The Double Seventh
Festival I 14. Inscribing A Painting On “Listening To Rain Under A Mat Canopy” By Great-Uncle Zhuxi 15. The
Double Seventh Festival II 16. Drifting Floss 17. My Own Inscription For Painted Plums 18. An Inscription For
My Draft Of Unpublished Lyrics And A Gift Sent To Younger Sister Xianpin 19. Two poems from “Answering
Grand Scribe Suiyuan’s Four Poems On ‘Bidding West Lake Farewell,’ Using The Original Rhyme Schemes” 20.
Ancient Feelings 21. After Climbing The Heights, I Wrote This For Lanyou And Other Younger Brothers And
Sisters 22. Inscribing A Small Portrait Of Lady Official Xi Peilan Holding Some Flowers: Twenty-two
Poems\fn{by Sun Yün-feng aka Biwu (1764-1814)} Renhe, Chekiang Province, China (F) 5 (MMMCLXXXVII, 1;
MMMCLXXXVII, 2; MMMXC & MMMCLXXXVII, 3; MMMXC & MMMCLXXXVII, 4; MMMCCCXV; 522)
(206)—267.221 1. Excerpt from Recreated Heaven 2. Answering My Husband 3. My Husband Returns From
Suzhou 4. Two excerpts from Jingui jie 5. Excerpt from Zai zaotian\fn{by Hou Zhi aka Ruzhi (1764-1829)} Nanjing,
Jiangsu Province, China (F) 1
1765

(208)—204.87 Excerpts from Jottings Of Sea Voyages\fn{by Xie Qinggao (1765?-1821?)} Jiaying, Guangdong
Province, China (M) 1
1768

(209)—274.81a 1. Spontaneously Written After Reading the Record Of The Huang Mountains 2-3. From
Her Poetry Collection Defengting Chuji\fn{by Wang Zhenyi (1768-1797)} China (F) 1
1770

(210)—267.83 1. Sitting At Night In The Quiet Green Studio 2. Peonies 3. Two poems from “An Inscription For
A Painting On ‘Four Guests Touring A Mountain On New Year’s Eve’ By Grand Scribe Wu Yusong” 4. Rising
From Illness 5. The Boat’s Inmmediate Scene 6. Written On A Cold Night Waiting For Zhushi, Who Does Not
Return, And Reading Honglou Meng Chuanqi: Six Poems\fn{by Jin Yi aka Xianxian (1770-1794)} Soochow, Jiangsu
Province, China (F) 2
1771

(211)—269.12 & 267.82 1. Excerpt from Guochao Guixiu Zhengshi Ji: “Preface” 2. A poem in praise of
chrysanthemums\fn{by Yun Zhu (1771-1833)} Yanghu, Changzhou Prefecture, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 1
(212)—267.87 1. Sent To My Fourth Son, Shaowu 2. Sent To My Third Daughter, When She Failed To Come As
Expected 3. Farewell Feast At The Lantern Festival 4. To Be Shown To Pinxiang And Yingqing 5. Ru yan fei:
Five Poems\fn{by Liang Desheng aka Chusheng (1771-1847)} Hangzhou, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 2
1775
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(214)—267.89 In Night Rain At Xiaoxiang—A Poem On A Picture About Burying Flowers\fn{by Li Peijin
(1775?- )} China (F) -1
1778

(214)—274.85c Visiting My Natal Family\fn{by Hao Feng (1778- )} Qihe, Shandong Province, China (F) -1
1780

(215)—China 2.123 Zhi Fei Lu\fn{by Kong Zhaojie (1780-1852)} China (F) 77
1783

(293)—267.90 On The Novel Honglou meng\fn{by Sun Sunyi (1783- )} China (F) -1
(294)—China 3.1 Excerpt from Xingduan Ji (Revealing Weakness)\fn{by Gao Fangyun (1783-1860)} Xiajngcheng,
Henan Province, China (F) 35
1785

(329)—267.90a Untitled poem\fn{by Jin Ruolan (1785?- )} Shexian, Anhui Province, China (F) -1
(329)—150.2 & 207.130 & 284.1 1. A Letter To Queen Victoria 2. Letter of Moral Admonition To Queen Victoria
3. Excerpt from Li-tai ming-jen shu-cha hsü-pien: “A Letter Recognizing Western Military Superiority” [Not
the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Lin Tsê-hsü
(1785-1850)} Hou-kuan, Fukien Province, China (M) 4
1787

(334)—284.2 Excerpt from Ch’ou-pani-wu shih-mo—Tao-kuang: “A Supplementary Memorial” [Not the title of
the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its content]\fn{by Ch’i-ying (17871858)} Peking, China (M) 2
1791

(335)—203.99 Excerpts from Tracks In The Snow: Episodes From An Autobiographical Memoir\fn{by Linqing
(1791-1846)} Peking, China (M) 10
1792

(345)—203.188 1. Plum Tree Infirmary 2. On The Departure Of The Jinshi Scholar Xia: Two Essays\fn{by Gong
Zizhen (1792-1841)} Hangzhou, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 1
(346)—269.103 To My Sister’s Memory 2. Moved On Reading Master Sun Zixiao’s “The Death Of Apricots,” I
Composed this Poem In The Same Genre 3. Ancient Sword 4. Moved By Events: Four Poems\fn{by Zhang Qieying
(1792-after 1863)} Changzhou, China (F) 1
1793

(348)—268.1 1. Mourning Xiaoqing At Plum Flower Island 2. At Zhiguo Temple, Mourning At The Tomb Of The Ming
Woman Yang Yunyou 3. Mourning At Bian Sai’s Tomb In The Brocade Forest Of The Ming Capital 4. On Yuan Shuyun’s
Posthumous Collection Jianxianglou yigao 5. On A Small Portrait Of “The Lady Of Hedong” 6. At Namping (Near West
Lake), Mourning By Zhang Huangyan’s Grave 7. On A Small Painting Of Hibiscus By Sun Yunfeng 8. On Ou Bingyun’s
Painting Of White Lotuses 9. Song On An Abandoned Se Zither 10. On A Fall Night Hearing The Sound Of Crickets 11.
Wu Zao Sends Me A Poem, To Which I Now Reply 12. For Wu Guichen 13. Untitled poem on Li Si 14. Untitled poem on
a painting of Cockcrow Hill 15. Untitled poem on a visit to Tai Lake 16. Record Of A Dream\fn{by Wang Duan (1793-1839)}
Hangzhou, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 4
(352)—274.85d To My Husband When Visiting My Natal Family\fn{by Ji Lanyun (1793-1848)} China (F) -1
1794

6

(353)—194.110 Excerpt from Military Operations of the Present Dynasty\fn{by Wei Yüan (1794-1857)} Shaoyang,
Hunan Province, China (M) 22
1795

(374)—204.62 & 284.3 1. Excerpts from A Concise World Geography 2. Excerpts from Ying-huan chih-lueh:
“Acceptance Of World Geography” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that
work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Xu Jiyu (Hsü Chi-yü, 1795-1873)} Shanxi Province, China (M) 4
1798

(378)—269.101 1. Thinking Of Someone On An Autumn Day 2. Excerpt from Colophon 1 3. Excerpt from
Colophon 2: Three Poems\fn{by Zhang Lunying (1798-after 1868)} China (F) 1
(379)—266.172 1. Note To “Mourning For Shen Shanbao” 2. Fragment of “Mourning For Shen
Shanbao”\fn{by Gu Taiqing (1798-1876)} China (F) -1
1799

(379)—268.32 1. Lyrics embedded in the play The Fake Image 2. Dongxiange 3. Xingxiangzi 4. Hehuoling 5.
Fengliuzi 6. Jinlüqu 7. Huanxisha I 8. Sulian danyue 9. Lianlizhi 10. Jiangcheng Meihuayin 11. Rumengling 12. On
My Shadow 13. Huanxisha II\fn{by Wu Tsao (Wu Zao) aka Pinxiang (1799-1863)} Renhe (Hangchow), Zhejiang (Chekiang)
Province, China (F) 6
(386)—268.38 1. Composed At Random 2. After I Dreamed Of My Maid Pomegranate 3. Recording A Dream 4.
Puppets 5. Sitting At Night 6. Inscribed On A Fan With Ink-Sketched Gardenias, Sent To Yunjiang 7. After The
Ancient Style 8. Hearing Eunuch Chen Jinchao Of the Pear Garden Play The Qin 9. Zhegu tian 10. Watching The
Children Play With A Kongzhong Barrel-Twirl 11. On Aging 12. Harmonizing With A Lyric By Zhou Bangyan From
His Pianyu ci Collection 13. Inscription For A Painting By Yunlin Entitled Zither Swathed In Moonlight By A Lake 14.
Having Received No Letter From Yunjiang For A Long Time, I Wrote This, Using The Rhyme-Scheme Of Liu Qiqing
15. On A Rainy Day Receiving A Letter From Yunjiang 16. Fallen Flowers\fn{by Gu Chun aka Gu Taiqing (1799-c.1876)}
China (F) 6
1800

(391)—181.43 A Letter To Governor Bigler\fn{by Norman Asing (c.1800- )} Huangliang Du Region, Pearl River
Delta, Guangdong Province, China (M) 2
(393)—262.114 1. To the tune “The Pain of Lovesickness” 2. To the tune “The Love of the Immortals” 3. To the
tune “The Joy of Peace and Brightness” 4. To the tune “Flowers along the Path through the Field” 5. Returning
From Flower Law Mountain On A Winter Day 6. In The Home Of The Scholar Wu Su-chiang From Hsin-an, I
Saw Two Psalteries Of The Late Sung General Hsieh Fang-te 7. To The tune “A Dream Song” 8. Tune: Full River
Red 9. Tune: Fragrant Wandering: Nine Poems\fn{by Wu Tsao (1800?-after c.1837} Hangchow, Chekiang Province,
China (F) 3
(397)—269.102 1. Reading My Late Sister’s Collected Poems 2. Excerpt from an untitled poem 3. Long Rain
Followed By Snow\fn{by Zhang Wanying (1800-after 1868)} Changzhou, China (F) 2
1801

(398)—274.80b Written On My Own Landscape Painting On a Fan\fn{by Qian Shoupu (1801-1869)} China (F) -1
274.80 Written On The Painting Of Appreciating Landscape\fn{by Naxunlanbao (1801-1873)} China (F) -1
1804

(398)—284.5 Excerpt from Ch’ou-pani-wu shih-mo: “An Objection To Western Learning” [Not the title of the
work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Wo-jen (1804-1871)}
Henan Province, China (M) 1
1808
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(402)—266.161 & 267.149 1. Playfully Written After Reading Honglou meng 2. The second stanza of Jinghua
yuan 3. Facing Chrysanthemums In Illness 4. On The Lake On A Summer Day, Remembering My Late Younger
Sister Lanxian, Whose Style Name Was Xiang’e 5. Listening To The Rain On A Winter Night 6. Sent To Elder
Sister Bushan 7. Going By Boat, An Evening Scene 8. Crossing The Yangzi River\fn{by Shen Shanbao aka Xiangpei
(1808-1862)} Hangzhou, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 3
1809

(404)—204.57 Excerpts from Petitions From Jiaobin Lu\fn{by Feng Kuei-fen (1809-1874)} Wuxian, Jiangsu
Province, China (M) 32
1811

(406)—208.148 The Confession of Hung Jen-cheng\fn{by Hung Jen-cheng (1811-1864)} Kuan-lu-pu, Hua hsien,
Kwangtung Province, China (M) –1
(406)—39.21 A Family Letter\fn{by Tsêng Kuo-fan (1811-1872); the letter is dated 1861} Hsiang-hsiang, Hunan Province,
China (M) 7
1812

(407)—284.6 Excerpt from Tso Wen-hsiang-kung Tsou-kuo: “Plan for the Foochow Shipyard” [Not the title of the
work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its content]\fn{Tso Tsung-t’ang (18121885)} Hsiang-yin, Hunan Province, China (M)
1814

(408)—208.138 1. An Exhortation On The Origin Of Virtue For The Awakening Of the Age 2. An Exhortation On
The Origin Of Virtue For The Enlightening Of The Age 3. Edicts Issued By Hung Hsiu-ch’üan Between January,
1851 And March, 1853\fn{by Hung Hsiu-ch’üan (1814-1864} Fuyuanfui Village, Hua hsien, Kwangtung Province,
China (M) 11
1815

(419)—73.269 Excerpts from Eat A Bowl Of Tea\fn{by Louis Chu (1815-1970)} “near Canton, China” (M) 5
1817

(424)—269.68b Excerpt from Song Of Selling The Daughter\fn{by Li Shuyi (1817- )} (F) -1
1818

(424)—284.26 Excerpt from Wen Wen-chung-kung Shih-lueh: “Warning Of Disaster” [Not the title of the work from
which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Wen-hsiang (1818-1876)}
Liaoyang, Liaoning Province, China (M) -1
(425)—203.1 The Record Of An Envoy’s Journey To The West\fn{by Kuo Sung-t’ao (1818-1891)} Hsiang-yin,
Hunan Province, China (M) 27
1820

(452)—208.119 A Proposal To The T’ien Wang\fn{by Ch’ien Chiang (c.1820?-1853)} Kuei-hsien, Kwangsi Province,
China (M) 4
(456)—China 4.62 Excerpt from Shen Wensu gong du (san) ; Shen Wensu zheng shu xu bian\fn{by Shen Baozhen
(1820-1879)} Minhou County, Fujian Province (M) 19
(474)—203.112 Two Zidish on Jin Ping Mei: 1. Departing Without Tears 2. The Temple Of Eternal
Happiness\fn{by Han Xiaochuang (c.1820-1880)} Liaoning Province, China (M) 10
1821
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(483)—208.208 1. A Proclamation To The People Of Nanking 2. A Proclamation Forbidding Drinking Of Wine 3.
A Proclamation Exhorting The Soldiers 4. A Notification Ordering The Presentation Of Gifts On The Occasion Of
The T’ien Wang’s Birthday 5. Instructions To Wei Chün And Shih Feng-K’uei On The Presentation Of Gifts 6.
Instructions To Ch’in Jih-kang On River Defenses 7. Taipings’ Reply To Sir George Bonham On Friendly
Relations 8. A Certificate Awarding a Generalship\fn{by Yang Hsiu-ch’ing (1821-1856)} Guiping (Kuei-ping) District,
Kwangsi Province, China (M) 3
1822

(487)—208.160 The Confession of Hung Ta-ch’üan\fn{by Hung Ta-ch’üan (1822- )} Heng-shan hsien, Heng-chou
Prefecture, Hunan Province, China (M) 2
(488)—208.148 The Taiping Heavenly Chronicle\fn{by Hung Jen-kan (1822-1864)} Hua hsien, Kwangtung
Province, China (M) 12
1823

(502)—208.202 1. A Proclamation Summoning Medical Men 2. Instructions Warning Against The Deceptions Of
The Devils 3. A Proclamation Ordering People To Report Any Discovery of Dragons, Phoenixes, Or Ch’i-lin 4.
Instructions Warning Shih Feng-K’uei and Huang Tsai-hsing\fn{ by Wei Ch’ang-hui (1823-1856)} Jiantin (Chin-t’ien),
Kwangsi Province, China (M) 2
(503)—195.29 Excerpt from Taiping Rebel: The Deposition Of Li Hsiu-ch’eng\fn{by Li Hsiu-ch’eng (1823-1864)}
Teng, Kwangsi Province, China (M) 7
(511)—China 3.42 Excerpt from Bing Ling Ji Cheng\fn{by Jinglian (1823-1885)} Wuxi, Jiangsu Province, China (F)
24
(535)—171.4 Nazugum, “My Slender Girl”\fn{by Molla Bilal Nazim (1823-1899)} Gulja, Yining County, SinkiangUighur Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
(537)—203.76 Excerpt from The Diary Of His Excellency Ching-shan, Being A Chinese Account Of The
Boxer Troubles\fn{by Ching Shan (1823-1900)} “a Manchu of the Plain Yellow Banner Corps,” Peking?, China. (M)
23
(559)—284.8 Excerpts from Li Wen-chung-kung ch’üan-chi: “A Letter To Tseng Kuo-fan On The EverVictorious Army” 2. “A Recommendation Of Western Military Methods:” 3. “The Tsungli Yamen
Memorial Of June 1863 On China’s Defensive Strategy” 4. “On The Support Of Western Studies” 5. “A
Letter To Commissioner Ch’en Lan-pin (August 8, 1879)” 6. “A Letter To Commissioner Ch’en Lan-pin
(May 10, 1890)” [Not the titles of the work from which these excerpts are taken, but at least for these sections of that work, descriptive
of their content]\fn{by Li Hung-chang (1823-1901)} Hefei, Anhui Province, China (M) 4
1825

(563)—208.131 1. On The Establishment of the Heavenly Capital In Chin-ling 2. On The Denouncement Of The
Demons’ Den At The Criminals’ Region: Two Treatise\fn{by Chen Ch’uan (c.1825?- )} Hsiang-chou, Kwangsi
Province, China (M) 1
1826

(564)—269.105 1. Red Plum 2. Lamp In The Cold 3. Excerpt from On Reading The Biography Of Qin Liangyu 4.
Song Of The Sword Worn By A Ming Palace Lady 5. Excerpt from Moved By Events 6. Responding To My Aunt
Mengti’s Poem “Moved By Events, Written On The Boat Returning South In Flight From The Bandits” 7. Moon
8. Prevented From Escorting Home For Burial The Body Of My Late Husband, Bohou, I Composed This Ode To
Express My Feelings\fn{by Wang Caipin (1826-1893)} Wuchang, China (F) 3
1827

(567)—208.164 The Confession of Lai Wen-kuang\fn{by Lai Wen-kuang (1827-1868)} Meizhou, Kwangtung
Province, China (M) 2
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(569)—208.204 Wei Chün’s Report On The Military Situation\fn{by Wei Chün (c.1827-1884)} Kwangsi Province,
China (M) 2
(570)—284.22 Excerpt from Pin-meng chi: “A Personal Point Of View After Travelling To Foreign
Countries” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its
content]\fn{by Yuan Tsu-chih (1827-1898)} Shanghai?, China (M) 1
1828

(571)—197.142 & 204.88 1. The Story Of Mary 2. Two excerpts from Man yu sui lu 3. Excerpt from T’ao
yüan ch‘ih tu 4. Excerpt from Sung pin so hua 5. Excerpts from Jottings Of Carefree Travels\fn{by Wang Tao
(1828-1897)} Fu-li, nr. Suzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 5
(576)—195.50 Excerpt from My Life In China And America\n{by Yung Wing (1828-after 1909)} Nam Ping, Pedro
Island, nr. Macao, Kwangtung Province, China (M) 12
1830

(587)—208.132 A Letter From A Chancelloress To The Tung Wang\fn{by Fu Shan-hsiang (c.1830?- )} Nanking,
China (F) -1
(587)—208.170 1. A Proclamation Urging Ch’ing Officers And Soldiers To Surrender Or Retreat 2. A Letter
Presenting Taiping Coins To Forrest 3. A Letter To Forrest Acknowledging The Recipt Of Wine 4. A Letter
Welcoming Forrest’s Visit 5. A Letter Declining To Purchase Silk Crepe From Forrest\fn{ by Li Ming-ch’eng (c.1830?)} Teng, Kwangsi Province, China (M) 3
(590)—208.123 1. A Proclamation Urging Reverence Of The Correct Way 2. Instructions For Ch’en Yü’Ch’eng
On Defense 3. A Petition Requesting Printing Of a Book Of Military Regulations 4. Report On a Reconnaissance
Mission 5. Report To Shih Ta-k’ai On Defense 6. A Ship’s Pass\fn{by Ch’in Jih-kang (c.1830?-1856)} Kuei-hsien,
Kwangsi Province, China (M) 2
(592)—268.5 1. On The Road Between Jiaozhou And Laizhou 2. Stopping For The Night At A Mountain Inn And
Listening To The Rain 3. On The Night Of The Fifteenth Of The Eighth Month, I Think Of My Father (Who Is
Serving In The Metropolitan Area) 4. On A Spring Day Longing For Home 5. One poem of “Poems In The
Ancient Style From The Year gengshen,\fn{1860} Four Poems 6. Written In A Besieged City 7. Journeying To
Weiyang 8. The Inn At Nanliu 9. Fleeing From The Bandits By Taking To The Sea 10. Returning To Our Old
House In West Village 11. Traveling, Three Poems 12. Memories After The Destruction Of Our Library 13. Sent
To Younger Lady Yao 14. Living In A Village 15. Fighting South Of The City 16. How Mournful\fn{by Li Changxia
(c.1830-c.1880)} nr. Jiaozhou, Shandong Province, China (F) 5
(597)—284.16 Excerpt from Ch’ing-chi wai-chiao shih-liao: “A Secret Proposal” [Not the title of the work from which
this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its content]\fn{by Liu K’un-i (1830-1902)} Xinning,
Hunan Province, China (M) 1
1831

(598)—274.81 From Her Poetry Collection Cuiluoge Shici Gao\fn{by Ling Zhiyuan aka Yuanchai (1831-1852)}
Qiantang, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 1
(599)—274.87a To The Melody Spring with Green Peaches\fn{by Ruan Enbluan aka Meichuan (1831-1854)} Yizheng,
Jiangsu Province, China (F) -1
(599)—208.190 1. Instructions To Tseng T’ien-yang On The Military Situation 2. A Proclamation Summoning
Men Of Talent 3. Shih T’a-k’ai’s Reply To Tseng Kuo-fan 4. A Proclamation Urging The People Of Fou-chou To
Surrender 5. A Letter To Wang, The Head Of A Thousand Households 6. A Letter To T’ang Yu-keng On Truce
Arrangements 7. The Confession Of Shih T’a-K’ai\fn{by Shih T’a-K’ai (1831-1863)} Kuei-hsien, Kwangsi Province,
China (M) 7
(606)—274.86 From Her Poetry Collection Lengyinxianguan Shigao\fn{by Zuo Xijia (1831-1896)} China (F) -1
1832

(608)—268.10 1. Thoughts Upon Reading The “Biography Of Ban Zhao” 2. For My Daughter Quan 3. Planting
Vegetables 4. Ballad Of A Soldier’s Life 5. Because Of The Long Rains I was Concerned About The Peasants,
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And So I Wrote This Poem As A Prayer On Their Behalf 6. Leaving Through The Passes 7. Record Of A Dream
8. Sitting In Meditation During The Daytime\fn{by Zhang Yin (1832-1872)} Tongguan, Shaanxi Province, China (F) 8
(615)—195.80 Excerpts from Diary Entries, and A Separate Interview\fn{by Chao Lieh-wen (1832-1893)} Peking?,
China (M) 7
1833

(618)—204.53 Memorial To The Emperor Xianfeng\fn{by Yixin aka Prince Gong (1833-1895)} Peking?, China (M) 1
(619)—204.55 Excerpts from A Memorial On Barbarian Affairs\fn{by Wang Kaiyun (1833-1916)} Xiangian,
Hunan Province, China (M) 2
1834

(621)—208.115 1. A Report On Military Developments 2. A Letter To Ch’en Te-ts’ai And Others Directing Troop
Movements 3. A Letter To Ma Yung-ho And Others Directing Troop Movements 4. A Letter To Chang Lo-hsing
Directing Troop Movements\fn{by Ch’en Yü-ch’eng (1834-1862)} Teng, Guangxi Province, China (M) 4
(623)—208.173 1. A Notification Urging The People To Return To Their Occupations 2. A Letter To The
Foreigners Soliciting Aid\fn{by Li Shih-hsien (1834-1865)} Tengxian, Kwangsi Province, China (M) 3
(626)—204.71 Excerpts from Diary Of Mission To Germany\fn{by Li Fengbao (1834-1887)} nr. Shanghai, Jiangsu
Province, China (M) 1
(628)—204.117 Excerpts from Autobiography Of Rev. H. N. Woo\fn{by Wu Hongyu aka Woo Hoong Nick (18341919)} Shanghai?, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 2
1835

(630)—204.63 Excerpt from An Imperial Audience\fn{by Empress Dowager Cixi aka Tzu’hsi (1835-1908)} Anhui
Province, China (F) 1
1837

(631)—122.51 Excerpt from Nigen Dabqur Asar\fn{by Injanashi (1837-1892)} Inner Mongolian Autonomous
Region, China (M) 2
(633)—204.75 Excerpts from Recollections Of The West\fn{by Li Shuchang (1837-1898)} Zunyi, Guizhou Province,
China (M) 2
(635)—207.118 Excerpt from China’s Only Hope: An Appeal\fn{by Chang Chih-tung (1837-1909)} Nan-p’i, Hebei
Province, China (M) 10
1838

(645)—208.137 The Confession Of Huang Wen-ying\fn{by Huang Wen-ying (1838-1864)} Po-pai, Kwangsi
Province, China (M) 1
(646)—269.108 1. At The Pavilion Of Autumn Sash, I Sit At Night With My Sisters And Write This Poem For
My Second Eldest Sister Who Is Married To A Family Of Lujiang 2. Playfully I Reply To My Own Poem On
Behalf Of My Sister 3. Excerpt from After Being Stopped By Wind At Huangpu, I Was Stopped By Snow Again
When Arriving In Pudong\fn{by Wu Chai (1838-1874)} Wu County, Jiangsu Province, China (F) ½
(646)—204.77 Excerpts from Journal Of Diplomatic Mission To Four European Countries\fn{by Xue Fucheng
(Hsueh Fu-ch’eng, 1838-1894)} Wuxi, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3
(649)—284.27 Excerpt from Hsü-shou-t’ang shu-cha: “A Criticism Of Selfishness” [Not the title of the work from
which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Wang Hsien-ch’ien (1838-1918)}
Chang-sha, Hunan Province, China (M) -1
1839

(649)—204.70 & 284.12 1. Excerpts from Diplomatic Mission To The West 2. Excerpt from Tseng Hui-minkung Shih-his jih-chi: “His Account Of His Audience With The Empress Dowager (1878)” [Not the title of the
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work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its content]\fn{by Zeng Jize (Tseng Chi-tse,
1839-1890)} Xiangxiang, Hunan Province, China (M) 5
1840

(654)—293.56 Excerpt from Empty Cloud: The Autobiography Of The Chinese Zen Master Hsu Yun\fn{by
“at the headquarters of Chuanchowfu Prefecture on the last day of the seventh lunar month”,
Fujian Province, China (M) 8

Hsu Yun (1840-1959)}

1842

(663)—204.66 Excerpts from New Records Of Travels Around The World\fn{by Li Gui (1842-1903)} Jiangning,
Jiangsu Province, China (M) 4
(666)—204.80 Excerpts from Notes From A Mission To Russia\fn{by Wang Zhichun (1842-after 1904)} Quingquan,
Hunan Province, China (M) 1
(668)—268.18 1. Shanglin chun 2. Fanbusuan 3. Suochuanghan I 4. Suochuanghan II 5. Shengrubua I 6.
Shengrubua II 7. Shengrubua III\fn{by Liu Qingyun (1842-1915)} Haizhou, Haizhou District, nr. Liunyungang, Jiangsu
Province, China (F) 2\fn{This author was predominately a writer of plays; these poems occur, respectively, in Kept Promises (1), Sword of
Vengeance (2-4), and Guided by Heaven’s Storm (5-7):H}
(669)—204.58 Excerpts from Four Essays\fn{by Zheng Guanying (Cheng Kuan-ying, 1842-1923)} Xiangshan,
Guangdong Province, China (M) 4
1843

(675)—China 4.33 Jing Yin Jian Zi Shu Lue\fn{by Lao Naixuan (1843-1921)} Zhejiang Province?, China (M) 12
1844

(687)—181.45 A Letter To The Chinese Six Companies\fn{by Chin Gee Hee (1844- )} Langmei Village, Taishan
County, Guangdong Province, China (M) 1
(687)—284.23 Excerpt from Yü-chai ts’un-kao: “An Argument For Modern Banking” [Not the title of the work
from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Sheng Hsuan-huai (18441916)} Wujin, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 1
1845

(688)—204.93 Excerpts from Letter To His Excellency Li Hongzhang\fn{by Ma Jianzhong (Ma Chien-chung, 18451900)} Dantu, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3
(691)—204.83 Excerpts from Notes On Travels In Europe\fn{by Xu Jianyin (1845-1901)} Wuxi, Jiangsu Province,
China (M) 2
1846

(693)—284.34 1. Excerpt from I-chiao ts’ung pien: “On Moral Obligation” 2. Excerpt from Wu-hsieh-t’ang tawen: “A Consequence of Mechanized Agriculture” [Not the titles of the works from which these excerpts are taken, but at
least for these sections of those works, descriptive of their content]\fn{by Chu I-hsin (1846-1894)} China (M) -1
1848

(694)—284.15 Excerpt from Chien-yü chi: “A Proposal (1884)” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken,
but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its content]\fn{by Chang P’ei-lun (1848-1953)} Feng-jun District, Chihli
Province, China (M) -1
(695)—208.162 The Confession of Hung T’ien-kuei-fu aka The Young Monarch\fn{by Hung T’ien-kuei-fu (18481864)} Canton, Kwangtung Province, China (M) 1
1849
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(696)—284.30 Excerpt from Shih-chiu-te-chai tsa-chu: “A Condemnation Of Modern Civilization” [Not the title
of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Liu Yueh-yün
(1849-1917)} China (M) -1
1850

(696)—150.3 The Ventriloquist\fn{by The Master of the East Pavilion (c.1850?- )} China (M) 1
(697)—181.46 Reminiscences Of A Pioneer Student\fn{by Wen Bing Chung (c.1850- )} Shanghai?, China (M) 4
1851

(701)—181.57 Why Am I A Heathen?\fn{by Wong Chin Foo (1851-after 1893)} Canton?, China (M) 4
1852

(705)—203.129 My Concubine Madam Yang\fn{by Lin Shu aka Liu Qinnan (1852-1924)} Fujian Province, China (M)
1
(707)—274.80c Excerpts from On The Pillow That I Myself Embroidered With Landscape\fn{by Zeng Yi (18521927)} China (F) -1
(707)—207.109 Excerpt from Testimony Of A Confucian Woman: The Autobiography Of Mrs. Nie Zeng
Jifen (1852-1942)\fn{by Mrs. Nie Zeng Jifen (1852-1942)} Peking, China (F) 9
1853

(716)—205.49 Excerpt from The Reform Of The National Salt Administration\fn{by Chang Chien (1853-1926)}
Haimen County, nr. Nantung, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 6
1854

(721)—181.51 Reminiscences of an Early Chinese Minister\fn{by Huie Kin (1854- )} “in a poor village in
Taishan County”, Guangdong Province, China (M) 6
(726)—39.188 Excerpt from The Travels Of Lao Ts’an\fn{by Liu T’ieh-yün (1854-1909)} China (M) 11
(737)—204.1 & 284.17 A. General Remarks On Translation B. Excerpt from Yen Chi-tao wen-ch’ao: “Two
Criticisms” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its
content]\fn{by Yen Fu (1854-1921)} Fuzhou, Fujian Province, China (M) 2
(739)—269.55 Untitled\fn{by Dawu (1854-1927)} Nantong, Jiangsu Province, China (F) -1
(739)—197.154 Autobiography Of The Old Man Of The Pine Tree\fn{by Chang Hsün (1854-1944)} nr. Fenghsin,
Kiangsi Province, China (M) 6
1855

(744)—205.75 Excerpt from China After The War: The China Of Tomorrow And The World\fn{by Hsu Shihchang (1855-1939)} Honan Province, China (M) 20
1856

(764)—197.1 Excerpt from Sing-song Girls Of Shanghai\fn{by Han Pang-ch’ing (1856-1894)} Lou County, Sungchiang Prefecture, Kiangsu Province, China (M)
(772)—204.111 Excerpts from Travels In The Year Guimao\fn{by Shan Shili aka Shouzi (1856/58-1943/45)} Xiaoshan,
Zhejiang Province, China (F) 2
7
1857

(773)—61.1 Excerpt from The Travels Of Lao Can: “Lao Can Rescues A Joy Girl”\fn{by Liu E. (1857-1909)}
Jiangsu Province, China (M) 11
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1858

(785)—204.99 Excerpts from Notes On Travels Around Europe\fn{by Kang Yu-wei (or Tongwei) (1858-1927)} Nanhai
(Canton), Guangdong Province, China (M) 5
1859

(789)—181.40 A Letter By A Chinese Girl\fn{by Sing Kum (1859- )} Sin Lam, China (F) –1
(789)—205.65 Chinese Economic Policy In Wartime\fn{by Ho Yao-tsu (1859-1961)} Ninghsiang County, Hunan
Province, China (M) 10
1860

(799)—181.63 A Protest Against the Geary Act\fn{by Jee Gam (c.1860?- )} Guangdong Province?, China (M) 2
(801)—181.65 A Pamphlet On The Treatment Of The Exempt Classes of Chinese\fn{by Ng Poon Chew
(c.1860- )} Taishan County, Guangdong Province, China (M) 4
(804)—284.20 Excerpt from Hwang-ch’ao ching-shih-wen hsin-pien: “On Democracy” [Not the title of the work from
which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Wang K’ang-nien (1860-1911)}
Ch’ien-t’ang, Chekiang Province, China (M) 2
1861

(807)—207.78 Address To The Political Consultative Conference\fn{by Shao Ts-ung-en (1861-after 1946)} Szechuan
Province, China (M) 1
1863

(807)—204.2 From Carpenter To Painter—My Early Years\fn{by Ch’i Pai-shih (1863-1957)} Hsiang T’an, Hunan
Province, China (M) 11
(819)—204.97 Letter To An American School Friend\fn{by Xue Youfu aka Y. F. Sik (1863-1884)} Amoy, Fukien
Province, China (M) 1
1864

(820)—181.50 Reminiscences Of An Old Chinese Railroad Worker\fn{by Wong Hua-hon (1864-after 1926)} Yinhui
County, Guangdong Province, China (M) 1
1865

(821)—181.81 A Letter to the Board of Education\fn{by Mary McGladery Tape (c.1865- )} Shanghai, China (F) -1
(822)—284.18 Excerpt from Huang-ch’ao ching-shih-wen hsin-pien: “On The Need For Complete
Westernization” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its
content]\fn{by T’an Ssu-t’ung (1865-1898)} Peking, China (M) 2
1866

(824)—113.55 & 197.44 A. Excerpt from The Sea Of Regret B. Excerpts from Bizarre Happenings:
Eyewitnessed in Two Decades\fn{by Wu Jianren (Wu Chien-jen) aka Wu Wo-yao (1866-1910)} Nanhai (Canton),
Kwangtung Province, China (M) 29
(852)—262.123 (1-5) & 269.131c (6-12) 1. Ancient Sentiments 2. After Rain 3. Emperor Wen 4. In Honor Of My
Husband’s Fiftieth Birthday 5. For My Husband Who Sent Me Several Rubbings Of Ancient Egyptian Stone
Tablets 6. Excerpts from her Preface to the magazine Chinese Girls’ Progress 7. Excerpts from the
“Translation Notes” to her compilation Biographies of Foreign Women 8. Excerpts from the chapter
“Guiyan” 9. Excerpt from the chapter “Wicked Women” 10. Excerpt from “Suggestions” 11. Excerpts from
Song Of The Old Courtesan 12. Excerpt from Admonitions For My Daughters\fn{by Hsüeh Shao-hui (Xue Shaohui)
(1866-1911)} Foochow, Fukien Province, China (F) 5
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(857)—284.24 1. Excerpts from Chung-kuo Kuo-min-tang shih-kao: “A Letter To Li Hung-chang (1894)” 2.
Excerpt from Chung-shan ch’üan-shu: “The Manifeso Of The T’ung-meng-hui (1905)” [Not the title of the work
from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Sun Yat-sen (1866-1925)}
Cuiheng Village, Guangdong Province, China (M) 2
1867

(860)—45.150 Excerpt from An Autobiographical Account: Walking Out The Gate\fn{by Ning Lao T’ai-T’ai (1867)} Canton, China (F) 1
(861)—197.34 Excerpt from Modern Times; Or, A Brief History Of Enlightenment\fn{by Li Po-yüan aka Li Paocyhia (1867-1906)} Ch’ang-chou, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 10
(871)—180.188 The First Fourteen Letters Of Golden Lilies\fn{by Kwei-li (1867-after1912)} Chih-li, Hupehi
Province?, China (F) 10
(881)—268.44 1. A Description of Qiu Jin’s Sword Dance 2. An Informal Biography Of Qiu Jin\fn{by Wu Zhiying
(1867-1936)} Shanghai?, China (F) 1
1868

(882)—China 2.12 Excerpt from Wang Jingwei Wei Guo Min Zheng Fu Ji Shi\fn{by Li Huixian (1868-1924)}
Guizhuou Province, China (F) 34
(915)—205.94 & 284.28 1. The Development Of Chinese Education 2. Excerpt from Tsw’ai Chieh-min hsiensheng yen-hsiang-lu: “A Policy For Peking University (1919)” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is tqken,
but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content ]\fn{by Ts’ai Yuan-p-ei (1868-1940)} Shanyin County, Chekiang
Province, China (M) 5
1870

(920)—181.80 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ah Yung (1870- )} Sun Ning, Guangdong Province?, China
(F) -1
(921)—192.61 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Mrs. Yuen-lin Sheng (1870- )} Ichang [Yizheng] nr. Nanking,
Jiangsu Province, China (F) 6
(927)—293.69 Christianity And Confucianism\fn{by Wu Lei-ch’uan (1870-1944)} Hsü-chou, Kiangsu Province,
China (M) 4
1871

(930)—197.8 Excerpt from A Flower In A Sinful Sea\fn{by Tseng P’u (1871-1936)} Shanghai, China (M) 8
(939)—205.42 Excerpt from Ways Of Confucius And Of Christ\fn{by Lou Tseng-tsiang aka Dom Pierre-Célestin (18711949)} Shanghai, China (M) 7
1872

(946)—181.79a An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by an otherwise unnamed slave-girl (1872- )} China (F) -1
1873

(946)—195.9 & 204.16 & 204.104 1. Excerpt from History Of Chinese Political Thought During The Early
Tsin Period 2. A Biography Of T’an Ssu-t’ung 3. Excerpts from Diary Of Travels Through The New
World\fn{by Liang Chi-chao (1873-1929)} Hsin Hui (Xinhui), nr. Canton, Kwangtung (Guangdong) Province, China
(M) 19
(965)—267.93 1. Inscribed On A Painting Of A Beauty Playing The Zither 2. New Year’s Eve 3. Returning Home
From Lingnan, I Complete Two Regulated Poems\fn{Of which this is the first} 4. Weeping Over My Cousin Lanxiang
5. With Autumn Wind And Rain Outside The Window, My Small Son Is Sick In Bed; I Write A Poem To Dispel
Feelings Of Ennui 6. The Tenth Of The First Month Is The Anniversary Of My Husband’s Death; I Wrote This
After Weeping 7. One Of My Girlfriends Showed Me The Poems Of The Fragrant Dressing Case; I Responded
With Four Poems In Jest\fn{This being the fourth one} 8. Two Poems Presented To Woman Scholar Qiu Xuanqing 9.
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Soliciting Shareholding Contributions For Nubao And Not Meeting With Much Enthusiasm, I Am Moved To
Compose Two Poems 10. Taking An Excursion At West Lake With Xuanqing, I Am Moved To Write 11.
Mourning The Woman Warrior Of Mirror Lake 12. Mourning My Daughter Rong 13. On The 27th Of November, I
Crossed The Yangzi During A Snow Storm To Take Care Of Xuanqing’s Burial; I Was Moved To Write 14. After
The Central Plain Was Recovered I Returned To Yue And Mourned Xuanqing: Fourteen Poems\fn{by Xu Zihua aka
Jichen (1873-1935)} Tongziangzian, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 3
1874

(969)—China 1.24 Xue Huan Xiu Pu (Snow, Official Embroidered Spectrum)\fn{by Shen Shao aka Shen Yunzhi
(1874-1921)} Wu County, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 27
(997)—China 1.52 Excerpt from Liu Shi Nian Qian Saijinhua ben shi: Saijinhua Kou Shu (Sixty Years Ago
Sai Jinhua Skill: Sai Jinhua Dictation)\fn{by Sai Jinhua (1874-1936)} Suzhou (Soochow), Jiangsu Province, China
(F) 22
1875

(1018)—181.81 Fragment of a Speech\fn{by Sieh King King (c.1875- )} Xiangshan County, Guangdong Province,
China (F) -1
(1019)—181.79b An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by an otherwise unnamed slave-girl (1875- )} Canton,
Guangdong Province, China (F) -1
(1019)—194.53 Three Disquisitions Of General Hwang Hsing\fn{by Hwang Hsing (1875- )} nr. Changsha, Hunan
Province, China (M) 2
(1021)—204.109 Excerpts from Alarm Bells\fn{by Chen Tianhua (1875-1905)} Xinhua, Hunan Province, China (M) 2
(1023)—268.20 1. Cold Food Festival 2. Written On The Occasion Of My Departure From Changde: Traveling
By Boat, I Am Filled With Emotion 3. A Record Of A Visit To A Garden In Blossom, Four Poems 4. Visiting
Again A Spot I Had Visited Before, I Mused On The Speed With Which Time Passes, An Impromptu Poem 5.
Song Of The Precious Sword 6. Manjianghong I 7. Tasuoxing 8. An Inscription On A Wall In Shanghai 9. A Trip
By Steamboat, Two Poems 10. Filled With Emotion (Written During My Stay In Japan) 11. Song Of A RedHaired Barbarian’s Sword 12. Manjianghong II 13. Seeing Off The Two Sisters Chen Yan’an And Sun Duokun
On Their Return To China 14. Ruci jiangshan 15. Excerpts from Stones Of The Jingwei Bird 16. Aboard A Ship
On The Yellow Sea, Someone From Japan Requested Some Lines From Me, And Showed Me A Map Of The
Russo-Japanese War 17. An Inscription For A Portrait Of Myself (In Male Dress) 18. A Fighting Song For
Women’s Rights 19. Song Of China Expelling Its Demons 20. Lament For China 21. We Envy The Peoples Of
Europe And America 22. Zhegutian 23. An Address To My Two Hundred Million Women Compatriots In China
24. To My Sisters\fn{by Ch’iu Chin (Qiu Jin) (1875-1907)} Xiamen (Amoy), Zhejiang (Chekiang) Province, China (F)
12
(1035)—207.77 Address To The Political Consultative Conference\fn{by Shen Chun-ju (1875-after 1946)} Kashing,
Chekiang Province, China (M) 1
1876

(1036)—195.59 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsü T’ê-li (1876- )} nr. Changsha, Hunan Province, China
(M) 1
(1037)—181.76 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by “a refined Chinese girl” (1876- )} Canton, Guangdong
Province, China (F) 1
(1038)—204.104 Excerpts from Autobiography Of Ouchu At Fifty\fn{by Mu Xiangyue (1876-1943)} Shanghai,
Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3 8F,
(1041)—73.61 & 197.16 & 204.33 1. So Near, So Far 2. Excerpt from Reminiscences 3. Excerpt from Memoirs
Of Bracelet Shadow Chamber\fn{by Bao Tianxiao [Pao T’ien-hsiao] aka Bao Gongyi, Langsun, Xiao, Yuweng, Quixing Ge,
Chuan Ying Lou, etc. (1876-1973)} Soochow, Wu County, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 21
(1061)—274.120 Excerpts from Beginings Of Earth And Sky: 1. “Revolving Spheres And The Immovable
Earth” 2. “Sir Isaac Newton’s Story” 3. “A Modern Scientist’s Story”\fn{by Sophia Blanche Lyon Fahs (1876-1978)}
Hangchow, Zhejiang Province, China (F)
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(1068)—210.15 The Beginnings Of Chinese Civilization\fn{by Li Chi (1876-1979)} Zhongxiang, Hubei Province,
China (M) 12
1877

(1080)—210.1 Excerpt from East-West Kaleidoscope, 1877-1946: An Autobiography\fn{by Weiching Williams Yen
(1877-1950)} Hongkew District, Shanghai, China (M) 10
(1089)—197.146 Excerpt from Sao-Ke Alfred Sze: Reminiscences Of His Early Years\fn{by Sao-Ke Alfred Sze
(1877-1958)} Ch’un-hsiao-li, Chen-tse Village, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 8
1878

(1096)—281.108 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of A Chinese Dog\fn{by Florence Wheelock Ayscough (18781942)} Shanghai, China (F) 8
(1104)—203.63 Autobiographical excerpts from The Revolution Of 1911: A Great Democratic Revolution Of
China\fn{by Kuo Sung-t’ao (1878-1966)} Yunghsten, Szechwan Province, China (M) 14
(1118)—188.12 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ho Hsiang-ning (1878-1972)} Hong Kong, China (F) 3
1879

(1122)—204.20 The Evolution Of China’s Secret Sects And Societies\fn{by T’ao Ch’eng-chang (before 1879-1912)}
Shanhsing, Cheking Province, China (M) 10
(1132)—205.103 Excerpt from Two Years Of The Japan-China Undeclared War: “Forward”\fn{by Hu Han-min
(1879-1936)} P’anyo County, nr. Canton, Guangdong Province, China (M) 1
(1132)—207.34 1. My Basic Views 2. A Sketch Of The Post-War World 3. Once Again On The World Situation 4.
The Future Of The Oppressed Nations: Four Essays\fn{by Chen Duxiu (Ch’en Tu-hsiu, 1879-1942)} Anqing, Anhui
Province, China (M) 12
(1145)—73.67 On The Road To Thistle Gate\fn{by Cheng Danlu (1879-1943)} Suzchou, Jiangsu Province, China
(M) 6
(1151)—China 4.81 “Nuxue Libi Shuo”\fn{by Kang Tongwei (1879-1974)} Wenxian, Nanhai County, Guangdong
Province, China (F) 4
†
1680

39.13 Dead Beggar Gets Wife And Son\fn{by Lan Ting-yüan (1680-1733)} China (M) 1
The wife of a man, named Cheng, once came before me to compain that her husband had been driven to
commit suicide.\fn{A note reads: This is the record of an actual case .} She said that he had been beadle of a certain
village, and that having had some trouble in collecting taxes from a man, named Hsiao, who withheld his titledeed and refused to listen to argument, the latter, on the 13 th day of the moon, had collected a number of friends
and wrecked the house, beating her husband so severely that, in despair, he threw himself into the river and was
drowned. She further indicated the spot at which the body was to be found; and accordingly, though suspecting in
my heart the truth of her story, I had no alternative but to hold the usual inquest.
Her son got the corpse on board a boat and brought it along, and I proceeded forthwith to make an examination. No wounds were visible upon it; the finger-nails were full of mud and sand—a sure proof of suicide by
drowning—though at the same time I felt confident that the persons accused, who were all honestly engaged in
trade, would not thus causelessly set upon and beat another man. Further, [the] deceased had been beadle of the
place, and those now arraigned on this charge of murder had frequently complained on previous occasions to my
predecessor in office, of the depredations of thieves, with a view to their losses from the beadle; and I, when I
took over the seals, had gone so far as to fix a limit of time within which the missing articles were to be restored,
but without success.
Now, there was this story of attack and suicide; but the flesh on the face of the dead man was too far decomposed to admit of his identification, and I also thought it rather strange that no one should know anything about an
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affair which had happened eight days previously, and that there should have been such delay in making the
charge. At the same time, as the inquest was held only eight days after death, it remained to be shown why the
body should be then so far gone in decomposition as if the man had been dead for a fortnight or more.
On my putting this last question to the prosecutrix, her son replied that bodies naturally decompose more
rapidly in water than otherwise; and as for the accused, they none of them seemed to have a word to say for
themselves, while mother and son stood there jabbering away, with their hempen garments and mourning-staves,
the one bemoaning the loss of her husband, the other of his father, in such affecting tones as would have drawn
tears from the bystanders even had they been of iron or of stone.
My own conviction was, however, unfavourable to their case, and I bade them go along home and bury the
body themselves. At this, there was a general expression of astonishment; and then I called the accused and said to
them:
“Cheng is not dead; can you not manage to arrest him?”
They all declared that they didn’t know; whereupon I railed at them, saying:
“What! you can’t find out the affairs of those who live in the same village and draw from the same well as
yourselves? This indolent careless behavior is perfectly amazing. It’s all very well to be callous when other people
are concerned; but now that you stand charged with this murder and your own necks are in peril, it being my duty
to commit you to prison, do you mean to tell me that you are willing to take the consequences?”
The accused men then burst into tears, and implored me to save them; to which I replied:
“Here is this man Cheng, who was formerly an accomplice of thieves, alarmed by my appointment to office,
disappears from the scene. Now, your cities of refuge are confined to some half-dozen or so; and if you separate
and go to them in search of the missing man, I have no doubt but that you will find him.”
Three days passed away, when back came one of them with Cheng, whom he had caught at the city of Hui-lai.
They were followed by a large crowd of several thousand persons, who clapped their hands and seemed much
amused; among them being the mother and son, overwhelmed with shame, and groveling in the dust before me. I
made the latter tell me the name of the legal adviser who had egged them on to act thus, and I punished all three
according to law and to the great delight of the inhabitants of the district.
As for the corpse, it was that of a drowned beggar, and no one came forward to claim it. However, as the
pretended wife and son had worn sackcloth and carried funeral staves, interring the body with every outward
demonstration of respect, the beggar’s soul must have had a good laugh over the whole affair down in the realms
below.
1693

267.73 1. On A Winter Day While Living In A Village, I Read Tao Yuanming’s Line, “The Right Month, The
Right Day Have Come Around Again,” And Expanded It Into A Poem 2. Hearing Wild Geese 3. The Pavilion At
The Lake’s Heart 4. Passing My Old Home At South Village 5. In Autumn Of The Year Guichou,\fn{1733}
Concubine Chen Bore A Son. At That Time My Husband Was Already Forty. I Wrote This To Record Our Joy:
Four Poems\fn{by Wu Xun (1693-1735)} Jiaxing, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 1
1
The right month, the right day have come around again,
I’m staying in the village amid remnants of the year.
When I mend clothes, the dawn light is warm,
As I weave silk, the night lamp is chill.
The lot of the chaste is disregard and difficulty
But together with my children in poverty I am at peace.
My purse is empty, but I forget to be ashamed of it—
I don’t even keep a single coin for show.
2
A line of them approaches like the frets of a sheng harp,
Every sound as sad as the twang of Southern strings.
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I wish I had wings to fly away with them:
Every meeting the highest peaks, I swear I would never turn back
3
We’ve come to this pavilion for surpassing scenery:
A world forms, transcendent and separate.
Morning clouds emerege from among rafters,
Spring waters are level with the steps.
Misty grasses line the islet banks,
On lakeside hills, roads are half ramparts.
Just as I forget that our oars have been stopped a long time,
I look down and am overwhelmed.
4
When will I set out in a skiff for Sanxiang?
My head is white, yet I haven’t ceased roaming passes and rivers.
It’s lonely, that streamside house amid plum blossoms:
It has stopped loving spring—to it, the same as fall.
5
In poverty and ill-luck, we have trusted in our ancestors’ grace.
Since morning now, bow and arrow mark our happiness on the gate.
Alas, his mother and father have turned to morning dew
And never got to see a fine grandson.
1695

267.74 1. Chenlong Pass 2. Jiangxi Hill 3. A Fragment from “White Swallows” 4. Relaxing Among The Pines 5.
Moonlit Walk On The Autumn Plains: Five Poems\fn{by Cai Wan (1695-1755)} Liaoning Province, China (F) 1
1
A single path climbs precipitously, lonely and lost,
Pass upon pass locks winter mists in stillness.
The loyal men of that time live on, hair gone gray;
Battlefields deserted in autumn, they hunt outside the ramparts.
I’ve heard there were ten thousand men following his horse,
That birds of prey plummeted from the sky all through the sixth month.
Now soldiers’ tears have dried on memorial slabs—
Broken, moss-covered, mounded with forty years of dirt.
2
Like arrowheads and swordpoints, the peaks for a thousand miles
Once pressed upon a myriad of cavalry as they clambered up sheepgut paths.
Ghost lights flash, bits of congealed green blood,
White poplars whistle over desolate wilderness graves.
— My dream is interrupted, layers of indifferent clouds rise,
Such matters have disappeared with water flowing;
Now there remain only old foot soldiers
Pointing our former battlegrounds on the bare mountains.
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3
With new looks, you come from the distant Coral Sea in time for the blooming of the pear.
Spring is not cold, of course, but here is dancing snow!
If your body could be transformed, it would be congealed cream:
Amid the close shadows of pearl curtains, I could hardly see you fly.
I only heard your call in the deep shade of the fairy-stone tree,
Reckoning your return to immortals’ halls, you must have been surprised how late it is;
Flutter, flutter—you flew slowly onto my jade hairpin.
4
Getting old amid fine scenery, I’m lazy and foolish;
New chess games, old music scores, all too hard to know.
I feel to preserve the body, an easy mind is best,
Avoiding vulgar things helps small ailments.
Amid evening breezes, I amble home on narrow paths,
Slowly climbing an embankment under a bright moon.
I’ve cleansed my heart completely of mundane cares,
Lean alone on a pine tree, and do nothing but chant poems.
5
The dew is cold and mists vanish into the empty sky,
Distant mountains are like brows, the moon like a bow.
Crickets chant slowly on the riverbank road,
Cicadas rhyme softly on the rustling branchtips.
A few snowflakes whiten the horizon;
In the brush, a glowworm trace gleams red.
If you sir, are unable to rise, with whom will I go?
Don’t let good timber be consumed as worthless kitchen fuel!
1706

274.85b Ziti “Guizhou Anwen Tu”\fn{by Zhong Liangjia (1706-1775)} China (F) -1
A safe skiff already means much luck;
In our heart, we never have disturbance.
We came together and will return the same;
The son’s beard is long, and the mother’s hair is white.
*
My life is full of hardships in following the principle of thrice following;
At sixty, I obtaind a fresh honorary title conferred by the empror’s approval in ink.
Now I have a chance to comb my white hair against the green mountains.
When my heart enjoys its leisure, I am then at ease in life.
1711

284.33 Excerpt from A Letter from Emperor Ch’ien-lung to King George III (1793)\fn{Ch’ien-lung (1711-1799)}
Peking, China (M) -1

20

You, O King, are so inclined toward our civilization that you have sent a special envoy across the seas to bring
to our Court your memorial of congratulations on the occasion of my birthday and to present your native products
as an expression of your thoughtfulness.
On perusing your memorial, so simply worded and sincerely conceived, I am impressed by your genuine
respectfulness and friendliness and greatly pleased.
As to the request made in your memorial, O King, to send one of your nationals to stay at the Celestial Court to
take care of your country’s trade with China, this is not in harmony with the state system of our dynasty and will
definitely not be permitted.
Traditionally people of the European nations who wished to render some service under the Celestial Court
have been permitted to come to the capital. But after their arrival they are obliged to wear Chinese court
costumes, are placed in a certain residence, and are never allowed to return to their own countries.
This is the established rule of the Celestial Dynasty with which presumably you, O King, are familiar.
Now you, O King, wish to send one of your nationals to live in the capital, but he is not like the Europeans,
who come to Peking as Chinese employees, live there and never return home again, nor can he be allowed to go
and come and maintain any correspondence. This is indeed a useless undertaking.
Moreover the territory under the control of the Celestial Court is very large and wide. There are wellestablished regulations governing tributary envoys from the outer states to Peking, giving them provisions (of
food and traveling expenses) by our post-houses and limiting their going and coming. There has never been a
precedent for letting them do whatever they like.
Now if you, O King, wish to have a representative in Peking, his language will be unintelligible and his dress
different from the regulations; there is no place to accommodate him.
The Celestial Court has pacified and possessed the territory within the four seas. Its sole aim is to do its utmost
to achieve good government and to manage political affairs, attaching no value to strange jewels and precious
objects. The various articles presented by you, O King, this time are accepted by my special order to the office in
charge of such functions in consideration of the offerings having come from a long distance with sincere good
wishes.
As a matter of fact, the virtue and prestige of the Celestial Dynasty having spread far and wide, the kings of the
myriad nations come by land and sea with all sorts of precious things. Consequently there is nothing we lack, as
your principal envoy and others have themselves observed.
We have never set much store on strange or ingenious objects, nor do we need any more of your country’s
manufactures …
1712

269.97 Two Untitled Poems\fn{by Ho Shuang-ch’ing (1712- )} Chiangsu Province, China (F) -1
1
The hardest thing in the world
Is to reveal a hidden love.
I swallow my tears
But still they come.
I twist the faded flowers of my hands
And lean speechless against my screen.
When I look in the mirror
My wasted figure frightens me.
Not a spring-like face.
Not an autumnal face.
Is this me? Shuang-ch’ing?
2
The warm rain falls unfeeling
Like scattered silk threads.
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The farm boy puts a flower behind his ear
As he carries the new grain
From his little field to the threshing floor.
I got up early to water the field
But he was angry with me
For being too early.
I cooked millet for him
Over a smoky fire
But he was angry because it was too late.
My tender bottom is sore all day long.
1715

39.49 Excerpt from Dream In A Red Chamber: “A Burial Mound For Flowers”\fn{by Ts’ao Hsü-ch’in (1715-1763)}
Chiang-ning, China (M) 7
… To return now to Queen Yüan-ch’un in the Palace,\fn{ A note reads: This part of the story begins in chapter 23 (Yü
edition). Yüan-ch’un, i.e. Prime of Spring, was born on New Year's Day; hence her name. She is the daughter of Chia Cheng, and is one of
the Emperor’s Queens. To enable her to visit her parents in comfort and seclusion, the family built for her sole use the Garden of Pomp and
State adjoining their residence. The visit itself is described in chapter 18. Yüan-ch’un is a dozen or more years older than her brother Paoyü, whom as a child she taught to read (chapter 18) .} when she had read over the poems written on the occasion of her visit
to the Garden of Pomp and State\fn{ A note reads: Ta-kuan-yüan, by which is meant “world in a nutshell,” including, as it does,
buildings in various styles, an artificial village and a temple in a varied landscape setting; see chapters 17 and 18, where the name Ta-kuan
is explained in a poem by Queen Yüan-ch’un as “embracing all the glorious scenes on earth and in heaven.” The immediate associations
of the phrase ta kuan are, however, pomp and grandeur.} and rearranged them as a collection with her own comments on
their respective merits, it occurred to her that the Garden with its arbors and rockeries would be utterly desolate if,
after her own visit, her father, Secretary of the Board of Works Chia Cheng,\fn{ A note reads: Chia Cheng, grandson of
Duke Jung and son of the Dowager Duchess, is only Junior Secretary (yüan-wai-lang) in chapter 2, but in chapter 85 is made Senior
Secretary (lang-chung), of the Board of Works.} as he was in duty bound, had the gates locked and sealed, thus hiding it

from the view of all. Besides, there were all her literary female cousins at home, and who better than they to
inhabit a place so delightful? They need never feel their inspiration dry up; nor could the flowers and willows
languish in such lovely company. She then thought of her own younger brother, Pao-yü,\fn{ A note reads: Pao-yü, i.e.
Precious Jade, the hero of the novel, was born with a piece of jade in his mouth. In this part of the story (in chapter 23) he is about thirteen
years of age; in chapter 25, which deals with events of a month or so later, the Buddhist monk and Taoist priest of chapter 1 reappear and
speak of having been separated from Pao-yü (i.e. the Stone) for thirteen years .} who—unlike her male cousins—had been

brought up with the girls,—how that, if he should be left out, he would certainly feel lonely and neglected, which
in turn might affect the spirits of her own mother and grandmother, the Dowager Duchess: she therefore
considered it best to allow Pao-yü to move into the Garden with the female cousins.
Having thus decided, Yüan-ch’un sent the Steward of the Palace, the eunuch Hsia Chung, to the Lung
Residence\fn{A note reads: Residence of the Duke Lung, now inhabited by his descendants. The residence of Lung’s brother, Duke Ning,
is similarly referred to as the Ning residence .} with the order that Pao-ch’ai\fn{ A note reads: Pao-ch’ai (Precious Hair-pin) is the
daughter of Aunt Hsüeh, sister of Mrs. Secretary Chia; she is aged fifteen (chapter 22) and a rival to the heroine, Tai-yü, who is mentioned
below with the other female cousins. As a relative rather than one of the Dowager Duchess’s granddaughters, Pao-ch’ai is given
precedence over the others.} and the other female cousins should take up their abode in the Garden, which was on no

account to be locked up with entry debarred to all, and that Pao-yü was also to move in, to pursue his studies
along with the cousins. Secretary Chia and his lady respectfully received the Queen’s command and, when the
eunuch had made his departure, reported the matter to the Dowager Duchess before ordering the servants to enter
the Garden and sweep and tidy up each corner of it, and fit up the various buildings with curtains, screens, beds
and hangings.
While all who heard the news rejoiced, Pao-yü alone was in raptures: he began at once to demand this or that
piece of her furniture from the Dowager. But his animated conference with his grandmother was interrupted by a
servant girl entering to announce:
“The master wants Pao-yü.”
The effect of this upon Pao-yü was like a thunderbolt\fn{ A note reads: The strange antipathy between Pao-yü and his
father is a recurrent theme in the novel .}—his countenance fell, almost as if his face was charred; all his newly raised
hopes seemed dashed; and like a stick of gum he attached himself to the Dowager, turning and twisting in every
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direction and refusing to come unstuck. The Dowager, however, said soothingly:
“My precious! Go to your father, who won’t eat you! Remember, there’s always grandmamma behind you.
Besides, you’ve just written that good essay for him! Since the Queen would have you and the girls housed in the
Garden, I suppose your father will have a few things to say to you, only so as to keep you out of mischief. Be a
good boy now and agree with whatever he might say.”
And even as she calmed Pao-yü, she called two of her own serving women and told them to accompany Paoyü and not let the master scare him.
Pao-yü was now obliged to obey his father’s summons and came away with the old women, though advancing
no more than a few inches with each step he took. Eventually, however, he reached his mother’s apartments\fn{ A
note reads: As the lady of the house, Mrs. Secretary Chia occupies the centre courtyard with a main suite of five stately rooms, but lives for
the most part in three smaller rooms constituting the east wing. The center courtyard is connected by a rear passage to the Dowager
Duchess’s courtyard, situated to its west.} where, a family council being in progress, the servant girls Gold Bangle,

Rainbow Cloud, Sunset, Bird of Paradise, and Embroidered Phoenix stood waiting outside, under the eaves. At
the sight of Pao-yü crawling along, they puckered up their mouths and sniggered.
Suddenly Gold Bangle pulled Pao-yü towards her and announced with a chuckle:
“I’ve just smeared my lips with rouge soaked in fragrant oil. Lick me! Now’s best!’\fn{ A note reads: It is Pao-yu’s
habit to lick the rouge off the lips of the servant girls, for which he is reprimanded by his personal maid, Bombarding Scent, but to no
effect.} Rainbow Cloud hurriedly pushed Gold Bangle aside and, herself giggling, said below her breath:

“We aren’t in the mood. No teasing!” And turning to Pao-yü, she continued:
“You’ll find the master in a good temper—better go in at once!”
Pao-yü dragged himself into the room, only to learn that his parents were in the inner room. Madam Chao, the
concubine,\fn{A note reads: Secretary Chia’s concubine, being regarded as an inferior, is kept out of the family council, though her two
children are not.} who had remained in the outer room, now lifted the door curtain for Pao-yü, who entered the bedroom and made his bow.
Secretary Chia and his lady were seated opposite each other on the heated brick-bed, talking. A row of chairs
facing the brick bed was occupied by the girls, Ying-ch’un, T’an-ch’un and His-ch’un,\fn{ A note reads: Ying-ch’un
(Welcome Spring) is the daughter of Pao-yü’s uncle, the Duke, noted below; His-ch’un (Pity Spring) is descended from Duke Ning and not
one of the Dowager’s grand-daughters; T’an-ch’un (Seek Spring) is Pao-yü’s half-sister, i.e. the daughter of the concubine, but unlike her
brother, Huan, she is in no way handicapped by her birth .} and Pao-yü’s half-brother Huan,\fn{ A note reads: Huan, Pao-yüs’ halfbrother, is the son of the concubine .} and the three last, being all younger than Pao-yü, stood up upon his entering.

Secretary Chia raising his head, saw before him Pao-yü with his lofty and graceful air and his strikingly handsome
appearance, which showed up all the more the drooping hangdog look and ill-bred, clownish manners of the son
of the concubine Huan, who stood beside him.
Secretary Chia then remembered his eldest boy, Chu,\fn{ A note reads: Chu, Pao-yü’s older brother, does not appear in the
story but leaves a widow, Li Wan, mentioned below, and a son .} now dead, and realized with a twinge of remorse how deeply
his wife loved and cherished her sole surviving son. He himself, too, was ageing, his beard already turned gray.
All these considerations combined to militate against his aversion for his son and his inclination to chastise him.
After indulging for some time in this musing, which left him nine tenths mollified, Secretary Chia said, not
unkindly:
“It is the Queen’s wish that you, who are in the habit of following your idle whims day after day outside the
house, should now be confined to the Garden, where you will carry out your reading and writing in the company
of your sister and cousins. Ply well at your books, my lad. If you persist in your dawdling, rest assured that you
will hear about this.”
Pao-yü responded with a whole string of yesses, and his mother pulled him on to the brick-bed beside her. The
others, too, sat down again. Gently rubbing her hand against Pao-yü’s neck,\fn{ A note reads: To detect any glandular
swellings the pills were expected to cure .} Mrs. Secretary Chia asked:
“Have you finished the pills, my boy?” Pao-yü said:
“There is one left still.” His mother continued:
“I’ll send for another ten tomorrow, and remind Bombarding Scent\fn{ A note reads: The name gives a false impression
of this demure and level-headed girl, who was one of the Dowager’s own maids before she is assigned to Pao-yü, whom she jealously
guards and protects. Her surname is Hua (Flower). Pao-yü alters her own name, Pearl, to Bombarding Scent in chapter 3. She is a few
years older than Pao-yü.} to make you take it at bedtime.” Pao-yü protested:

“Why, Bombarding Scent does give it to me every night! She has not once forgotten ever since you, mother,
told her to.” At this point, Secretary Chia broke in with some impatience:
“Who is this Bombarding Scent?” Mrs. Chia replied blandly:
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“Oh, one of the maids.” The head of the family went on contemptuously:
“A servant girl might of course be called anything. But why such aname? Whose far-fetched conceit was this?”
His manner alarmed his lady, who, to shield Pao-yü, declared:
“It was our gracious mother who gave the girl the name.” Secretary Chia sneered:
“Mother? Would mother even dream of such an expression? It could only be Pao-yü.”
Pao-yü saw that concealment no longer availed; slipping off the brick bed, he justified himself thus before his
father:
“In reading the old poets, I chanced upon the line: “The flowers’ bombarding scent proclaims a sultry
morn,”\fn{A note reads: The line is derived from Lu Yu, Joys of Village Life.} which came pat when I learned that the girl’s
surname was Flower; so I gave her that name.” Mrs. Chia hurriedly added:
“You had better hunt out another name for her, Pao-yü, as soon as you get back to grandmamma;”\fn{ A note
reads: Pao-yü, being the Dowager Duchess’s favourite grandchild, lives in his grandmother’s courtyard, as does also Tai-yü, who, at least
in the earlier part of the story, enjoys a position of privilege .} then turning to Secretary Chia, she said:

“I should not have thought it necessary, my lord, to lose one’s temper over a thing like that.”
Secretary Chia conceded:
“There is no real harm in that name and certainly no need to change it now. But it does serve to show that Paoyü wastes all his time on precious verse compositions to the detriment of his proper studies.” And suddenly
rounding upon his son, he barked:
“Wretch! Be off with you!” Mrs. Chia, anxious for Pao-yü to be gone, also said:
“Go now. Don’t let grandmamma wait dinner for you.”
Pao-yü assented gravely and slowly withdrew from his father’s presence. But when he found himself among
the servant girls outside, he remembered their joke and stuck his tongue out at Gold Bangle before scurrying off,
followed by the two old women. At the end of the corridor leading to the Dowager’s courtyard, he noticed
Bombarding Scent herself leaning against the door, waiting for him. When Bombarding Scent saw Pao-yü return,
safe and unscathed, she asked, beaming:
“What was it about?” Pao-yü said:
“Oh, hardly anything at all. Merely that I was to keep out of scrapes in the Garden, the usual words to that
effect.”
As he spoke, he started for the room of his grandmother, to whom he reported the interview with his father. His
cousin Tai-yü\fn{A note reads: Tai-yü (Lustrous Jade) is the daughter of Aunt Lin, the Dowager’s daughter. Aunt Lin dying, Tai-yü is
taken, at the age of six, from her father’s official residence in Yangchow to live with her grandmother in the capital. Tai-yü describes
herself as being a year younger than Pao-yü, whose favorite cousin she fast becomes .} happening also to be there, he now asked

her:
“Which house would you rather have?”
Tai-yü, whose mind had been engaged on the same subject, responded to his question with a smile; she said:
“I was thinking of Hsiao-Hsiang Hermitage. I love those bamboos screening the curved railing—it’s so much
quieter there than anywhere else.”
Upon hearing this, Pao-yü grinned and clapped his hands in glee, crying:
“Just as I thought! And it’s just where I wanted you to stay! I’ll live in Crab Red Court, where we shall be near
each other and both in secluded spots.”
As the two of them went on planning in this fashion, a woman servant entered with a message from the head of
the household to the Dowager:
“The cousins are to move on the twenty-second of the second month, an auspicious day, into the Garden,
which is being swept. The houses will be got ready in the few intervening days.” Pao-chfai chose for her abode
Aromatic Herb Rockery; Tai-yü, Hsiao-Hsiang Hermitage; Ying-ch’un, Tapestry Tower; T’an-ch’un, Autumn’s
Breath Studio; His-ch’un, Smartweed Bank Loggia; Li Wan,\fn{ A note reads: Li Wan, the widow of Chu, Pao-yü’s older
brother. She is the only adult among the seven, her son Lan being only two or three years younger than Pao-yü .} Sweet Paddy Village; and Pao-yü himself, Crab Red Court. At each of the dwellings, two older women and four girls were to be in
attendance, not counting the wet-nurse and the personal maid; cleaners and gardeners being additionally provided.
Thus on the twenty-second, the entire company took possession of the Garden of Pomp and State: embroidered
waist-bands now brushed against the flowers, and perfumed breezes intoxicated the willows, so that the place was
no longer desolate.
Pao-yü dwelt in the Garden and found everything to his heart’s content and longed for no other happiness than
that of spending each day in the company of the female cousins in reading or practicing calligraphy, in playing the
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guitar or games of chess, in painting or composing verse. And in such pastimes of theirs as the tracing of
embroidery patterns, perhaps of some phoenix or bird of paradise, and the embroidery itself, or the hunting out of
rare plants\fn{A note reads: Tou ts’ao, a competitive game in which each participant produces an unusual plant or flower, or a branch
or shoot notable for its shape or color, and sets forth the claims of his particular specimen in poetical or horticultural terms .} and the
arranging of flowers as part of their head-dress, or singing and humming tunes, or word-games and riddles, he too
joined with zest. And Pao-yü wrote some poems in which he described scenes in the Gardens at various times of
year, of which four are quoted below, not, to be sure, for their excellence, but because they were based on his
actual experience:
Night in Spring
Shut in by rainbow-colored silk bed-curtains,
I fancy I hear frogs croaking beyond the wall.
A chill creeps up my pillow; rain taps at the window.
Before my eyes, lo, she whom I wooed in my dream—
“The candle drips tears—tears shed for whom?
The flowers in the vase seem a cluster of griefs—my griefs!”
“Let alone a simple nurse-maid, poor sleepyhead me!
When lying abed, I can’t abide jesting and teasing.”
Night in Summer
The girl has fallen asleep afther embroidery;
The parrot in its golden cage renews its call for “tea”;
The full moon shines through the open window—a rounded mirror;
Sandalwood fumes from rival censers circle about the room.
Amber cups overflow with sparkling “Dew on Lotus”;
Breezes rustling the willows spread cool through the glass verandah.
Silk fans now wave all over the water pavilion:
Roll up the curtain—my lady’s evening toilet is done.
Night in Autumn
A breathless hush reigns within the Crimson Library;
But shimmering moonlight will peep through gauze curtains.
Sheltered by the moss-grown rockery,
The cranes curl up in sleep;
Crows perch on the well-curb wet with dew.
A drowsy maid brings a quilt, unrolling a golden phoenix;
The beloved one returns from the window, her hairpin undone.
Awake in the still night, athirst with too much wine,
I poke at the smouldering embers and infuse fresh tea.
Night in Winter
Flowering plums and bamboos
Engulf each other’s dreams at the third watch:
But embroidered coverlet and kingfisher-down
Would still induce no sleep.
Amidst shadows of pines in the courtyard, a lonely crane flaps;
Frost, like pear blossoms, bestrews the ground, though no oriole sings.
The girl with the green sleeves tosses off verses about the cold;
His golden sable pledged for wine, the gay young lord declares it insipid.
Luckily my lord’s page is thoroughly adept in blending tea—
Sweeping up the new snow, he makes an instant brew.

It being then known that these verses were by a scion of the lung branch of the Chia ducal house, aged but
twelve or thirteen, the crowd of sycophants made copies of them and took every opportunity of reading them
aloud and praising them. Flippant young men, attracted by the showy, amatory diction, wrote them on their fans
and on the walls of their rooms, reciting them repeatedly with undiminished pleasure. It thus came about that,
through intermediaries, strangers would approach Pao-yü with requests for a poem or a piece of calligraphy or an
inscription on some picture, which he, being much flattered, willingly obliged, spending days on end upon such
extra-mural activities.
Nevertheless, the very tranquillity of the Garden became a source of vexation. One day, Pao-yü suddenly felt
out of sorts and declared himself dissatisfied with one thing after another, and wandered in and out of the place,
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moody and dispirited. For the Garden was inhabited mostly by young ladies in a state of primordial innocence,
given over to childish candor and oblivious as yet of the proprieties, neither shunning one another while sitting or
lying down nor intending by a smile or laugh more than the spontaneous expression of gladness or merriment.
How indeed could they divine what went on in Pao-yü’s mind? For his part, being continually in an ill humor, he
would no longer remain within the Garden but loafed away his time outside its precinct, looking all the while
blank and abstracted.
When the library page, Tea-Tobacco,\fn{Ming-yen, whose duty it is to accompany Pao-yü to school during the fitful periods of
the latter’s attendance, and generally to wait upon his young master in and about the library. He would be a few years older than Pao-Yü.
Tea-Tobacco is later named Firing Tea (Pei-ming) for which the porinted edition of 1792 adds the explanation that the change is made on
account of Pao-yu’s distaste for tobacco.} saw his young master thus pre-occupied, he took it upon himself to devise

some means of diverting him. Tea-Tobacco considered one expedient after another, but Pao-yü seemed already
familiar with them all, and tired of them all, and unlikely to be amused by any of them. There remained, however,
a source of delight not yet known to Pao-yü, which having at last hit upon, Tea-Tobacco went straight to the
booksellers and bought many volumes of stories old and new,\fn{ A note reads: Light reading was anathema to Confucian
orthodoxy and regarded as a source of corruption, which it often was .} and the Intimate and Revealing Histories of Chao Feiyen and her sister Ho-te,\fn{A note reads: Chao Fei-yen and her equally beautiful sister Ho-te were ladies in the harem of Emperor
Ch’eng-ti of Han Dynasty. In such “intimate histories,” the secrets of the harem are recounted with undisguised relish .} and of the
Empress Wu,\fn{A note reads: The intrigues of the Empress Wu are part of traditional lore .} and of the beauteous Yang Kueifei\fn{A note reads: The celebrated favourite of Emperor Hsuan-tsung of T’ang Dynasty.} and the texts of numerous plays,\fn{A
note reads: The mid-eighteenth century reader had access to almost the entire range of Chinese poetic drama .} and showed them to
Pao-yü, who never having read such books before, rejoiced exceedingly in the new discovery. Tea-Tobacco then
warned Pao-yü not to take the books into the Garden; for if they should be seen, the wrath that would descend
upon him, Tea-Tobacco, would be great and terrible. Pao-yü, however, would not now hear of being deprived of
their company. After prolonged debate with himself, he picked out a few sets of elegant diction and refined
sentiment, and these he brought with him into Crab Red Court, where he hid them above his bed and read them
when no one was about. But the ones that were low and coarse he kept in the library outside.
It being now the middle of the third month,\fn{ About mid-April.} Pao-yü took with him after breakfast one day a
copy of The Meeting with a Fay, otherwise known as The West Chamber,\fn{A note reads: A series of five plays about two
lovers.} and sat on a stone under the peach tree by the bridge above Soaking Fragrance Weir. Opening the book, he
read slowly from the beginning, drinking in each line. When he reached the lines\fn{ A note reads: Only the first line is
quoted in the original, but the full force of the allusion is lost without the second line which has therefore been supplied in the translation .}
A fresh shower of red petals descending,
Ten thousand flakes of melancholy!

a sudden gust shook the boughs and robbed the peach tree of a good half of its blossoms, the falling petals
alighting all over Pao-yü and the pages of his open book and the surrounding earth. Pa-yü was on the point of
dusting himself but, at the thought of the flowers being scattered and trodden upon, he desisted; instead he lifted
the skirt of his robe and, moving forward a few steps, emptied the blossoms into the pond. The red petals floated
and whirled on the water until, drifting with the current, they disappeared down the weir. Returning to the spot
where he had sat before, he now noticed the blossoms on the ground, and when he paused to consider what to do
with them, a voice from behind called to him—
“And what business brings you here?”
Pao-yü turned round: it was Tai-yü, who came up, shouldering a small hoe, from which hung a dainty silk bag,
and holding a besom in her hand. Pao-yü shouted with joy:
“Well met! The very thing I wanted! Come and sweep up the blossoms so that we may throw them into the
pond! I have already thrown a whole lot in.” Tai-yü, however, said:
“It would be a pity to do that! The water is clear enough here, but once it leaves the Garden and flows through
the crowded part of the town, it will be polluted and the poor blossoms themselves outraged. Over there, in that
corner, I have prepared a tomb for the flowers. I shall sweep up these petals and put them in my silk bag and
consign the whole to earth so that the flowers may return to dust, a clean and proper end for them.”
Struck by the idea,\fn{A note reads: The sanctity of earth does not readily occur to Pao-yü, who places his trust in the purity of
water.} Pao-yü was in transports; he agreed eagerly and then added:
“Let me put down my book first. I can then help you to gather them up.” Tai-yii asked:
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“What book?” At the recollection of which, Pao-yü tried hastily to conceal the book he had been reading and
stammered:
“Ah, well, only The Doctrine of the Mean and The Great Learning.\fn{A note reads: Forming, with The Analects and
The Book of Mencius, the “Four Books” studied by every schoolboy.} Why, what else could it be?” Tai-yü laughed, saying:
“I know your tricks! Now surrender that book at once!” Pao-yü then said sheepishly:
“Dearest cousin! It’s not that I am afraid of your seeing the book, but don’t—for heaven’s sake—tell anyone.
In truth, its style is inimitable! I wager you’ll be forgetting your meals when you’re reading it.”
And with that he handed over the text of the plays.
Tai-yü laid down her gardening tools and took the book. Reading from the beginning, she became more and
more absorbed in it as she went on, so that within a short while she had read through all the sixteen scenes. Being
herself enthralled by its arresting tropes and frothy eloquence, she laid the book aside and, looking vacant and
pensive, repeated in her mind many of its lines and phrases.
Pao-yü ventured to smile; he asked:
“Did you like it, cousin?” And when Tai-yü returned his smile and said, “Yes, I really have enjoyed it,” Pao-yü
suddenly giggled and started to quote from the plays:\fn{ A note reads: The lines read: “How could I, the melancholy and
sickly lover, Match up to her face that overthrew cities and kingdoms?” }
“‘The melancholy and sickly lover’—that I am assuredly! And yours—yours, ‘the face that overthrew cities
and kingdoms’!”
Tai-yü instantly flushed, her cheeks, neck and ears turning a furious crimson; she frowned, then half raised her
eyebrows; her sparkling eyes narrowed to two slits, then opened wide again in a disdainful stare: her exquisite
features were now the picture of anger and reproach. Pointing her finger accusingly at Pao-yü, she exclaimed:
“How dare you! It’s death that you deserve for this! Foisting lewd verses upon me and using such rude
language too! What an affront! I’ll tell my uncle and aunt.”
At the word “affront” two red rings showed round her eyes, and she turned abruptly to go. Pao-yü started up in
a panic and barred her way, pleading:
“Forgive me this once, dearest cousin! I was at fault in giving utterance to such absurdities, but if I really had
intended any affront, then let me fall into the pond tomorrow and be swallowed by a monstrous turtle, and so be
re-born as a large turtle myself that I might bear the stone tablet on your tomb\fn{ A note reads: Stone steles often had for
their pedestal the figure of a tortoise; “turtle” and “tortoise” are words of abuse which readily occur in oaths. Pao-yu’s momentary fancy
of himself as a stone tortoise at Tai-yu’s tomb is, however, the foreboding of an unhappy end for both .} when one day you die, the

lady of some great Minister or other!”
This grotesque protestation caused Tai-yü to burst out laughing again. Hurriedly rubbing her eyes, she cried
triumphantly:
“That scared the daylight out of you, didn’t it? I won’t stand any more nonsense from you: ‘Tut! A weak
sapling—a spearhead of tinfoil—that you are!’
The allusion did not escape Pao-yü, who broke into hilarious laughter, saying:
“What about yourself then? I’ll go and tell on you too!”
Tai-yü, however, refused to be put out. She answered playfully:
“But it did come out of your book. If—like the prodigy you are—you can memorize and recite whole essays
after a single reading, will you not allow that I may be able to take in ten lines at a glance?”
Pao-yü now put away the book and, with a happy grin, declared:
“To our task! Let us bury the flowers and forget the other part.”
So the two swept up the fallen petals, and just when they had buried them, Bombarding Scent rushed up and
said reproachfully to Pao-yü:
“Here of all places! As if I haven’t looked allover the Garden for you! The cousins have gone across to ask
after your uncle, the Duke,\fn{A note reads: The Duke is Chia She, elder brother to Secretary Chia, who lives in a separate part of
the Lung residence, entered through its own street gate. Being neither learned nor a man of affairs, he is content with a role secondary to
his more ambitious younger brother.} who is indisposed, and the old mistress has ordered you to go, too. Come back

now for a change of clothes.”
Pao-yü thereupon picked up his book and, having excused himself to Tai-yü, returned with Bombarding Scent
to Crab Red Court to dress for the visit to his uncle, which forms no part of our story.
Being now left alone and having heard that the female cousins were all away, Tai-yü turned her steps sadly
towards the Hermitage. As she reached the corner of Pear Courtyard, from across the wall came the sweet notes of
pipes, now loud, now muted, blending with the melodious voices of singers, and it occurred to her that the troupe
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of twelve girls from Soochow were rehearsing the airs of their Southern repertory.\fn{ A note reads: The twelve girls
were brought to the capital from Soochow to give musical and dramatic performances on the occasion of the Queen’s visit. They are
appropriately housed in Pear Courtyard adjoining the Garden, Emperor Hsuan-tsung of T’ang having trained his three hundred musicians
in a pear orchard.} Only, Tai-yü had never cared much for the Southern drama and, paying no regard to the music,

she walked on. But borne by the breezes, two lines of a song assailed her ears, each word falling clear and
distinct:
Gay purple and exquisite red abloom everywhere,
But all abandoned to a dried-up well and crumbled walls.

The words filled Tai-yü with a deep melancholy and longing. She stopped and, inclining her head, listened
intently. The song now went:
That glorious moments amidst this splendid scene should enshroud despair!
In whose courtyard do hearts still rejoice in the present?

These last two lines caused her to sigh and nod inadvertently in agreement. She thought to herself:
“It is true, then, that one may come across fine verse even in the theater, but I suppose most people simply
follow the action and do not pause to savour the language.”
The next moment, however, she blamed herself for letting her mind wander instead of attending to the song.
And when she listened again, she heard:
Because of your flower-like beauty
And tender years like a rushing stream

and almost trembled with excitement. She then heard the lines that followed:
I sought you in each nook and corner
But find you dejected in your chamber.

Being now quite overcome with emotion, she could hardly remain on her feet but sank on to a rock to brood over
the words, “Because of your flower-like beauty|And tender years like a rushing stream,” alert to their each nuance
and suggestion. Suddenly she recalled a line she had read in the T’ang poets only the other day:\fn{ A note reads:
From Ts’ui T’u (late ninth century), Ch’un his (“Evening in Spring”).}
Faded blossoms borne on a plaintive stream: lovelorn both

and also from among the tz’u compositions:\fn{A note reads: Being the last two lines of Li Yü, Lang t’ao sha. Li Yü (937-78) was
the last ruler of the Southern T’ang kingdom and the poem, written after he was deposed by the Sung in 976, contrasts his state of captivity
with his regal past. The two concluding lines, which point the contrast, lend themselves to a variety of interpretations. An alternative
version reads: “The water rushing, the blossoms falling-gone for ever!|Alas, heaven above and man’s despair!” }
The water rushing, the blossoms falling: Spring is gone forever!
Alas, heaven above and man’s despair!

and the lines, too, she had just read in The West Chamber:
The stream speckled with red petals falling,
Each speck a grain of sorrow.

Buoyed up from the depths of memory, all these lines floated in her mind, juxtaposed as in some conspiracy.
She pondered over each passage and her heart was touched to the quick; her crowding fancies raced one another;
and tears dropped from her eyes. While Tai-yü was thus enveloped in her thoughts, she felt a sudden pat on her
back, and when she turned to look …
267.75 1. Fading Lamp 2. Taking Food To Do Spring Plowing 3. Chrysanthemums 4. Gu Luan 5. A Stray Wild
Goose 6. Plum Blossom 7. Huan Xi Sha 8. Wang Jiangnan 9. On A Frog Set Free By Shi Zhenlin 10. Inscribed On
A Portrait Of Shuangqing Planting Melons 11. Nine Poems 12. Thanking The Neighbor Girl Han Xi For Her Gift
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Of Food 13. Ten Poems On The Autumn Lotus: Thirty Poems\fn{by He Shuangqing (1715- )} Xiaoshan District,
Jiangsu Province (F) 6
1
Already dimming—I forget to blow on it;
Were it to shine brightly, who would trim it?
Flameless in front of me, glowing 1ike a firefly.
I listen to the cold rain on the earthen steps
Dripping through the third night watch,
Alone by myself, sick and sleepless.
Hard to extinguish—
You too are excessive in feeling.
The scented oil is finished,
But your fragrant heart has not cooled,
Do keep company with Shuangqing for a while.
Star after star
Gradually fades into motionlessness.
But I hope you will suffer through,
And then blossom forth again.
You will surpass those fishing lamps swaying
In the chaotic wind on the wild pond.
When autumn's hard-working moths scatter,
I am already ill,
And when has my illness ever diminished?
Long we watch each other,
Vaguely sleep comes upon me...
From sleep I am startled awake again.
2
Purpled paths bright in spring weather.
Slowly I tie a spring gauze on my head,
And eat by myself during spring plowing.
The small plum tree is thin in spring,
Fine blades of grass glisten in spring.
At each step along the fields spring comes to life.
I remember that year in a fine spring
To a spring swallow
I blurted out spring feelings.
And now,
I think spring letters and spring tears
Have all melted with the spring ice.
*
I cherish spring, dote on spring—for how many more springs?
By an expanse of spring mist
The spring oriole is locked in.
You present gifts to a springtime me,
And I offer presents to a springtime you:
Am I or are you the spirit of spring?
You can count the start and end of spring,
But it will be hard to tell my spring awakenings from spring dreams.
Why does the spring demon
Make a whole spring of spring sickness?
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Spring has misled Shuangqing.
3
Strand on strand of frail willows,
Swaying gently, breaks through the light mist as before.
I turn toward the shadows of autumn hills in the setting sun,
And rejoice that the flowers’ stems have not withered.
Incessant rain they have endured past the Double Ninth,
And fortunately survived to the time of Small Spring.
Knowing that tonight will be dipped in light frost,
The butterflies go off, leaving them to droop their heads alone.
*
Taking in the hardships:
When new chill penetrates the bones
And illness comes once again.
Is it that I, Shuangqing, am heartless,
Casting you aside after the dusk turns quiet?
Moonlight chills the railing and I am sleepless—
For many nights now you have not loosened your golden clasps.
I wrongly neglected you when you blossomed for a poor household;
Now that I want to water the site of sorrow, I have no wine.
4
Noon shivers are unfairly punctual:
Early the malarial symptoms appear,
So I put on another green-colored jacket.
With no desire to comb out yesterday’s braids,
I hastily tie a kerchief to tidy my side locks.
Too busy with work to wash my plain skirt:
Along its wrinkled pleats
The torn threads are frayed on both sides.
My white wrists seen close up are rough and calloused,
But these fragrant cheeks are still soft and young.
I deem my whole life wretched—but I’ll bear it to the bitter end
Even if I turn into powder and ash.
I foresaw this when I married:
Beautiful thoughts and romantic feelings,
All would be suffocated in cooking smoke.
In the eastern field they only complain that the meal is brought late.
The chills return,
But no one asks about my fever.
I return to fetch the cotton quilts being sunned,
And it’s almost time to cook the evening meal again.
5
Emerald spreads to the end of the distant sky,
Only rosy dusk clouds scattering their fine silk—
Snipped into fragments of fresh red.
When I listen, I worry that it’s so nearby,
When I gaze, I dread its being far away:
One lone wild goose—
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To whom can it turn?
White frost has already chilled the sandbar’s reed flowers,
So don’t even ask the gulls and egrets for sympathy.
In the dark, sleep alone.
Though the phoenix may be fine,
When is there ever a bond with it?
*
Mournful, I have no words to encourage you;
Go along a sandy shore or halfway up a stream
Just to pass the fleeting years.
With the rice grains recently exhausted,
The fowler’s nets cannot wait;
Your dream-soul is easily frightened
Many times in the cold mist.
Is your grief like a woman’s?
In that tiny heart there is so much tender attachment.
The night is not yet quiet,
Yet, tired from flight, you make the mistake of resting in the flat field.
6
I laugh at my own sickliness.
I took a moment during the busy spring season
To visit the flowers’ pointed buds.
The haggardness of my jade-like face
Has increased, but for whom?
Since my illness I have grown estranged from the flowers.
Now winter clothes have to be washed,
Yet spring waves are cold,
And my white wrists are soaked in grief.
A stubborn east wind
Uselessly blows cold fragrance for a moment
Beneath a wisp of a new moon.
With so much feeling it drops powder to fill the sky,
But it only brings trouble to Shuangqing,
In dreams trying to grasp it in vain.
I summon its soul with the butterflies
And wipe off tears for the orioles;
Deep in the night I secretly chant the Lanka vatara.
I have beautiful lines lamenting spring,
Pain and bitterness,
Life and death are all sweet.
I pray for the flowers’ years.
Bowing to Guanyin,
I pull out all the divining slips.
7
The warm rain falls unfeeling like scattered threads of silk.
A herd boy tucks a flower bud askew behind his ear
While taking new grains from the small field to the threshing floor.
Draw the water, plant the melons, but he gets mad—too early!
Bear the smoke, cook the millet, he’s mad again—too late!
The day is long and my body is racked with aches and weariness.
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8
No sight of spring;
I've searched through west of the deserted bridge.
The pink that tints the dream cheats the butterfly;
The dark green that locks in my grief fools the oriole.
Deep regrets, best not to mention them again.
*
No sight of him;
The meeting that should be is still denied to me.
I salute the moon, incense only troubles my sleeves.
You pity the flower, but there are no tears to wet your shirt.
The mountains are far away and the sun is low
9
Lotus leaves open as your multi-tiered pavilion on the water's surface;
Their slight fragrance brings a joy that soon turns to sorrow.
The gentleman immortal set you free from the heartless net;
In the nighttime rain you say your thanks from spring to fall.
Reflected in the water, you sit on your green ledge in solitary leisure;
Fed coarse greens, whether hot or bitter, dare you complain of hunger?
How then to affect your transformation into the Silver Moon Palace Toad?
After all you want to grow thin not plump, the easier to fly to the moon.
10
Eyebrows half in a frown:
Springtime color is already faded,
And the old sorrow not yet gone.
A thin figure in the painting,
Ashamed to be seen but hard to avoid it.
New illness still hangs on,
The painter applies light rouge but in vain.
In the cool of the night
The moon shines brightly,
Chang E shows no blemish.
Green sleeves still bear the stains of tears;
The spot by the crab apple flower has been
Drenched with myriad drops.
I wonder why recently combing hair and getting dressed every day,
Fixing dishes salty or sour,
All seem too much trouble.
Powder and sweat in congealed fragrance
While she dips the light cloth in blue water
And wipes down the bamboo mat:
Who is there to recognize her
For a flower spirit in temporary exile
11
I cannot hope to burn incense and meditate in a cloistered temple,
My heart unrippled as a still clear pond.
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Don’t blame a starving swallow for bringing nest mud too late;
Who pities an ailing silkworm for spinning a flimsy cocoon?
*
This year torrents break forth from the autumn clouds.
To pay the new rent, I have pawned my skirt.
If I can save a quilt to protect you from the cold,
My heart will be like honey—how could I fault you?
*
Coiling and stitching hemp, I make a pair of shoes,
To ascend the western peak for wood tomorrow.
The sudden cold brings a night of gusty winds;
I implore them to blow my way instead of yours.\
*
In the chilly kitchen, smoke hangs heavy and damp over the room.
With the wutong trees all burned, the phoenix has no perch.
Alone I pick wild vegetables and wash them in the cold.
The chrysanthemum, though ill, still has to bear the frost.
*
My fate is thin and insubstantial as a cicada's wing.
I used to be as beautiful as the girl next door.
Would mother recognize me now
With my tired and sallow face, all its cheerful color gone?
*
My heart is soaked through with springtime bitterness.
In my illness, sparse dreams easily fall into oblivion.
Having sold my few cheap hairpins for a dose of medicine,
I cut a poplar twig to fasten my hair, with water as a mirror.
*
Mount Siping looms like a platform in the distance,
From where you, carrying cold firewood, descend many times.
On your return I urge you to get up a little later,
Though the sun is high, I privately bar outsiders from rousing you.
*
The chickens, sleeping in pairs, mock the phoenix who perches alone,
They fly in pairs as well, their purple crowns aligned.
The dim lamp wick now flares with green—perhaps an omen there
If so, my humble stove is better to lean on than a balcony rail.
*
I live in a simple house next to a wealthy establishment.
Incense smoke drifts down at night, rousing my sense of loss.
Opening my sleeves, I pour out these sad lines of autumn.
Withering grass, setting sun, I dream of roaming afar.
12
Cheered by the end of the rains,
The evening clouds in the west appear;
Beyond the haze the chilly mountains look light blue.
Where strips of moss are dry, fragrant shoes can tread.
Sharp prints stay on the purplish mud still soft.
Clamor of people’s voices:
I rush to go lean on the brushwood door vainly harboring deep deep desire.
My thoughts of you are all one strand
Spun from the new moon to the full,
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Threaded with grief, strung with remorse, pearls of tears enough for one whole string.
*
After dusk, still warm and damp,
Who will sustain my struggle to breathe?
Through the small window the wind shoots in like an arrow;
Springtime red, autumn white, heartless beauty;
Difficult to pick a bud like me.
Our next meeting is so far off.
I hear the heartbroken one
Has already received her lavish feast.
The sunset hurts the eyes;
Don’t look to the horizon,
The horizon only shows a few cold clouds drifting apart.
13
Waiting for a letter that doesn't come, I cry like the autumn locust,
My heart is like the plantain leaf tightly folded up.
My reclusive nature outlasts the frost, but the frost can’t bear to come;
The plum has barely blossomed; the mum’s in sturdy full bloom.
*
The mum’s heart and the plum’s soul understand each other;
At the setting sun when people retire, the egret returns.
Does the gentleman immortal want to worship the flower spirit?
You can use me to sacrifice at the shrine of the world’s aggrieved women.
*
The beauty’s pure grievance, at dawn the cold wind blows,
Drops of dew hit the water, the resting fish coldly stares.
The heart of the lotus seed in autumn is bitterest of all;
If I cannot love the moonlight, whomever can I love?
*
The moonlight looks like water, no butterflies in sight;
My remaining color almost gone, standing upright alone.
Night rains come again, breaking my red petals in pieces;
When the mermaid sees me, she cries her tear ducts dry.
*
Her tears exhausted, she will give up no more pearls;
The sins of a former life create this life’s uncertainties.
One stalk consigned, ten thousand threads are broken;
In Jiangnan’s seventh month the wild goose comes early.
*
Among the clouds, a new wild goose; next to the moon, a lonely person;
The caltrop competes to show up the water-lily’s weakness.
Does the yellow oriole know how to pity the white egret?
The wild pond’s poor flowers cannot compete with spring.
*
Pale reflection, ashamed to face spring feelings in the mirror;
Like water the heart stirs, hard to find nighttime peace.
My leaves impede the fierce rain and flowers collect the dew;
Sweet protection of the mandarin duck's dream, is it cold or not?
*
The love-crazed duck without a dream grasps hold of spring;
One feels sadness before cassia buds and silver toad.
Repair all the five colors of West Lake’s flowers;
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Is my broken heart like Nu Wa’s in her heaven?
*
The five colors fill the heavens at lonely dusk,
Under the moon apply autumn powder mixed with tears.
Carefully gather flower petals, lightly, lightly roll them
Into fragrant tablets for burning by the bed curtain.
*
Fragrant tablets all burned, azure smoke abounds,
Fate as fickle as floating duckweed, no exaggeration.
From now on loving couples should not be parted;
I’ll cut reds and tailor greens to mend the fisherman’s net.
1716

39.47 Three Ghost Stories\fn{by Yüan Mei (1716-1816)} China (M) 3
A certain Mr. Yeh had a friend called Wang, and on Wang’s sixtieth birthday Yeh mounted his donkey and rode
off to congratulate him. At dusk, when he was crossing the hills southwest of Peking, he was caught up by a big
fellow on horseback, who asked him where he was going. When Yeh told him, he said:
“How fortunate! Wang is my cousin and I too am going to visit him on his birthday. Let us keep each other
company!”
Yeh was delighted to have a companion, and readily assented. After a time he noticed that the big fellow
continually lagged behind. He invited him to lead the way, and the other pretended to accept the suggestion. But
in a few minutes he had fallen behind again. Yeh began to suspect that the man was a bandit and kept on glancing
at him over his shoulder.
It was soon pitch dark, and he could no longer see his companion. But presently a storm began, there was a
flash of lightning and by its light Yeh saw that the fellow was now hanging from his saddle head downwards, his
feet moving in space, as though he were walking; and at every step he took there was a peal of thunder, each
thunderclapping also accompanied by a black vapor which issued from the fellow’s mouth. Yeh saw that he had
an immensely long tongue, red as cinnabar. He was of course much startled and alarmed; but there seemed to be
nothing for it but to ride on as fast as he could to Mr. Wang’s house.
Wang was delighted to see them both and at once asked them to have a drink. Taking Wang aside, Yeh asked
him if it was a fact that he was related to the person he had met on the road.
“Oh, yes,” said Mr. Wang. “That’s quite right. It’s my cousin Mr. Chang. He lives in Ropemakers’ Lane in
Peking and is a silversmith by trade.”
This reassured Yeh, and he began to think that what he had seen during the night was simply an hallucination.
However, when the time came for going to bed, he did not much like the idea of sharing a room with the fellow.
But the other insisted upon it andYeh was obliged reluctantly to concur, only taking the precaution of getting an
old servant of Mr. Wang’s to sleep in the same room.
Yeh could not manage to get to sleep. At the third watch, though the candle had gone out, the whole room was
suddenly filled with light, and Yeh saw the man sitting up in bed; the light came from his huge protruding tongue.
He then came over and sniffed at Yeh’s bed-curtains, saliva dripping from his jaws. But seeming to realize that
Yeh was awake, he changed his mind and seized the old servant, devouring him almost to the last bone.
It so happened that Yeh was a devotee of Kuan Yü, the God of War, and he now hastened to call out:
“Great Sovereign, subduer of demons, where are you?”
At once there was a resounding boom as though a gong had been struck, and Kuan Yü appeared from between
the rafters, with a huge sword in his hand. He struck at the monster, who at once turned into a butterfly as big as a
cart wheel which spread its wings to parry the blow. After the combatants had pranced round one another for a
moment or two, there was a loud crash, and both the butterfly and the god vanished.
Yeh fell fainting to the floor and was still lying there at noon when Mr. Wang came to see what had happened
to him. He had now recovered sufficiently to tell Wang the whole story, and Wang indeed saw for himself that
there was fresh blood on the servant’s bed. But both Mr. Chang and the servant had disappeared, though Chang’s
horse was still in the stable. They at once sent a messenger to Peking, who on reaching Chang’s workshop found
him at his stove melting silver. He had been in Peking all the time and had never gone to Mr. Wang’s to
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congratulate him on his sixtieth birthday.
*
In the year hsin-mao of the Ch'ien-lung period (1771) my brother Yüan Shu went to the capital in company
with his examination-mate Shao. They reached Luan-ch’eng on the twenty-first of the fourth month. All the inns
at the Eastern Barrier were crammed with travelers and their equipages. But presently they found an inn where
there seemed to be no guests at all, and decided to stay here for the night.
Shao took the outer room and my brother the inner room. When it was beginning to get late they went to bed
each in his own room, but kept the lamps burning and continued for a time to talk to each other through the partition wall. Suddenly my brother saw a man about ten feet high, with a green face and green whlskers, dressed and
shod all in green, come in at the door. He was so tall that his hat made a rustling sound as it brushed against the
paper of the top-light in the ceiling. Soon a dwarf not so much as three feet high also appeared at my brother’s
bedside. He had a very large head, and he too had a green face and was dressed all in green. He moved his sleeves
up and down, and postured like a dancer. My brother tried to call out, but found he could not open his mouth.
Shao was still talking to him from the next room but he was unable to say anything in reply. To add to his
bewilderment another man now appeared, sitting on the low stool beside his bed. He had a pock-marked face and
a long beard; on his head was a gauze cap, and he was wearing a very wide belt.
This man pointed at the giant and said to my brother:
“He’s not a ghost.” Then he pointed to the dwarf with the big head, and said:
“But that one is.” Then he waved his hand towards the giant and the dwarf, saying something that my brother
could not catch. They both nodded and began to salute my brother with their hands folded in their sleeves. At each
salute they retreated one step. The last salute brought them to the door, and they disappeared through it. The man
with the gauze cap then saluted in the same way, and also disappeared.
My brother leapt up and was just on the point of leaving the room when Shao, screaming wildly, came rushing
in, saying that he had been visited by apparitions.
“Was it two green men, one big and one little?” asked my brother.
“Nothing of the kind,” said Shao. "When I lay down I at once felt a draught that seemed to come from a small
closet close to my bed. It was so ice cold that my hair stood on end. I was too uncomfortable to sleep, and that
was why I went on so long talking to you, though after a time you did not answer. Presently I saw that in the
closet there were about twenty men, some large, some small, with faces round as bowls, moving restlessly about. I
made sure it was only my fancy, and took no notice. But suddenly their faces, big and little, appeared at the
doorway, in rows, one above the other, till the whole opening was blocked up with faces, the topmost place of all
being taken by a huge face as big as a grinding-pan. When all these faces began grinning at me it was more than I
could bear, and throwing aside my pillow I jumped up and came here. But of your green men I saw nothing at
all.”
My brother then told him of what he had seen, and they agreed to leave the place at once without even getting
fodder for their horses. At dawn they heard one groom whisper to another:
“That place we stayed at last night is said to be a ghost-inn. A lot of people who have stayed there have
afterwards gone mad, or even died. The officials of the district got tired of having to inquire into all these cases,
and more than ten years ago they ordered that the place was to be closed down. If these two gentlemen stayed the
night there without coming to any harm, it must either mean that the haunting has ceased, or that the gentlemen
are destined by fate to rise high in the world.”
*
A student called Li was going up to Peking for the examinations. At Soochow he hired a launch and had got as
far as Huai-an, when there suddenly appeared at the cabin-door a certain Mr. Wang, who had formerly been Li’s
neighbor. He asked if he might join him. Li consented, and they traveled together for the rest of the day.
At nightfall, when they anchored, Wang asked him with a smile:
“Are you easily frightened?”
The question surprised Li. He paused for a moment, and then said:
“I don’t think so.”
“I was afraid that I might scare you,” said Wang. “But as you have assured me that you are not easily scared, I
had better tell you the truth at once. I am a ghost, not a live man. It is six years since you and I last met. Last year
the crops failed, prices soared, and driven by hunger and cold I rifled a tomb, in order to get something valuable
to sell for food and firing. But I was arrested, found guilty, and executed. And now I am a ghost, hungry and cold
as before. I boarded your boat and asked you to take me with you to Peking, because I have a debt to collect
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there.”
“Who is it that owes you money?” asked Li.
“A certain Mr. Piao,” said Wang. “He is employed by the Board of Punishments, and he promised that when
my papers passed through his hands he would erase the death-sentence and substitute something milder, in
consideration for which I was to give him five hundred ounces of silver. I managed to collect the sum, but once it
was in his hands he ignored his side of the bargain, and the sentence was duly carried out. So now I am going to
haunt him.”
This Mr. Piao happened to be a relative of Li’s. He was very much upset that a member of his family should
have behaved in this way.
“The sentence pronounced upon you was of course perfectly in order,” he said. “But my kinsman had no right
to rob you in this way. How would it be if I were to take you with me to his house and point out to him how badly
he behaved? He would then probably give you your money back and you would no longer feel so bitterly against
him. But by the way, as you are dead, I don’t quite see what use the money would be to you.”
“It is true that I do not now have any use for it,” said Wang, “but my wife and children are still living quite
close to your home, and if we recover the money I shall ask you to give it to them for me.”
Mr. Li promised to do this.
Several days later, when they were approaching the capital, Wang asked leave to go on ahead, saying:
“I’m going off to your relative’s house to haunt him. If he has already realized that he is in my power, he is
more likely to listen to what you say when you put my case to him. If you were to go there straight away he would
certainly take no notice, for he is a man of extremely avaricious disposition.”
So saying, Wang disappeared.
Li went on into Peking, found himself a lodging, and a few days later went to his kinsman’s house. On arriving, he was told that Mr. Piao was suffering from a “possession.” Shamans, soothsayers, everything had been
tried, but all to no purpose. As soon as Li reached the door the “possession,” speaking through the sick man’s
mouth, shouted out:
“Now’s your chance, people! Your star of deliverance has arrived.”
The people of the house all rushed out to meet Li, asking him what the madman’s words meant. Li told them
the whole story, and Piao’s wife at first suggested burning a considerable quantity of paper money in payment of
the debt. At this the sick man roared with laughter.
“Pay back real money with make-believe money?” he said. “Nothing in this world can be disposed of quite so
conveniently as that! Count out five hundred ounces of silver at once, and hand them over to our friend here. I
shan’t let go of you till you do.”
The Piaos produced the money, and Mr. Piao at once recovered his senses.
Some days later the ghost turned up at Li’s lodging and urged him to set out for the south at once.
“But I have not sat for my examination yet,” said Li.
“You are not going to pass,” said the ghost, “so there is no point in sitting.”
Li, however, insisted on remaining at Peking. After he had sat for the examination the ghost again urged him to
start for home.
“Do let me just wait till the results are out,” said Li.
“You haven’t passed,” said the ghost, “so what is the point of waiting for the results?”
When the results were published, Li’s name was not on the list.
“Now perhaps you’ll consent to start,” said the ghost, laughing.
Ashamed of having kept him waiting for nothing, Li agreed to start immediately. On the boat he noticed that
Wang sniffed at things to eat and drink, but never swallowed them, and that if he sniffed at anything hot, it at once
became icy-cold.
When they got to Sutsien, the ghost said:
“They are giving a play in that village over there. Let’s go and look on.”
When they had watched several episodes, the ghost suddenly disappeared. But Li heard somewhere nearby a
sound of sand flying and pebbles rolling. He thought he had better go to the boat and wait till the ghost came
back. It was getting dark when the ghost at last reappeared, dressed up very grandly.
“Goodbye,” he said, “I’m staying here. I’ve got the job of God of War.”
“How have you managed that?” asked Li, very much surprised.
“All the so-called Goddesses of Mercy and Gods of War down here in this world are merely ghosts passing
themselves off as divinities. The play we saw was given in pursuance of a vow to the God of War. But the local
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‘God of War’ is in fact the ghost of a scamp who did far worse things than I ever did. I suddenly made up my
mind I would oust him from his job, so I went and had a scuffle with him and drove him away. I dare say you
heard the noise of sand flying and pebbles rolling.”
With these words the ghost bowed his thanks and vanished.
Li went on down the canal, and eventually handed over the five hundred ounces of silver to the ghost’s
family.”
1720

267.97 1. Sending Off My Younger Brother Yunting To Qinshong 2. Sent To Madame Yunqing 3. Inscribed On A
Painting 4. Double Seventh Eve 5. The Day After New Year’s: Five Poems\fn{by Xu Yingyu aka Ruobing (c.1720-1750)}
China (F) 1
1
Look, look—how far it is, Qin Pass!
I know you will miss our parents.
A thousand mountains ring the Purple Pass
As with a single horse you enter red dust.
Trees of Gansu keep their leaves in the cold,
Sand of the borders is warm without spring.
Bitter and hard are the chants of the hills,
No comfort to those left behind.
2
You would not stay your rippling steps to write a poem on my lapels—
The sail of the boat flapped desolately.
By the snow-fishing riverbank,
Beside the path at Hanging Rainbow Bridge:
All lovely scenes had entered your pure chanting.
*
How will I see again your wavy cloud tresses, your dark and curving brows?
Thinking of you sets my heart at ease.
When persimmon leaves brighten or plum trees flower,
I’ll seek you again in dreams.
3
Oh, to live in the halls and towers of the immortals’ hills!
If we can’t ride cloud-carts,
Then we’ll ascend a spirit raft
Or mount a dark roc to play with colored mists.
*
Moss on white stone: the grotto door undisturbed.
Waters and mist spring from the brinks,
Moon and wind, the glories of the season,
Beloved companions forming pairs
To sweep up the falling flowers
4
The Silver River hangs aslant, the water clock presses;
Needles are threaded on a single strand, fruits offered on the table—
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In one night they must recount a whole year apart
What time do they have to send us skill?
5
As I huddle near the clothes warmer,
Who among my old friends is thinking of me now?
Clear frost, the moon high in the sky,
Snow-fragrance on a lonely hill road.
*
Spring came to Wuchang but the East Wind delayed it.
The gauze window darkens.
In the courtyards, the lamps are dying out;
I wrap my hair against the driving rain.
1724

39.177 Excerpts from Sketches From The Cottage For The Contemplation Of Subtleties\fn{by Chi Yün (17241805)} China (M) 12
… By\fn{Preface to Listen If You Will.} nature, I like being alone, but I cannot stay idle. From my boyhood up to
today, scroll, brush, and inkstone have never been out of my hands for more than several tens of days. Before I
was thirty, I studied textual criticism. Like an otter sacrificing fish,\fn{ A note reads: An old simile for a scholar with his
books spread out in front of him .} I would encircle the place where I sat with reference books. After I was thirty, I vied
with all under heaven in literature. I would “isolate the word ‘yellow’ and pair it with ‘white’.”\fn{ A note reads: This
expression, which indicates the painstaking care employed in writing parallel prose, is from Liu Tsung-yüan’s essay on the testing of
feminine skills on the seventh day of the seventh month (the festival of the Weaver Girl and the Herd-boy) .}Invariably, I would stay

up the whole night racking my brains. After I was fifty, because I was commanded to edit the palace library, once
more I applied myself to textual criticism.
Now I am old. No more do I feel the enthusiasm of the years gone by. Just to while away the months and years,
from time to time I simply take paper and ink to record tales that I had heard in the past. Thus I completed the
three books, Whiling away the Summer at Luan-yang, etc., as well as the present collection.
I think back to ancient authors, such as Wang Ch’unglö and Ying Shao,\fn{ A note reads: Author of A General Interpretation of Social Customs (Feng-su t’ung-yi). Ying Shao flourished around 178 C.E .} who demonstrated their erudition and
profound knowledge by citing the classics and referring to antiquity. T’ao Yüan-ming,\fn{ A note reads: Tao Ch’ien,
poet and author of Sequel to Search for the Supernatural (Sou-shen hou chi).} Liu Ching-shu,\fn{A note reads: Compiler of Florilegium of Extraordinary Events (Yi-yilan). He died c. 468 C.E .}and Liu Yi-ch’ing\fn{A note reads: Compiler of A New Account of Tales
of the World.} wrote simply and sparely, yet naturally achieved a wondrous depth. Truly, I dare not recklessly imitate my illustrious predecessors, but my main purpose is a desire not to go against their precepts. If one harbors
his own likes and dislikes, he thereby subverts right and wrong as did Wei T’ai\fn{ A note reads: Author of Recorded
Notes from the Eastern Studio (Tung hsilan pi-Iu). He flourished around 1082 C.E.} and Ch’en Shan.\fn{A note reads: Author of New
Stories Told While Catching Cooties (Men shih hsin hua). He flourished c around 1147 C.E .} I am confident that I have not done
so.
It happens that my pupil, Sheng Shih-yen, wishes to have blocks engraved for printing this collection of tales.
So I have hastily written these few lines to serve as a foreword. Because most of the materials herein were learned
by hearsay, using Chuang Tzu’s expression, I have entitled this book Listen If You Will.
Inscribed on the twenty-fifth day of the seventh month of the year 1793 by the Man of the Way Who Kibitzes
at Go.
*
In\fn{Preface to A Sequal to the Record of Whiling Away the Summer at Luan-yang .} the sunset of life, my spirit daily
declines. No more do I have any ambition to write seriously.\fn{ A note reads: The original text only says “to write” (chushu), but it is clear from the context and from Chi Yün’s accustomed usage elsewhere that this expression refers specifically to proper
writing.} But once in a while I do make some miscellaneous notes just to pass the time away. The four books,

Record of Whiling Away the Summer at Luan-yang, etc., were so much toying with my brush to beguile the days.
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In recent years, even this has become wearisome. Occasionally, when I hear of some extraordinary happening, I
will jot it down on a piece of paper. Or if I suddenly recall something from the past, I will attempt to supplement
my previous works. Then again, none of it is very tidy, being rather more like clouds or smoke drifting before the
eyes, so that for a long time I have not completed a book.
In the fifth month of this year, I was a member of the imperial retinue that went to Luan-yang. In my spare
time when I was off duty, the days were long and I had much leisure, so I pieced together these materials to make
a book which I have entitled Sequel to the Record of Whiling Away the Summer at Luan-yang. Having finished a
fair copy of the book, I have inscribed these few words to explain how it came into being. As for what I hope to
bequeath to posterity through these writings, the prefaces to the four previous books discuss it in sufficient detail
that I need not. repeat myself here.
Written on the third day after the festival of the reunion of the Herd-boy and the Weaver Girl (seventh day of
the seventh month) in the year 1798 by the Man of the Way Who Kibitzes at Go in his seventy-fifth year at his
lodgings while on duty in the Ministry of Rites.
*
There\fn{A prefacing sentence reads: The following was told to me by Wu Hui-shu, a member of the Royal Academy .} was a
certain doctor whose nature it was to be earnest. One night, an old lady brought him a pair of gold bracelets with
which she wished to buy an abortifacient.\fn{ A drug that induces abortions.} The doctor was appalled by the request
and so steadfastly refused it. The next evening, she came again bringing an additional two pearl hairpins. The
doctor was all the more appalled and so forcibly sent her away.
More than half a year later, he suddenly dreamed that he was arrested by an officer from the nether world. The
officer stated that someone had accused him of killing a person. When they arrived in the nether world, a young
Woman with disheveled hair and a red strip of cloth bound about her neck tearfully made her plaint of being
denied medicine that she had sought.
“Medicine,” said the doctor, “is for the preservation of human life. How could I have dared to kill a person for
personal gain? You ruined yourself through adultery. How am I at fault?”
“When I begged you for the medicine,” said the woman, “the fetus had not yet developed. If I had been able to
abort it, I would not have died. It was a matter of breaking up an unconscious clot of blood to preserve a life that
was on the verge of extinction. Since I could not obtain the medicine, there was no way I could avoid childbirth.
In the end, the fate of the baby was to suffer horribly by being strangled. And I was so beset that all I could do
was hang myself. In wishing to preserve one life, you ended up destroying two lives! If the responsibility for this
crime does not fall upon you, then upon whom does it fall?”
“What you have stated is a consideration of the particular circumstances of this case,” the judge of the nether
world declared with a deep sigh. “What he, the doctor, insists upon is the principle of the matter. Since the Sung
dynasty, there has been a stubborn insistence upon a single principle without estimating the advantages and
disadvantages of actual situations. It’s not just this man alone! Case dismissed!”
The judge banged the table and the doctor awoke with a start.
*
There\fn{A prefacing sentence reads: The following was told to me by Wang Hsiao-yuan, a member of the Royal Academy .} was an
old monk whose tears began to fall freely as he was passing by a butchery. A bystander who was surprised by this
asked him why he did so.
“It’s a long story,” replied the monk. “I can remember events from two other lives. In my first life, I was a
butcher and I died when I was a little over thirty. My celestial soul was trussed up and pulled away by several
persons. The judge in the nether world rebuked me for the enormity of my murderous karma and had me sent
away in custody to the universal spiritual king\fn{ A note reads: Chuan-lun (Shanskrit cakravarti). I suspect that this is an error
for lun-chuan (Sanskrit sarilsara), “transmigration,” hence “to undergo transmigratory retribution for my evils.” } to receive retribution for my evil. My senses were blurred and confused, as though I were drunk or dreaming. And my brain was so
hot that I could not endure it. Suddenly, it seemed to be cool and I found myself in a pigpen.
“After I had been weaned, I noticed that humans were unclean and realized that the food they were giving me
was contaminated.\fn{A note reads: Hui is an adjective which refers to the impurity of the world in contrast to the Pure Land of
Mahayana Buddhism. It also refers to leftover food or food with has been touched by someone with an illness .} But my hunger pains
were excruciating and my inwards felt as though they were being torn in shreds. There was nothing I could do but
eat what they gave me.
“Later, I gradually learned pig language and often asked questions of my fellow creatures, many of whom
could remember events from former incarnations. But we were quite incapable of talking to human beings. For
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the most part, we were aware that we would be slaughtered. At such times, we would grunt and groan with worry.
Feeling sorry for ourselves, we would constantly have traces of tears on our eyelashes.
“The body of a pig is stiff and heavy so that, at the peak of summer, we suffered from the heat. Only by
wallowing in the muddy water could we obtain a measure of relief, but we seldom got the chance to do that. A
pig’s bristles are sparse and stubby so that, in the dead of winter, we suffered from the cold. Compared to ours, the
fur of dogs and sheep is as soft and thick as that of a mythical beast.
“When the time came for me to be seized, I knew that I couldn’t escape. Nevertheless, I hopped about and ran
away, hoping that I could delay for a while. After my pursuers caught up with me, they trampled upon my neck
and head; they tore at my shanks and pettitoes. They tied up my legs with a rope which cut deeply into my bones.
It was as painful as if I were being sliced with a knife.
“Sometimes we were transported by boat or cart and then, layer after layer, we’d press upon each other. My
ribs were nearly broken; my veins and arteries surged and choked; my belly nearly burst. Sometimes they carried
me by sticking a pole between my legs, which was even more painful than being shackled and fettered. When I
arrived at the butchery, I was thrown upon the ground, which shook my heart and spleen so that they almost
shattered. I might have died that very day or remained tied up for several days.
“What was even harder to endure was to see the cleaver and chopping board to the left, the pot full of water for
scalding to the right—without knowing what pain they would cause when they touched my body. Whereupon I
would be seized with paroxysms of uncontrollable fear. Then, again, I often looked at my own body and wondered into how many unknowable pieces I would one day be sundered and in whose cup I would serve for a soup.
I was so despondent that I nearly expired.
“When the time came for me to be slaughtered, my eyes went dim with fright as soon as the butcher tugged at
me and all of my legs went limp. It felt as though my heart were surging wildly to left and right and that my soul
flew right up out of my head and then fell back down. When I saw the gleaming light of the blade, I dared not
look at it directly but only closed my eyes and waited for the cutting and cleaving. The butcher began by stabbing
his knife-blade into my throat and then shook and twisted it, allowing my blood to drain into a basin. The pain
was such that words cannot describe it. I hoped for death but it would not come, so all I could do was utter a long
squeal. After the blood was emptied, the butcher pierced my heart which caused me to suffer so greatly that I
could no longer make any sound.
“Gradually, my senses blurred and I became confused as though drunk or in a dream. It was as though I were
in the early stages of transmigration. A considerable time passed before I awoke sufficiently to see that I had taken
on human form. The judge in the nether world allowed me to be a man again since I still had some good karma
from previous lives.
“That is why in the present life, when I just now saw this pig, I lamented its suffering. So I thought of the past
when I had undergone such suffering. I also felt sorry for this man who is wielding the knife and who in the future
will undergo such suffering. I was so enwrapped by these thoughts of the past, present, and future that, before I
knew what was happening, my tears began to fall.”
Upon hearing this, the butcher threw his knife on the ground at once and changed his occupation to that of
vegetable seller.
*
A\fn{A prefacing sentence reads: The following was told to me by Sung Meng-ch’tian .} Mister Sun A-shan once fell ill
aboard a boat at Kao-yu.\fn{ A note reads: In Kiangsu Province.} Suddenly, it seemed as if he had strolled over to the
river bank and that his feelings had become exceedingly invigorated. Soon there was a man who led him as he
walked along. Trancelike, he was not fully aware of what was happening to him nor did he ask any questions. He
followed along until they came to a house, the gateway to which was neat and tidy. Gradually, they made their
way into an inner chamber where he saw a young woman who was at that moment sitting on a mat of rushes used
in childbirth. He wanted to retreat but a hand was pressing him from behind so that he fell into a dazed
unconsciousness.
After a long while, he gradually revived but his body had shrunk to a small size. Nestled amidst the soft
swaddling-clothes, he realized that he had been reborn and there was nothing he could do about it. He wished to
speak but he felt a cold air enter through his fontanel\fn{ An opening for the discharge of secretions; mouth is meant .} which
abruptly silenced him so that he could not utter a word. He looked around at the tables, couches, and furnishings
and saw clearly all the hanging couplets, calligraphy, and paintings.
On the third day, a maid picked up the baby to give him a bath, but her hand slipped and he fell to the floor.
Again he fell into a dazed unconsciousness. When he revived, he was still lying in the middle of the boat. A
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member of his household told him:
“You’d stopped breathing for three days but, since your limbs were flexible and the area around your heart was
still warm, we didn’t dare to prepare you for the coffin.”
Mr. Sun hurriedly took a piece of paper and made a written statement on it of all that he had seen and heard.
He dispatched a messenger who was to carry this, by way of a certain road, to such-and-such a house and who
was to tell them not to be unduly harsh in punishing the maid. Thereupon, he leisurely related to his family all of
the particulars.
He recovered from his illness that very day and went directly to the same house. When he saw the maids and
serving-women, they were all like old acquaintances. The head of the house was old and childless. Face to face
with Mr. Sun, all he could do was sigh with regret and exclaim how strange it was.
Recently, the same sort of thing happened to the Executive Agent, Meng Chien-hsi. He too recalled the road to
the gate of a certain house and, sure enough, when he visited it, he found that a baby boy had been born there that
day but that the baby had died immediately. When I was on duty in the palace not long ago, T’u Shih-ch’üan of
the Royal Academy told me all the circumstances in great detail. For the most part, it was similar to what Mr. Sun
O-shan had said, except that Sun recalled going but not returning whereas Meng Chien-hsi was quite clear about
both going and returning. But there was the slight difference that Meng met his deceased wife on the way and
that, when he reached the house and went inside, he saw his wife and the woman who was to be his new mother
seated together.
Comment: The doctrine of transmigration of souls is disputed by the Confucians. But the fact is that it happens
all of the time. The principle of cause and effect is, of course, not to be falsified. It is just that these two gentlemen
momentarily entered the process of transmigration and then rapidly returned to their original bodies. For no
apparent reason, this illusory realm had been made manifest. Thus it cannot be explained on the basis of principle
alone.
“The sages set aside without discussion what lies beyond the world.”\fn{ A note reads: From the second chapter of the
Chuang Tzu.} It is advisable to reserve judgment on that whereof one is uncertain.
*
There\fn{A prefacing sentence reads: The folowing was told to me by the Redactor, Wang Shih-t’ing .} was a student surnamed
Ts’ui who was garrisoned in Kwangtung as punishment\fn{ A note reads: Since Kwangtung (Canton) province was in the far
south of the empire, away from the center of Chinese civilization, it was considered a form of punishment to be sent there .} for a crime
which he had committed. Fearful that something unexpected might happen if he took along his children,\fn{ A note
reads: This is clearly an error on the part of Chi Yün, since it is apparent below that Tsui had no children. Here the author probably meant
to say “family” instead of “children.” The next sentence would then be interpreted to mean that, leaving his wife and concubine behind,
he traveled alone.} he left them with his wife and concubine so that he could travel alone. After he reached the

garrison, he became exceedingly disconsolate and depressed, completely un- able to distract himself. While
thinking of his young wives, he climbed a tower to look toward his hometown, but this only increased his sorrow
all the more.
By chance, he happened to meet an old man who said that his surname was Tung and that his style was
“Oblivious.” As they talked, the two of them got along quite well. Taking pity on the student’s vagabondage, Tung
invited him to be his son’s tutor. And so they came to be on very good terms with each other.
One evening, host and guest were having a soiree on a high tower beneath the full moonlight. Suddenly, Ts’ui
was stirred to feelings of estrangement. Holding his wine-cup and leaning against the railing, he forgot all about
exchanging toasts with his companion.
“Might it be that you are thinking of ‘billowy chignon and jade-white arms’?”\fn{ A note reads: The T’ang poet Tu
Fu, in similar circumstances, wrote of his wife in Moonlit Night: “Her billowy chignon must be dampened by the fragrant mist,|And her
jade-white arms chilled by the cold glimmer.” Tu Fu lived from 712-780AD.} the old man asked with a smile. “Because of our

close friendship, I had long ago made arrangements. But, since I haven’t yet been able to learn whether they will
arrive or not, I didn’t inform you beforehand. After ten months, there ought to be some news.”
When another half-year had passed, the old man suddenly instructed his servant-boys and maids to make ready
an extra room. He seemed to be in a great hurry. Before long, three small sedan-chairs arrived. Ts’ui’s wife and
concubine together with one of their maids raised the curtains and got out. Surprised and happy, Ts’ui asked his
wives how such an uncanny thing could have happened.
“We received your letter calling us to come,” they replied. “You directed us to travel in the company of the
family of a certain official. But we were in such a hurry that we could not wait that long. So we came like this in
all haste. The family affairs have been entrusted to one of our brothers to manage in our absence. It has been
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agreed that, each year, he will exchange the yearly rent rice from our tenants for cash and send it to us.”
“Where has the maid come from?” Ts’ui asked.
“She’s the concubine of a certain official,” they said. “His first wife wouldn’t accept her. We bought her
cheaply while we were on the boat that brought us part of the way here.”
The student was so grateful to the old man that he bowed before him and even began to weep. Thus was the
whole family brought back together again and Ts’ui no longer had dreams of his old estate.
After several months had passed, the old man spoke to the student:
“Your wives met this maid on the way by chance, yet she has followed them through thick and thin. This
surely must have been predestined. It would seem that she, too, ought to wait upon you in the bed-chamber and
not be left out in the cold alone.”
After another few years, there was an amnesty and they were allowed to return home. The student was so
delighted that he was unable to sleep. But his wives and the maid were all sad, appearing as though they were
about to say goodbye to someone they loved. Ts’ui comforted them and asked:
“Are you reluctant to leave the master who has been so kind to us? If death does not intervene, there will come
a day when I shall repay him.”
None of them answered, hurrying only to pack the student's baggage.
When he was about to leave, the old gentleman poured wine and prepared a farewell dinner. At the same time,
he called out the three women and said to them:
“Today this matter must be clearly explained.”
Turning to the student, he folded his hands in a bow and said:
“I am an earth fairy. In a previous life, I was a colleague of yours. After I died, you made numerous plans and
appeals to assist my wife and children in returning to their hometown. I have never forgotten that vivid
recollection. This time it was you who was separated from your mates; naturally it was right for me to take care of
things for you. But the way was long and there were many mountains and rivers to cross. How could the two
delicate ladies have made it? So I summoned two flower sprites, sending them first to your home for half a year.
There they observed the appearance and speech of your noble wives until they were able to imitate them perfectly.
Furthermore, the flower sprites investigated the past affairs of your household in order to have proofs which
would forestall your doubts. They were originally three sisters so I added a maid. They are all illusions; do not
think about them any longer. When you get home and face the wives you so fondly recall, it will be no different
from being here.”
The student requested permission to return with the three women.
“Each ghost and spirit has its earthly limitations,” the old man said. “They can appear for a brief spell but
cannot spend too long a time.”
The three women grasped Ts’ui's hand as they bid him farewell, tears falling so profusely that it dampened
their clothes. In the twinkling of an eye, they were no more to be seen. When Ts’ui boarded his boat, he saw them
in the distance, standing on the bank. He beckoned them, but they did not come.
After he had returned home, his wives said that the family had fallen on hard times and that they had relied on
the money which he sent them every year to survive to that day. This too, was no doubt the work of the old man.
If all the people of the world who are separated from their loved ones were to meet this old man, there would
be no more “yearning of Herd-boy and Weaver Girl across the Milky Way.”\fn{ A note reads: This refers to the stars
Altair and Vega, around which a charming fairy tale developed. It tells how, though separated by the Milky Way, a bridge of stars enables
the two lovers to cross it once each year on the seventh day of the seventh moon .}

“True enough,” declared Wang Shih-ting. “However, if Kwangtung has its earth fairy, surely there must be
earth fairies in other places too. If the old fairy Tung has such magic, surely other fairies must have it too. The
reason why no one else has met Tung again must be because, in past lives, he had not received any kindnesses
from them. Therefore he is unwilling to exert himself on their behalf by working wonders.”
*
In the village of Li, there was a farmer’s wife who would invariably see a woman following beside her every
morning and evening when she took food to her husband in the fields. She asked her companions about it but they
saw nothing. This terrified her greatly. Later, the woman gradually followed her all the way home, remaining in
the courtyard or at a corner of the wall without entering the living quarters. When the wife pressed forward to get
a look at her, she would retreat at once. And, when the wife turned away, she would come forward again at once.
The wife knew that she must be an enemy with a grievance. So she asked her across the distance what it was.
“In a former life,” answered the woman, “you and I were both concubines of a man of high position. You were
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jealous of the favor in which I was held and so you falsely accused me of adultery, which caused me to die in
solitary confinement. Now I have come to take my revenge. Unexpectedly, you have waited upon your mother-inlaw so attentively in this life that a beneficent spirit always protects you and prevents me from getting near. That
is why, day after day, I follow you. When one considers what the situation is, my chances of paying you back are
one in a million. If you sponsor a mass to save my soul,\fn{ A note reads: Literally, “if you make a Taoist or Buddhist
ceremonial site” (compare with Sanskrit bodhimapdala). This would, of course, involve the expenditure of considerable funds .} it will
enable me to be reborn and the grudge will be absolved.”\fn{ A note reads: A disembodied soul that bears a grudge is unable
to be reborn until that grudge is either worked out or sufficient merit to offset the wrong done is transferred to it by a concerned person .}
The wife declined on the grounds of poverty.
“You speak not in vain when you say you are poor,” the woman replied. “But if you could yourself recite the
name of the Buddha ten thousand times, that too would save me.”
“How can that save a ghost?” asked the farmer's wife.
“When the average person recites the name of the Buddha,” said the woman, “the Buddha does not hear it.
Even when he repeats it over and over expressly as though he were facing the Buddha, it serves only to collect the
mind. But whenever a loyal official or a devoted son, whose sincerity is such that it moves the spirits, recites the
name of the Buddha, the sound is heard throughout the Three Realms.\fn{ A note reads: Sanskrit trailokya, the Buddhist
metaphysical conception of the worlds of desire, form, and spirit .} Therefore, its power is equivalent to reading aloud the
sutras and making of confessions. You are a devoted daughter-in-law; I feel certain that it would be efficacious.”
Resolved to undertake the recitation of the Buddha’s name, the wife did as she was told. Each time that she
recited his name, she would see the woman make a bow. Upon reaching the full measure of ten thousand, the
woman was no more to be seen.
When the wife was old, she recounted this incident and was convinced that serving one’s parents and parentsin-law with a firm determination is even more important than faithfully worshipping the Buddha.
*
In the year 1784, there were many disastrous fires in the city of Tsinan.\fn{ A note reads: The capital of Shantung
Province.} At the end of the fourth month of that year, a fire broke out again inside the south gate on. West Cross
Street. Spreading from east to west, the fire burned fiercely in the narrow alleys and raged violently through the
cramped lanes.
There was a certain Mr. Chang who had a three-pillar hut on the north side of the road. He would have had
time to get his family out before the flames reached it but, because his mother’s coffin was inside, he tried first to
think of a way to move it to safety. Soon, the situation was such that he, his wife, and their four children could not
get out. They embraced the coffin and wept sorrowfully, swearing that they would perish with it.
At that very moment, a lieutenant-colonel of the governor’s army was directing his troops in rescue operations.
When he heard the faint sound of crying, he ordered his troops to climb up on the roofs in the alley behind. They
followed the sound to its source and let down a strap with which to haul them out. But Chang and his wife called
out together:
“Our mother’s coffin is here. How can we abandon it?”
The children called out likewise:
“Our parents are willing to die for their parent. Shouldn’t we be willing to die for our parents too?”
Nor would they consent to go up.
Suddenly, the fire was upon them. The troops leaped over the roofs to flee from it and barely escaped with
their lives. Imagining that the entire family had been reduced to ashes, all. they could do was sigh in sympathy as
they watched from a distance.
When the fire was extinguished and the inspectors came to their hut, amidst all the other houses, it alone
remained unscathed. Most likely, a whirlwind had suddenly arisen and caused the fire to veer off to the north. It
went around behind their hut and burned down a pawnshop belonging to their neighbor before it finally turned
toward the west again. Were it not for some ghost or spirit protecting them, how could this have happened?
This matter was recorded and sent to me in the seventh month of 1793 by Mr. Chang Ch’ing-ytian who is the
principal of an academy in Te-chou.\fn{ A note reads: Also in Shantung Province.} It is similar to the matter about the
widow which I included in the Records of Whiling Away the Summer at Luan-yang. But that a husband, his wife,
and their children would all be of the same mind and will is even more so the rarest of the rare. For, “when two
people are of the same mind, they have the strength to overcome the hardest obstacles.”\fn{ A note reads: From section
eight of the first chapter of The Great Appendix in the Classic of Changes.} How much more so with six people!
“No sooner does the ordinary woman call out than thunder strikes down.”\fn{ A note reads: This sentence differs
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significantly from the sentence in the Huai-nan Tzu, whence it was borrowed, in having “calls out” instead of “invokes Heaven.” }

How
much more so when there are six people, all of them truly devoted!
“When the highest sincerity is attained, heaven, earth, and man are moved with sympathy.”\fn{ A note reads: This
is one variation of a frequently pronounced idea that, in part, goes back as early as the Chuang Tzu.} Although one’s life is fated,
he cannot but try to reverse the tide of misfortune.
“Human determination can transcend destiny.”\fm{ A note reads: From the Treatise on Reclusion (Kuei-ch'ien chih).} This,
too, is one way of putting it. Although the matter here related is “unusual news,” one may aver that it bespeaks a
common principle.
I am not acquainted with Chang Ch’ing-yüan and yet he has taken the pains to send me this account through
the mails. Inasmuch as he made certain that it was transmitted, one can get an idea of Chang’s purpose.
Consequently, I have edited what he wrote and recorded it here.
*
A man from Wu-yi\fn{A note reads: In Hopei.} had gone flower-viewing with some of his friends and relatives at a
Buddhist temple. Though the ground in front of the hall for storing the Tripitaka\fn{A note reads: The Buddhist canon.}
was quite spacious and open, strange things often happened inside the hall. When night came, no one dared to sit
next to the hall. But the man from Wu-yi, who was a self-appointed neo-Confucian, calmly expressed his
disbelief. In a state of drunken exhilaration, he was holding forth on the notion in Chang Tsai’s “Western
Inscription”\fn{A note reads: Perhaps the most succinct and authoritative statement of basic neo-Confucian principles. Chang’s dates
are 1020-1077.} that all creation partakes of the same substance. While everyone present listened intently, night
imperceptibly fell.
Suddenly, a stern voice railed at him from inside the hall:
“At this very moment, many people are dying because of famine and pestilence. You are a local official. Since
you have not considered advocating timely measures on behalf of the public such as distributing food and
dispensing medicine, you should have availed yourself of this fine night to have a pleasant sleep behind the doors
of your own house. At least that would not be out of character for the self-centered person that you are. Instead,
here you prattle and twaddle away, lecturing on ‘brotherhood with the people and identification with all
creation.’\fn{A note reads: From the Western Inscription.} I wonder, even if you lecture straight on to daybreak, whether
that can make any food for the people to eat or medicine for them to take? I’ll just toss a brick at you and then
we’ll see if you lecture again on ‘heresy not overcoming the truth’!”
Suddenly, a brick from the city wall came flying down with a crash like thunder, breaking the cups, plates, and
the long, low table.
Startled, the man from Wu-yi went running out as he said:
“May it not be that this apparition is an apparition simply because it does not believe in the theories of Ch’eng
and Chu?”\fn{A note reads: The founders of Neo-Confucianism. The “Chu” is apparently Chou Tun-yi (1017-1073); the “Ch’eng” is
perhaps Chang Tsai (1020-1076).}
Slackening his pace, he sighed heavily and left.
*
One summer night, Ma Ta-huan (“Great Return”) of Tung-kuang\fn{ A note reads: The usual understanding of this
expression is that it is a reference to Taoist alchemical refining of cinnabar. Given the remarks which Mr. Ma makes about Taoism, it is
ironic that he chose such a name for himself. Tung-kuang is a district in Hopei .} had fallen asleep naked in the hall for storing

the Tripitaka of the Tzu-sheng (“Surpassing Aid”) Temple when he felt someone tugging at his arm and saying:
“Get up! Get up! Don’t sully the Buddhist scriptures!”
When he awoke, he saw an old man at his side and asked:
“Who are you?”
“I am the guardian spirit of the Tripitaka.”
By nature, Ta-huan was both uninhibited and fearless. At the time, the light of the moon made it bright as day.
So Ta-huan called the spirit to sit down and have a chat with him.
“Why, sir, are you protecting this canon?”
“Because I was so ordered by Heaven.”
“The Confucian books are so numerous that they reach to the rafters and would spill out of an ox-cart, but I’ve
never heard there’s a spirit to protect them. May it be that Heaven is partial to the Buddhist scriptures?”
“Buddhism establishes its doctrine through the way of gods\fn{ A note reads: This is a rather unusual application of a
clause that occurs in commentaries to Hexagram 20 of the Classic of Changes.} in whom living beings either believe or not.
Therefore it is protected by the gods. Confucianism establishes its doctrine through the way of men and all men
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ought to respect and protect it. This is also the reason why all men know they are to respect and protect it. There is
no need to bother with spiritual powers. It is not because Heaven is partial to the Buddhist scriptures.”
“Then does Heaven view the three doctrines as one?”
“Confucianism has as its substance the cultivation of self and, for its function, the government of men. Taoism
function, compassion. Their fundamental purposes are each distinct and cannot be considered as one. But there is
no difference with reference to their teaching men to do good, nor is there any difference in the assistance they
afford to all creation. Since their ultimate aims are more or less the same, Heaven surely cannot but preserve them
side by side. Yet the Confucian takes the people as the fulfillment of his Heaven-ordained being and exercises this
basic principle in his own person. Buddhism and Taoism are both teachings that concentrate on the self and
devote whatever energy remains to other beings. Therefore elucidation of the way of man is taken to be primary
and elucidation of the way of spirits is taken to be supportive of that.
“Nor may all under heaven be ruled exclusively by Buddhism and Taoism. This is how they are not the same
and yet the same, how they are the same and yet not the same. We may say that Confucianism is like the five
staple grains; if one does not eat them for a single day, he will starve. If he goes several days without eating them,
he will certainly die. Buddhism and Taoism are like medicines; one takes them at a crisis of life and death or when
he is feeling overly strong emotions. They may be used to free one of grievance and grief or to dissipate
melancholia. For these purposes, they are far more effective than Confucianism. Their concepts of calamity and
good fortune, of cause and effect, may be used to incite the ignorant masses to goodness. For this purpose, too,
they penetrate more readily than Confucianism. But once the illness has been treated, they should be discontinued.
They are not to be used exclusively nor administered frequently for that would result in the misfortune of
partiality.
“Some Confucians may idly talk of ‘mind’ and ‘nature,’\fn{ A note reads: There are numerous possible interpretations of
hsin-hsing, Buddhist and otherwise. That given in the translation might actually be construed as Mencian. The usual Buddhist
understanding of the expression is “the immutable mind-nature” (citta-dharmatii). While it is difficult to identify precisely what Chi Ytin
intended here, it would seem that he is criticizing those Confucians who have adulterated the doctrme of the sages with concepts that are
fundamentally Buddhist.} thus confusing Confucius with Gautama\fn{ The Buddha.} and Lao Tzu. Others may attack the

latter two worthies, as though they were defending against their mortal enemies. But these are both limited
viewpoints.”
“The Taoist priests in their yellow caps and the Buddhist monks in their black robes indulge in supernatural
foolishness. If we do not strenuously attack them, would this not beget trouble for manners and morals?”
“What I was talking about were the basic premises of these doctrines. If we focus on their decadent aspects,
it’s not Buddhism and Taoism alone that beget trouble for manners and morals. The trouble begot by
Confucianism is by no means inconsequential. For example, sir, your getting drunk and falling asleep naked here,
I suspect, is not necessarily in conformity with the rites and regulations of the Duke of Chou and Confucius.”
After apologizing, Ta-huan freely carried on his conversation with the spirit until dawn, whereupon he
departed. He never did find out which spirit it was. Some say it was a fox.
*
The following was told to me by a criminal named Kang Ch’ao-jung who had been banished to Urumchi.\fn{ A
note reads: Chi Yun himself had been banished to this remote city for one year (1770-1771). Many of his sketches are set in and around
Urumchi or were told to him by people from that city. Urumchi is located in Sinkiang, the westernmost region of modem China. The
original inhabitants of this area were Indo-European peoples such as the Tocharians, Yueh-chih (Ju-chih), and Sakas (Scyths). These were
Caucasoid and Europoid peoples, many of whom had long noses, blond or reddish hair, and deep-set blue or greenish eyes. In further
contrast to the people of the Middle Kingdom, they were also tall, dolichocephalic, and hirsute. Their existence has been proven by wallpaintings from this area dating to over a thousand years ago and by numerous extremely well-preserved, fully clothed corpses dating to
approximately 4,000-2,300 years ago. In spite of the understandable amazement of the two merchants in this story, it would appear that
Chi Yun is basically reporting reliable facts that are of great importance for history, linguistics, and anthropology. The data presented in
this story have been repeatedly corroborated by other travelers in the Kunlun and Pamir ranges who have encountered such fantastic
creatures. They could be the descendants of the original Indo-European inhabitants of the Tarim basin and surrounding areas who have
retreated into the mountains to evade more recently arrived groups such as the Altaic Uighurs, Kirghiz, and Kazakhs and the Sinitic Han
peoples.}
There were two men on a business trip to Tibet.\fn{ A note reads: Trade between Tibet and what is now Sinkiang has flourished for thousands of years, the enormous difficulties of the terrain notwithstanding .} Each of them was mounted on a mule. As

they were passing through the mountains, they lost their way and could not tell east from west. Suddenly, more
than ten people jumped down from an overhanging cliff. The merchants suspected that they were bandits.\fn{ A
note reads: The text has chia-pa, said to be the Mandarin transcription of a Tibetan word (perhaps kampa).}As they came closer, the
merchants saw that they were all seven to eight feet tall.\fn{ A note reads: About six feet according to the U.S. system of
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measurement.}

Their bodies were covered with fine hair of a yellowish green color and their faces seemed human
but not yet fully so. Their speech was so croaky that it was impossible to understand.
Believing the approaching figures to be demons, the merchants thought that they would surely die, so they fell
to the ground trembling. But the ten-odd people looked at each other and laughed, giving no indication that. they
would seize the merchants and devour them. Instead, they clasped the merchants under their arms and went off
driving the mules before them.
When they reached a hollow in the mountains, they put the two merchants on the ground. Then they pushed
one of the mules into a pit and, butchered the other with a sharp knife. They built a fire and, having roasted the
mule meat over it, sat down in a circle and began to gorge themselves. They picked up the two merchants and
gave them places as well, putting meat before each of them.
Perceiving that the men had no evil intentions and beset by hunger and exhaustion, the merchants decided they
might as well just go ahead and eat it. After they had eaten their fill, the ten-odd men patted their stomachs, raised
their heads, and wheezed, making a sound like the whinny of a horse.
Two of the men then each clasped one of the merchants under their arms as before and sped off over three or
four ridges as swiftly as a gibbon or a bird. After sending the merchants to the side of a main road, they gave each
of them a stone and disappeared in a flash. The stones were as large as melons and were both turquoise. The
merchants carried the stones back and sold them for a price worth double their losses.
This incident occurred sometime between 1765 and 1766. Ch’ao-jung had met one of the merchants who had
told him about it in great detail. One does not know whether these creatures were mountain specters or tree spirits.
Judging from their actions, however, they were not demons. Perhaps they are simply a kind of feral human being
that has always lived in isolated mountain valleys and has been cut off from communication with the rest of the
world.
*
There was a neo-Confucian scholar who claimed that there were no ghosts. A group of people [including me]
challenged him, saying:
“It just so happens that today it’s exceedingly hot. Do you think you can go to the old cemetery and spend a
night there alone enjoying the cool air?”
In the end, the old gentleman went resolutely and, sure enough, there was nothing to be seen. When he came
back, he was even more self-assured and said:
"Would Master Chu Hsi have cheated me?”\fn{ A note reads: Chu Hsi (1130-1200), canonized as Wen-kung (“Duke of
Letters”), is the most famous of the Sung period neo-Confucian philosophers. The old gentleman is under the (mistaken, according to Chi
Yün) impression that Master Chu disbelieved in ghosts.}

“Supposing one journeys a thousand tricents with a rich supply of provisions,” I replied, “and he encounters no
robbers on the road. It cannot therefore be declared that the road has no robbers. Or supposing that one goes off
hunting for a whole day and meets no animals in the wild. It cannot therefore be declared that the wild has no
animals. To conclude that there are no ghosts anywhere under heaven because a single place is without them, or to
conclude that throughout all eternity there have been no ghosts because a single night was without them—this is
to instance a particular to refute the general.
“As for the theory that there are no ghosts, it began with Juan Chan\fn{ A note reads: Juan Chan (fl. 307-312) was the
son of Juan Hsien (234-263) and the grandnephew of Juan Chi (210-263), both of whom were among the Seven Sages of the Bamboo
Grove. In fascicle 49 of the History of the Chin Dynasty (Chin shu), there is an interesting anecdote which probably accounts for Chi Yun’s
remark here: “He held the belief that there are no such things as bogies, and was one day arguing the point rather warmly with a stranger,
when the latter jumped up in a rage and cried out, ‘I am a bogy myself!’ The stranger then assumed a hideous shape, and finally vanished.
Yuan [i.e., Juan] Chan was greatly upset by this, and died within the year.” } and not with Master Chu. Master Chu held that the
usual principle is for the celestial element of the soul\fn{ A note reads: Chinese metaphysics posits a dual animus which
consists of a celestial (yang) and a terrestrial (yin) component, the former called hun and the latter p’o. We may think of these two types of
soul as animus and anima. It is popularly held that a person has three hun and two p’o.} to ascend and for the terrestrial element

to descend, while all wonders and prodigies are indicative of an unusual principle. He did not say that there were
none. Therefore, he is reported by Chin Ch’ü-wei\fn{ A note reads: The individuals whose names occur in the formula "Chu Hsi
is reported by X to have said" are friends or students of the Master .}to have said: ‘In the first place, the Ch’eng brothers\fn{ A
note reads: Ch’eng Hao (1032-1085) and Ch’eng Yi (1033-1107), famous neo-Confucian philosophers who preceded Chu His .} did not
say that there were no ghosts nor spirits, but that there were no ghosts nor spirits such as are spoken of by the
world today.’
“Chu Hsi is reported by Yang Tao-fu to have said: ‘Wind, rain, dew, and thunder; the sun, the moon, day, and
night—these are traces of ghosts and spirits. These are upright ghosts and spirits which operate openly in broad
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daylight. As for those which are said to shout amidst the rafters or bump into one’s chest, they are the so-called
“depraved spectres.” Sometimes they are present and sometimes not, sometimes they come and sometimes go,
sometimes they gather and sometimes disperse.\fn{ A note reads: “Gather” and “disperse” refer to the agglomeration and
diffusion of energy which constitutes a given spectra .} Then there is what is known as :prayers that are answered, supplications that are granted.” This, too, reflects the same principle as that of the so-called “ghosts and spirits.”’
“Chu Hsi is reported by Pao Yang to have said: ‘The principle of ghosts and spirits and of life and death is
certainly not as the Buddhists claim\fn{ A note reads: Transmigration of souls.} nor as the common people see it.\fn{ A
note reads: The dead continuing to live on as spirits.} However, there are also clear incidents about which we cannot reason
on the basis of principle. In such cases, do not try to comprehend.’\fn{ A note reads: More literally, “comprehend [through]
principle.”}
“Again, Chu Hsi said of Nan-hsüan:\fn{ A note reads: Chang Shih (1133-1180), son of Chang Chün.} ‘It was only a
matter of stubborn disbelief. There are such things as the monsters and goblins cast on Yü’s tripods.\fn{ A note reads:
The bronze tripods of state of the legendary emperor Yü .} Deep mountains and great swamps are where they dwell. When
men go and occupy these places, how could there not be hauntings? The Taoist Liu from Yü-chang\fn{ In Kiangsi
Province.} dwelled on a mountain top in a hut which he had built. One day a bunch of lizards came and drank up all
the water in his hut. After a while, hailstones were piled up everywhere outside of the hut. The next day it actually
hailed at the foot of the mountain. My wife’s uncle “Eldest Liu,”\fn{ A note reads: Chu His’s wife was, indeed, surnamed
Liu.} who was quite simple and honest and who was incapable of wild talk, said that he was passing a ridge when
he heard a sound in the woods beside a brook. It turned out to be a multitude of lizards, each holding an object
that looked like a crystal. Before he had gone several miles, it started to hail. Here again, one doesn’t know what
sort of principle is involved.
“Of old, there was a town that had a large Buddha modeled out of clay which was revered and believed in by
the entire area. Later, its head was broken off by an ill-mannered youth of the clan. When the people assembled
and wept over this, a miraculous substance came forth from the wood and clay of the Buddha’s neck. How could
wood and clay have contained such a material? It simply was brought about by the minds of men.
“It is reported by Wu Pi-ta\fn{ A note reads: Flourished 1188-1196.} that, while discussing the sighting of a ghost in
Hsüeh Shih-lung’s\fn{A note reads: 1134-1173, a student of Ch’eng Yi .} house, Chu Hsi said: ‘Those in the world who
believe in ghosts and spirits all say that they actually exist between heaven and earth. Those who do not believe in
them firmly maintain that there are none. On the other hand, there are people who really have seen them. Cheng
Ching-wang\fn{A note reads: Born 1128.} therefore took the sighting at Hsüeh’s to be a reality. He didn’t realize that
this was just something on the order of a rainbow.’
“Question: Is a rainbow simply energy\fn{A note reads: Ch’i. Also rendered in English as “subtle matter,” “matter-energy,”
“material force,” and so forth. May be compared to Sanskrit prapa and Greek pneuma.} or has it also form and substance? Chu
Hsi said: ‘Since it can sup water, it must necessarily have a stomach and intestines. Once it disperses, it is no
more. Spirits like those in the class of Thunder and Storm are also of this type.’
“Question by Lin Tz’u: ‘Those in the world who have seen ghosts and spirits are quite numerous. But I cannot
determine whether there are any or not. What is your opinion?’ Chu Hsi's answer: ‘Since the people in the world
who have seen them are extremely numerous, how can one claim that there are none? It is only a matter of
abnormal principle. As with Po-yu\fn{A note reads: Liang Hsiao of the state of Cheng during the Spring and Autumn period.}
becoming an ogre, Ch’eng Yi claimed that it was owing to a different principle. It must have been that the time
had not yet come for his human energy to be exhausted when he died a violent death. The celestial and terrestrial
souls having nowhere to revert to, naturally the result would be like this.
“‘There was once a man who was walking along the Huai River at night. He saw numberless shapes which
seemed like men but were not quite men appearing and disappearing in the rain.\fn{ A note reads: Emending liang
(“two”) to yü (“rain”)—the two graphs are very close in appearance. Without the emendation, we may, with effort, read “between the two
channels.”} The man knew full well that they were ghosts so he had no choice but to rush at them and pass by.

Later, he asked around and found out that this place was an ancient battleground. All those ghosts had died
unnatural deaths. It made sense that, bearing grudges and harboring resentment, they hadn’t dispersed.’
“They sat for a while and then someone said: ‘In a certain village, there was a Li the Third who became an
ogre when he died. In this isolated village, whenever there was a sacrifice or Buddhist ceremony, they would
invariably set aside a portion for this man. Afterward, because someone exploded firecrackers and burned down
the tree where it was lodged, the ogre was thereupon exterminated.’ Chu Hsi said that this happened because the
man had died an unjust death and so his energy had not dispersed, but that it had been startled into dispersing by
the firecrackers.
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“Chu Hsi is reported by Shen Hsien to have said: ‘When people do not submit to their deaths, though they
have already died, their energy does not disperse but becomes phantoms and prodigies. As for those who die
horrible deaths as well as Buddhist monks and Taoist priests, though they have already died, in most cases their
energy does not disperse.\fn{A note reads: Buddhist monks and Taoist priest strive to nourish their spirits which, as a result, cohere
and do not disperse.}
“Chu Hsi is reported by Wan Jen-chieh to have said: ‘When someone dies and his energy disperses, there is
utterly no trace of him. This is the usual principle of things. So, in the case of reincarnation, it aberrantly happens
that the energy collects together, does not disperse, and thus goes to encounter some enlivening energy; then it is
reborn.’
“Chu Hsi is reported by Yeh Ho-sun to have said: ‘There was a court case in T’an-chou\fn{ In Honan Province.} in
which a wife had murdered her husband and secretly buried him. Later he began to haunt the place but, when the
affair was uncovered, he immediately ceased haunting it. From this we know that in criminal proceedings, should
the guilty not be convicted in such cases, then the grievance of the one who has died will necessarily remain
unrelieved.’
“Chu Hsi is reported by Li Chuang-tsu to have had the following conversation. Someone asked: ‘There are
spirits in the world who receive sacrificial food in temples continuously for several hundred years. Now, what
principle is this?’ Chu Hsi replied: ‘Over a long period of time, they too will gradually dissipate. Once, when I
was serving as prefect of Nan-k'ang,\fn{ A note reads: In Kiangsi. Chu Hsi was appointed to the post of prefect of the military
prefecture of Nan-k’ang in 1178, took up his post the following year, and was faced with a severe drought in 1180 .} there was a long
drought. I couldn’t avoid going about everywhere to pray to the spirits. It happened that I came to one particular
temple which had but three rooms without walls\fn{ A note reads: One suspects that this is rather intended to be “ramshackle
rooms” (pi shih).} and was in an advanced stage of disrepair.. The people there said that, thirty or forty years before,
the spirit had been as quick in its response as an echo. When someone came, the spirit would speak to him from
within the curtains. Its responsiveness in the past had been effective to such a degree but its responsiveness today
is such that it can’t even keep its own temple in repair. Naturally, one can see that spirits, too, over a long period
of time will gradually dissipate.’
“In discussing the matter of ghosts and spirits, Chu Hsi is reported by Yeh Ho-sun to have said: ‘The “Second
Son” Temple at Kuan-k’ou in Szechwan was established by Li Ping\fn{ A note reads: Flourished 250 B.C.E.} in connection with his opening of the “Separated Hill” irrigation channel.\fn{ A note reads: The reference is to the large-scale irrigation system outside Ch’eng-tu (in Szechwan) and the temples to Li Ping and his son, Erh-lang, who were responsible for its construction.
Erh-lang developed into an extremely powerful deity in folk religion .} Recently, a number of wonders and prodigies have

appeared there. These are none other than the manifestations of his second son. At first, he had been dubbed a
“Prince.” Later, the Emperor Hui Tsung,\fn{ Reigned 1101-1125.} who was fond of Taoism, changed his title to
“Perfect Man.”\fn{A note reads: Taoist term for an individual who has attained the highest degree of spiritual purification .} When
Chang Chiln, the duke of Wei,\fn{A note reads: Died 1164.} sent his troops into battle, he prayed in this temple. That
night, he dreamed of the spirit of the temple which said to him: “All along, I had been dubbed ‘Prince’ and
received offerings of sacrificial meat. Therefore my awesome, beneficial powers could be exercised. Now I have
been styled a ‘Perfect Man.’ Although I am venerated by men who present vegetarian sacrifices to me, there is no
longer any nourishment from meat sacrifices. Therefore the efficacy of my awesome, beneficial powers is no
more. Now it is necessary that my title be changed back to ‘Prince’ whereupon my awesome powers will be
restored.” The Duke of Wei thereupon requested that he be given back his former title. I don’t know whether the
Duke of Wei had such a dream or whether he made up this story on the spur of the moment when he was sending
his troops into battle. Then, again, there is the God of Literature of Tzu-t’ung\fn{ A note reads: A place in Szechwan
where a scholar of the Tang dynasty named Chang Ya lived, who was later canonized as the God of Literature .} who is exceedingly
powerful. These two spirits, it would seem, have divided up for themselves the two halves of Szechwan.
“‘For the most part, ghosts and spirits use all of the living things which are sacrificed to them as a source of
enlivening energy which they rely on for their power. When the ancients consecrated a bell or a tortoise shell\fn{ A
note reads: Used for the purposes of diviniation.} with blood, it was with this idea in mind.
“‘Han-ch’ing\fn{A note reads: Han-ch’ing is the sobriquef of Fu Kuang, a disciple of Chu His.} said that Li T’ung told of a
man who shot at a tiger. He saw several men following along behind the tiger. This was the undispersed
enlivening energy of the people who had been killed by the tiger which had, therefore, coalesced to form their
shapes.’
“Chu Hsi is reported by Huang Yi-kang to have said, in a discussion of the matter of inviting the Violet Lady
Spirit\fn{A note reads: Goddess of latrines.} to chant poetry: ‘There has even been a case when someone was successful
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in inviting her to appear in her own actual person. A little girl of the household saw her but didn’t know what sort
of thing she was.
“‘And then there was the man of Ch’il-chou\fn{ In Chekiang Province.} who was worshiping a spirit. All he did
was set down a list of recorded queries on a piece of paper and seal it up in front of the shrine. After a short period
of time, he broke open the seal. On the paper were the answers which had appeared of themselves. One doesn’t
know what to make of this.’
“All of these stories are recorded, in great profusion, in the Classified Conversations compiled by Li Ching-te.
May it not be you, sir, who has maligned Master Chu?”
The old gentleman asked for the book and began to read it. After quite a while, he unhappily remarked:
“So Master Chu has written .this sort of thing too?”
Disappointed and silent, he left.
But I still have my doubts. Master Chu’s main point is that when man is born, he is endowed with the energy
of heaven and earth; when he dies, it dissipates and returns to heaven and earth. Master Chu is reported by Yeh
Ho-sun to have declared that “the case is like a fish in water. The water outside is the same as the water inside its
stomach. The water inside the stomach of a perch is the very same stuff as the water inside the stomach of a carp.”
His reasoning is excellent!
Yet what about the reasons for the sacrifices which were instituted by the sages and recorded in the classics?
On their account, Master Chu is found to admit that descendants are constituted of the same energy as their
ancestors and interact with them.
When the ancestors’ energy is reconstituted, they receive sacrifice; when they have ceased receiving sacrifices,
they disperse into emptiness. But I am unsure whether, after this energy has dissipated, it coalesces and becomes
one with the primordial energy or it is interspersed within the primordial energy. If it coalesces and becomes one,
then it is like the many rivers which return to the sea and join together to make a single body of water. The
Yangtze, the Huai, .the Yellow River, and the Han cannot then be made to reconstitute themselves individually in
a given place. Or it is like a soup blended from various seasonings that combine to make a single flavor. The
ginger, salt, vinegar, and soy sauce cannot be made to reconstitute themselves individually in a given place.
Furthermore, how can so-and-so’s material energy be differentiated from the whole and be caused individually
to communicate with its descendants? If it is interspersed in the primordial energy, then, like flying dust, it will
scatter in .the four directions. One does not know into how many millions and billions of places they will separate
—like drifting silk threads flying chaotically with the wind. One does not know how many millions and billions
of tricents apart they will travel. When the time comes for the descendants to present their sacrificial offerings,
does it not seem far from the principle of things that the bits and specks of dust, the wisps and tufts of thread
would be reunited as one? Even though it be granted that they can get back together, it would seem that this
energy would be without consciousness. How, then, could it respond to the earnestness of the sacrificer? And how
could it enjoy the offerings? If it be assumed that this energy have consciousness, whence does the consciousness
arise? It must be assumed that there is a mind. To what, then, does the mind adhere? It must be assumed that there
is a body.
Now, given that there is a body, what we are left with is only a ghost. Moreover, before they got back together
again—these billions of tiny dust particles, these billions of wisps—each particle and each wisp would have
possessed its own consciousness. Thus, there would not be just one single ghost.
Nevertheless, there are Buddhist ghosts lurking beneath the ground and Confucian ghosts whirling about in
midair. The Buddhist ghosts are present every day and the Confucian ghosts amass extemporarily. How can they
be borne? This is, indeed, not something which such an unlearned person as myself is capable of understanding.
1736

274.83 Excerpt from her poem Feelings At My Fiftieth Birthday\fn{by Bao Zhilan (1736-1795)} China (F) -1
When I was young I began to learn writing,
But had to drop it when I reached middle age.
Wandering in desperate straits
I was poor for twenty years,
And had to put away my brush and ink.
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39.174 Mr. Jan Cooks His Dog\fn{by Ts’ui Shu (1740-1816)} China (M) 1
There\fn{A note reads: The author was a serious and critical evidential scholar who, among other significant achievements, proved
that the final five chapters of the Analects of Confucius were dated later than the rest of the text. He was not at all above collecting strange
tales and jotting down curious anecdotes, though he often strove to draw some moral lessons from them .} was a man in our district
surnamed Jan who had a fierce dog. Whenever it saw a passerby, the dog would immediately lunge and bite at
him. Often people would be injured, and the owner of the dog would have to go and make apologies himself.
Many were the occasions on which he had to pay for medical treatment. Jan was much troubled by his dog on
account of this but, because it was such a fierce watchdog, he could not bear to put it to death, so he tried to
ignore the situation.
Liu Li-tung said to me:
“Once I was returning late at night and was about a tricent away from the gate to my house. All the dogs in the
village were barking loudly, and Jan’s dog also came rushing forward to bark at me. I fended the other dogs off
with a willow switch and they kept their distance, only Jan’s dog kept lunging at me and almost bit me several
times. Trembling as I went, I finally got past Jan’s gate and continued east. It was only after I had gone several
dozen paces that the dog finally stopped. By that time I was extremely exhausted. Fortunately, however, I gradually put enough dIstance between the dog and me that I could rest by the side of the road. After quite a while, I
began to walk again, but the dog was still looking at me and barking
“After I reached home, I thought what a fine dog Jan had. If a robber or an enemy of his came during the night
to steal something, the dog would bar the doorway and snarl at them so that, even if there were a couple of dozen
men, they wouldn’t be able to make an inch of headway into the room.
“I’ve heard that Jan was so troubled by his dog that if perchance you met him with it in the market, he would
have to keep commanding it not to kill. This was a dog that you couldn't buy even if you scraped together a
thousand pieces of gold!
“Several days later, Jan’s neighbor came to visit me and I asked him about the dog. ‘He cooked it,’ the neighbor said. Surprised, I asked the neighbor why he had done so. ‘A few days ago, Jan was awakened by thieves and
he called out to his two sons who drove them off with staves. Frightened, the thieves ran away. Jan thought it
strange that the dog hadn’t barked at them and, when he called to it, the dog didn’t respond. He looked all around
for the dog but couldn’t find it. As he was getting ready to go back to sleep, he heard a faint breathing sound beneath his bed. When he shone a candle there, it turned out to be the dog. It was crouching in a curled-up position
and dared not make the slightest movement. It hung its head and had its eyes closed, as though it were afraid
someone might hear its breathing. ‘Damn!’ said the owner. ‘I’ve tolerated it all along and didn’t put it to death
because I thought that it might be of some use in an emergency. Who would have thought that it’s only brave
when it lunges at passersby, but when it sees a thief it shrinks back cowardly?' That’s why he cooked it.’”
Alas! Under heaven, is it only this dog that is brave in lunging at people but cowardly when it sees a robber?
The scoundrels who hang around the markets and wells these days commonly cause disturbances by behaving like
tyrants in the villages and hamlets. Some of them find irregular employment as district yamen\fn{A note reads:
District government office.} runners while oth-ers sponge off the army. They insult those who are civil or young, abuse
those who are good or weak. When they pass through the market, everybody stays far away from them. If they get
angry at someone, they call their gang together and circle around the person to club him with their staves. No one
dares say a word, as though they were warriors.
But if perchance there’s a band of petty thieves, it takes no less than a hundred and several dozen of these
scoundrels armed with weapons to protect the government offices. If a horse suddenly gets spooked in the night,
they think that thieves have arrived and their hands begin to shake so badly that they can’t pull their swords out of
their scabbards. If by luck they do manage to get them out, then they make a big racket by striking them together.
When they have to ignite a rocket or other gunpowder device, they could try half a dozen times and it still would
not light. When they hear that they’re about to be sent to an outpost, even though it be several hundred tricents
from the bandits and only a couple of marches from their homes, they immediately begin to wail tearfully as they
take leave of their parents, wife, and children, fearful that they’ll never see them again. This is how pusillanimous
they are!
Therefore, I ask, when it comes to those who are brave in private quarrels but cowardly in public battles, why
should we merely take exception to dogs and cook them? Ai! this is really too much.
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Those who raise cats do so because they want them to catch rats; those who raise dogs do so because they want
them to guard against thieves. But if they cannot fulfill those duties, then truly they’re not of much use. This is all
the more so if they go around biting people. If such be the case, why keep them? Shih Lo wanted to kill Shih Huz
but his mother said to him:
“A fast ox is bound to wreck a few carts while it’s still young. Just try to put up with him for a little while.”
Afterward, the royal. line of the Shih family in the end was destroyed by Hu.\fn{ A note reads: Shih Lo (reigned 319330) was the non-Chinese founder of the Later Chao kingdom in the area of modern Shansi and Honan. Shih Hu, his nephew, was a murdeous ruffian appointed to the prime ministership by Shih Hung, the son of Shih Lo, after the death of the latter. It was not long before Shih
Hu killed Shih Hung and founded his own dynasty .} One should not be heedless of the ox that wrecks carts simply because

one likes to go fast; still less should one be heedless of the ox that wrecks carts but doesn’t even go fast. But the
humanitarian impulse of women has ever and always been the same. Viewed from this perspective, Jan’s wisdom
far exceeds that of other people.
People’s talents may be great in some respects, but they will necessarily be lacking in others; only the superior
man is different. When Chung Yü\fn{ A note reads: A high-ranking official of the kingdom of Wei during the Three Kingdoms
period.} had archery contests with his advisers and assistants, Wei Shu\fn{ A note reads: Senior Subaltern to Chung Yü, he
had a reputation for being somewhat of a slow simpleton, so no one paid much attention to him .} would keep score. Once, it
happened that there were not enough contestants, so they asked Wei Shu to fill in. Each of his shots hit the target,
startling all those who were present. When Yü Ta-yu\fn{ A note reads: A general of the Ming dynasty famous for suppressing
pirates.} spoke to people, he was as polite as any Confucian literatus. But when the war drums were beating and he
was standing beside the garrison gate, his courage multiplied a hundredfold, so that no one could overcome him in
battle.
Men such as these are indeed few and far between. Next are those who are honest and circumspect, but who
are not capable of great achievements. Next after that are those who are careless and incompetent, but who can
work together on things. If someone is only capable of harming others but cannot help get things done, he’s no
better than a dog! Nevertheless, I have heard of a certain person who has a dog that normally never barks the
whole night long, but when it does bark, its owner knows that there are thieves about. In this case, we have a dog
that is better than some people.
However, if a dog only lunges and snarls at passersby but does not protect against thieves, then it is an inferior
specimen among its own kind.
1741

197.69 1. Peach Blossom Village 2. A Mermaid Servant 3. The Man Who Subdued Tigers 4. A Village Girl: Four
Short Tales\fn{by Shen Qifeng (1741-1802)} Soochow, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 4
1
Mr. Jiang was a native of Taicang Prefecture, Jiangsu, and an accomplished scholar by the age of twenty. One
day, while he was on a voyage in the company of several merchants, the boat drifted to a place where the hills
were ranged as elegantly as screens and the streams were as clear and lucid as in a painting. There were no traces
of city walls to be found, but the numerous peach trees encircling the place made it seem like a site for a city. It
was the middle of spring and the air was heavily perfumed. The peach trees, in bud and in blossom, lined both
sides of the road like brocade screens and embroidered tents. Enchanted by this sight, Mr. Jiang and a merchant
named Ma alighted and strolled over to the trees.
Suddenly, scores of exquisite carriages appeared, each bearing a young woman, some humbly and some
sumptuously attired, some beautiful and some ugly. There was one girl with hollow cheeks, crooked ears, thin lips
and bad, protruding teeth. She was bedecked with pearls and jades and appeared to be the daughter of a rich and
influential family. She dabbed at her chin with a handkerchief one minute and concealed her face with a sleeve the
next, putting on such coquettish airs as to make both Mr. Jiang and the merchant laugh contemptuously in spite of
themselves.
In the last carriage was a pretty young girl who wore a wooden hairpin and was clad in coarse cloth, but whose
looks could only be likened to a scented magnolia or to a lustrous and beautiful jewel. Astonished at such beauty,
Mr Jiang and the merchant followed closely behind the carriage. The procession noisily rumbled forward, as swift
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as the wind, and soon arrived at a yamen, where the girls alighted from their carriages and went in. Puzzled, Mr.
Jiang made enquiries of the local people, who told him,
“This place is called Peach Blossom Village. In mid-spring each year, when young people are going to get
married, the local officials first register the girls according to their beauty and then list the young men in order of
their literary talent. Afterwards, the men and girls are paired according to corresponding positions on the lists.
Today the girls are being judged and tomorrow it will be the men’s turn. If you, sir, are unwed, then why not join
in the fun and sit the examination?”
Mr. Jiang agreed immediately and went off with Mr. Ma to rent a place to stay. Entranced by the girl on the last
carriage, Mr Jiang thought to himself:
“She is so beautiful that she will certainly come first on the list and my literary talents are so superb I shall
prove second to none. If there really is such a thing as predestined marriage and I am lucky enough, then my longcherished desire of finding a good spouse will be rewarded.”
It so happened that Mr. Ma, the merchant,. was also captivated by the girl, and went to consult Mr. Jiang. The
scholar laughed:
“You know nothing about literature. Are you going to make a fool of yourself by hawking your account books
in there?” But the merchant insisted on taking the examination and Mr. Jiang was unable to dissuade him.
The following day both men went to sit the examination. Mr. Jiang wrote easily without making any changes
and completed his paper in no time, while all Mr. Ma could do was to scribble but a few poor sentences and get
through it in a perfunctory manner. After they had returned to their lodgings, a man came to pass on a message
from the chief examiner saying that,
“Anybody who is willing to hand over three hundred strings of cash will be the champion.” Mr. Jiang was
incensed.
“I haven’t enough money to satisfy the greed of a venal official, but had I a houseful of gold I still wouldn’t
rely on its power and bring my writing into disrepute!”
The messenger, shamefaced, left. But Mr. Ma caught up with the man, and secretly gave him the required
amount. When the examination results were published, Mr. Ma unexpectedly headed the list and Mr. Jiang’s name
appeared last. The latter sighed.
“Words have no power; that I don’t mind. But what shall I do if I lose the beautiful girl and get an ugly one
instead?”
Soon afterwards, the chief examiner matched everyone according to their position on the lists and arranged
that Mr. Jiang should marry into the family of the girl who came last. He thought that his bride would certainly be
the girl with sunken cheeks and crooked ears, thin lips and protruding teeth. But as he lifted the bridal veil, he was
surprised to see that she was enchanting and exquisite, and none other than the beautiful young girl he had fallen
in love with at first sight. When asked what had happened, the girl explained,
“My family is very poor and can only eke out a living by selling some of its precious belongings. The chief
examiner demanded a large bribe from me so that my name would stand first on the list. When I refused, he bore
me a grudge and put my name at the end. Mr. Jiang laughed.
“How true it is that a loss may turn out to be a gain! If I had given them the three hundred strings of cash and
my name had led the list, would I have got such a beautiful wife today?” The girl smiled too, saying,
“Things are often turned upside down, and right and wrong confused. Only those who retain their virtue will
be rewarded with blessings.” Mr. Jiang nodded admiringly at this remark.
The following day, the husband and wife went to congratulate Mr. Ma. The Merchant looked depressed and
miserable, and didn’t say a single word. The top girl had turned out to be the ugly one with coquettish airs. When
asked what had happened, he explained that the girl had paid a thousand strings of cash to obtain first place on the
list and that he had become the leading suitor by a similar method, and so had ended up with his treasure. Mr.
Jiang chuckled.
“In your search for fame your were not honest. Now you have reaped what you sowed and have only yourself
to blame.”
Mr. Ma remained depressed and six months later sailed back to his old home. But Mr. Jiang, who was deeply
in love, remained faithful to his wife, settled down there and never returned.
2
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When Mr. Jing of Qianjing in Jiangsu sailed home after three years in Fujian, he saw lying stiffly on the beach
a creature with blue eyes, curly hair and ghastly black skin. When asked what had happened, the creature replied,
“Your humble servant is a mermaid. Because I accidentally broke the Nine Dragon Double-edged Shuttle
while I was weaving a purple silk wedding dress for Jade Flower, the third princess of the Crystal Palace, I was
sent into exile. Now I am helpless and homeless and would be eternally grateful if you would take me on as your
servant.”
Since Mr. Jing had no servant just then, he readily agreed and took her home. The mermaid had no particular
interests or abilities, and would bathe in the pond after each meal and then crouch in a shady corner, silent and
unsmiling. Aware that she was away from the sea and all alone in the world, Mr. Jing didn’t have the heart to
order her about.
On the Festival of the Bathing Buddha\fn{ Held on the eighth day of the fourth lunar month } when Mr. Jing went to
enjoy himself at the Tanhua Monastery, he saw an old woman and a very pretty young girl kowtowing and
praying in front of the Buddha. Her hands pressed together like a lotus flower, the girl was as slender and graceful
as a swaying willow branch and as beautiful as the moon framed by gentle clouds.
After they’d said their prayers, she left with the old woman. Mr. Jing followed them to a narrow alley where
the neighbours told him that the girl was the daughter of a family named Tao who were from somewhere in Wu
region.\fn{Referring to the ancient State of Wu, which consisted of part of present-day Anhui, Zhejiang and Jiangsu Provinces } and
that her given name was Myriad Pearls. Because her father had died when she was still very young and they had
been bullied by the local people, they had come there in their search for a place where they could settle down.
Thinking that he could buy the poor widow’s consent with money, he called on them and proposed marriage to
the girl. He promised a large sum of money, but the mother refused.
“Why do you hoard such a rare commodity and refuse to barter with it? Do you want your daughter to be an
old maid?” he asked. The old lady laughed.
“If I asked for the most valuable things in the world as betrothal gifts it would still not be too much! Since my
daughter is called Myriad Pearls, she is worth ten thousand pearls. Whatever you do will be of no use!”
So Mr. Jing had no option but to return home disappointed. Knowing that he could never get ten thousand
pearls even if he sold all of his family property, he was distracted by day and unable to sleep at night. Ten days
went by and he became critically ill. All of the doctors he sent for told him,
“All illness can be treated except for lovesickness, which can not be cured by medicine.”
He was soon reduced to a skeleton, lying in bed about to breathe his last. When the mermaid entered the
bedroom to ask how he was, he replied,
“I am definitely dying of lovesickness. But you have come to this remote place and have stayed for six months
now. After I die where can you go?”
At this the mermaid burst out crying by the bedside and her tears rolled down on to the floor. As he leaned over
to watch, he saw that the crystal-bright tears were bouncing on to the floor and that each of them was a precious
pearl. Mr. Jing leapt up, and exclaimed,
“I’m all right now.” When the mermaid, surprised, asked what had happened, he replied,
“The reason I was so seriously ill was because I was in desperate need of your tears.”
He then told her the whole story. Overjoyed, the mermaid picked up the pearls and counted them, but they fell
short of the amount required. She turned round with a sigh,
“You were too impatient, master! You perked up as soon as you saw the pearls! Why couldn’t you have waited
a little bit longer and allowed me to cry my heart out?” Mr. Jing asked,
“Could you try to cry again?”
“We mermaids laugh and cry out of true feeling, not like humans who often fake emotions,” she replied. “I can
do nothing right now, master. Tomorrow please bring some wine to the Tower for Observing the Sea and I’ll see
what I can do then.”
Mr. Jing readily agreed. Early the following morning, he took the mermaid to the tower, from which they could
see a boundless expanse of surging waves mingling with the misty sky. The mermaid drank to her heart’s content,
became a bit tipsy, and then broke into a dance known to the fish and dragons in the Crystal Palace. She looked
towards the distant southern coast and then turned to gaze out at the horizon far to the north where Mount Zhifu
and Mount Jieshi\fn{The former is located at Yantai, Shandong Province, and the latter is on the coast of Hebei Province } loomed
above the gray waves. She sighed,
“What a bleak view! Where’s my home?”
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Waving her sleeves and sunk in a fit of homesickness, she began.to sob, tears streaming down her, face. Mr.
Jing held out a jade dish, to catch them and after a while declared,
“That’s enough!”
But the mermaid was still very sad and went on crying until she gave a loud wail and her tears ran out.
Thoroughly delighted, Mr. Jing asked her to return with him. Suddenly the mermaid pointed to the east and said
happily,
“There are rosy clouds over Mount Chicheng and you can see the immortals’ mansion. The third princess, Jade
Flower, is going to marry Turtle Sage on Coral Island tonight and my period of exile will come to an end. Your
servant must now take her leave.”
With this she jumped up and dove into the sea. Saddened, Mr. Jing returned home alone.
The following day, taking the pearls, he called on the old woman and once again made a marriage proposal.
She smiled.
“You really are madly infatuated with my daughter. I’ve only been wanting to sound you out. How could I
really exchange my daughter for a fortune and earn money so shamefully?”
She refused to accept the pearls but gladly married her daughter to Mr. Jing. Before long the young couple had
a son, whom they named Mengjiao, which means “Dreaming of Mermaids”, to show that they would always
remember the mermaids’ help.
The mermaid’s ability to help a poor scholar realise his wish by using her tears is quite marvellous. But what I
think is even more extraordinary is the character of the old woman who first asked for a betrothal gift and later
rejected the pearls. This must certainly please beautiful girls everywhere and make them feel proud and elated.
Otherwise, if a mother marries off her daughter to a wealthy family for the highest price bid, what is there to
distinguish her from a pedlar who forces up the price of his vegetables to earn a fat profit?\fn{ A note says that this
paragraph was written by the author; this should probably be concluded in the case of the endings of the two stories printed below }
3
The steep and perilous mountains of Yi Prefecture. Shandong, used to be the haunt of fierce tigers. The county
magistrate would, from time to time, send hunters to kill them, but instead most of these men became the tigers’
victims.
Now there was a man called Jiao Qi, from Shaanxi, who came to settle down in Yi after he had been unable to
find lodging with a relative. Jiao Qi was a man of great strength and courage. It was said that he had once carried
the stone tripod from the front of the Thousand Buddhas Monastery and leapt with it onto the left side of the roof
of Sakyamuni Hall. As a result he was nicknamed “Stone Tripod Jiao”.
When he leama! that the local mountains were infested with tigers, he frequently went hunting them and would
kill them bare-handed and carry them back. One day when he went up into the mountains he saw two tigers
leading a cub. He killed the two adult tigers, slung their bodies one over either shoulder and, taking the cub,
returned.
People steered clear of him the moment they saw him, but Jiao retained his usual joking manner. A wealthy
man who admired Jiao Qi’s bravery gave a banquet in his honour. When Jiao talked of how he had beaten the
tigers to death, all the listeners turbed pale. So he went on bragging, using animated gestures, extremely proud of
himself.
Suddenly a cat sprang onto the table to steal some food and made the sauce splash all over the place, causing a
great mess. Thinking it was the host’s cat, Jiao just sat watching it eat till it went away of its own accord.
However the host exclaimed,
“This cat of my neighbour’s is really a curse!”
Before long the cat was back again. This time Jiao tried to give it a powerful punch, sending all the dishes
crashing to the floor. But the cat had already leapt on to the windqw. Jiao, enraged, hurried over to hit it again.
This broke the lattice, but the cat had jumped up on to a corner of the roof, and glared down at him. Even more
furious, Jiao reached up to try to catch it. However, the troublemaker gave out a loud meow and then casually
walked off and disappeared over the neighbouring wall.
Now at his wits’ end, Jiao stood staring stupidly at the wall. The host clapped his hands and laughed while Jiao
retreated in shame. When a man who can kill tigers is unable to conquer a cat, it is not because he is brave in the
face of a formidable enemy nor because he is timid towards a lesser one. The reason is that he has adopted an
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incorrect approach. The tripod in which you cook an ox will not be suitable for cooking a small animal; a
powerful crossbow can not be used to shoot a tiny mouse.
Men of talent and ability should understand this and those in charge of choosing and appointing people should
be even more aware of it.
4
In the thirty-sixth year of the reign of the emperor Qian Long,\fn{1769} my wife’s uncle, Chen Yongzhai, was
the zhuangyuan\fn{The holder of first place} in the imperial examinations. He was given a home leave and travelled
southwards. On his way to Tianshui Town, he came across a little village.
The shady green trees and falling crabapple petals so enchanted him that he felt quite intoxicated and walked
off to enjoy himself, quite forgetting how far he had strayed from the road. At the other end of the village, he saw
a section of bamboo fencing with a black double-leaved door to the left. A young girl was leaning against the door
catching catkins, rolling them around in her palms and giggling.
The moment he saw her, he became quite infatuated with her and walked up to her to try and start a
conversation. The girl neither responded nor became angry, and only called out for her mother. A hunchbacked old
woman quickly appeared, and asked what the matter was. The girl replied,
“I don’t know where this brash and talkative man has come from. He really is a nuisance!”
Embarrassed, Chen pretended that he had just come to ask for some water. The old woman turned to the girl,
“It’s difficult to entertain guests inside this small house of ours. Go in and get him a cup of cold water.” The
girl snorted and went inside.
“How old is your daughter?” Chen asked the woman.
“All I remember is that she was born in the year of the tiger,”\fn{ One of the twelve animals representing the twelve
Earthly Branches, used to symbolize the year in which a person was born } the mother replied, “but I don’t know how old she is
now.” When asked to whom the girl was betrothed, the old woman said,
“My health is bad and she is my only daughter. I need her to look after me so I’m not going to marry her off.”
Chen said,
“A girl should marry. Anyway, you can’t keep her with you forever.”
Just then the girl, who had overheard the last bit of the conversation, emerged with the cold water. she said to
her mother in a loud voice,
“This stranger has bad intentions. Don’t talk to him any more!” The old woman laughed.
“I can decide whether to listen or not. There’s no need for a young thing like you to tell me what to do.”
Chen then tried to tempt them by boasting about being a zhuangyuan. After thinking for a while the old woman
asked,
“What is a zhuangyuan anyway?”
“It’s the scholar who comes first in the highest imperial examination. A zhuangyuan works in the imperial
academy or secretariat and is in charge of issuing imperial edicts in the name of the emperor. His literary
accomplishments are a credit to his country. In short, a zhuangyuan is the greatest scholar in the whole world.”
“How many years does it take to produce a zhuangyuan?” asked the old woman.
“Three,” was the reply. The girl cut in with a faint sneer,
“I thought there was only one such person in the world. Now it turns out that there’s one every three years.
That such a person should boast in front of others is really absurd!” The mother scolded,
“This naughty girl is much too frivolous and caustic, always touching people’s sore spots.”
“It’s not my fault. It’s this idiot who has brought it on himself,” the girl replied and walked away smiling. The
scholar was at a loss, but then perking up quickly turned to the old woman,
“If you would, please accept this small betrothal gift as a token of my rerespect.”
He took out a fine gold ingot and handed it to the old woman. The old woman fondled the ingot for a while and
then asked,
“If you smell this it has no sweet fragrance, and it is cold to the touch. What on earth is it?”
“It’s called gold,” Chen answered. “If you have it, it can save you from suffering from hunger and cold. It
reaI1y is one of the world’s treasures.”
“We have a hundred mulberry trees and about three hectares of land so we don’t have to worry about hunger
and cold. I’m afraid this thing is of no use here. It’s better for you, honourable zhuangyuan, to keep it for some
other purpose.” She threw the ingot to the ground and mumbled to herself,
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“It’s a pity he’s such a lunatic, rather than a decent and cultured person! All he does is try to intimidate others
by bragging about his wealth and power!”
Then she went in and closed the door. Chen stood there dumbfounded for a long time before he finally found
his way back, sighing endlessly.
Even children know how to boast of wealth while officials always like to take advantage of their power to
bully others. Wealth and power have sapped the integrity of many men, both ancient and modern. Who would
have thought that a woman would have such a sense of humour? Men should prostmte themselves at the feet of
the red skirts\fn{I.e., women} and kowtow three thousand times to admit their defeat.
1743

269.61 1. Preface 2. Weeping For Elder Sister 3. Weeping For Mother 4. Hastening The Bride’s Toilet 5.
Mounting The Sedan Chair 6. Improvised During My Morning Toilet In Front Of The Mirror 7. Watching My
Husband Study On A Spring Night 8. Sending My Thoughts To Eldest Sister-in-law Madam Li 9. Excerpt from
Marrying Off My Maid 10. Excerpt from Remembering The Past 11. Another Song 12. Sent To My Elder
Daughter Who Married Into The Song Family 13. Sending My Thoughts To My Little Song Granddaughter 14.
Narrating My Thoughts On My Sixtieth Birthday 15. Gazing At Mount Lu As My Boat Passes Nankang 16.
Mooring At Big Aunt Embankment 17. Recited At Random 18. Poem On Worry 19. Moved To Recite 20.
Excerpts from Composed On My Seventieth Birthday For Myself, Also To Thank The Various Gentlemen Who
Presented Me With Poems\fn{by Gan Lirou (1743-1819)} Fengxin County, Jiangxi Province, China (F) 7
1
The [Book of] Changes states: [She] “stays within and prepares food.” The [Book of] Odes states: “For her no
decorations, no emblems.” Can women then indeed cry out by means of poetry?
When as a child I learned from my father, his advice was to put woman’s virtue first, words come after. Words
are not just what issue from mouth and tongue. He said each person has a heart/mind. What is in the heart/mind is
intent; when articulated it becomes poetry. So poetry is the visible sign of women’s words. Therefore, if the Odes
were not to contain “The Osprey,” we would not have the means to see the virtue of the royal consort; if it were
not to contain “The Cypress Boat,” we would not have the means to see the righteousness of Gong Jiang.
When Confucius compiled the Odes, he placed it\fn{The Osprey} at the beginning of the “Airs” section. How
could the poems be discarded because they were by women?
I recall from childhood to puberty to marriage, from being a daughter to being a wife and then to being a
mother. Diligently I practiced the teachings of my mother and acted correctly in my position inside,\fn{ I.e., inside
the home, as a wife} fearing only that I did not reach the standard. In my spare time, I worked on my writings.
I have examined the comings and goings of the world for a long time.\fn{ She wrote this preface to her own collection
of poetry in 1816, of which the following are from it } When I encountered misfortunes, separations, and the deaths of my
kin and personally went through difficulties and dangers, I dared not tell others. But when I truly experi enced
things that I could not speak out completely, I entrusted them one by one to my songs. I was just writing my
heart/mind, articulating my intent. How could they be called poetry?
I am now old and suffer from poor eyesight. When my younger son retired from office to look after me, he
took the time to gather my drafts to send to a printer. I had him recite each poem for me once. I eliminated about
half of them. Those that were acceptable I kept only to leave to my descendants so that when they open the book
to read they will know my intent and understand my heart/mind. It is not my wish to get published so as to match
talented women of the past who sang about catkins and eulogized pepper flowers.
2
In the clear night I still remember when we talked in the quiet of the night,
When you were alive I feared we would be separated, with little chance to be together.
How could we in our inner apartments know we’d be separated by death?
In my heart I only knew to look forward to your visits to your natal home.
Sisters linking verses were like the best of friends.
I followed my companion, at dawn or dusk we embroidered together.
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Now in front of the mirror I am startled to see myself standing alone,
Rolling the blind, why must I see swallows flying in pairs?
3
Tears of blood flow from my eyes, dyeing the hempen garment,
My heart broken into pieces, how would mother know?
A hundred times I prostrated in front of the curtain for your instruction,
What can I do? There’s not even a word now, unlike when you were alive.
4
Pearl headdress and patterned robe suddenly put on my body,
In marrying, I take leave of my family and part from those I love.
The way of the daughter comes to an end, that of the wife begins,
But there is no mother to tie my sash with her hands.
5
About to set out, freshly bathed, I ascend the platform,
Who carried me onto the sedan and forced me to leave?
Sitting alone I close the door and swallow my tears in secret.
How is it that drums and music follow me along?
6
Rising at dawn I face the dressing mirror,
Clearly we are shoulder to shoulder.
It’s only fitting to sit facing you,
Not that I want to be cherished by another.
Thin hair at my temples holds up a floral clasp,
Kingfisher inlay arranged on the hairpin.
Not yet able to learn the mallet-style coiffure,
I feel deeply shamed by Meng Guang’s\fn{The classic model for a worthy wife} wifely routine.
7
You study until the volumes in the blue case are in tatters—
The sound of recitation by the lamp wards off the spring chill.
I am not interested in the beauty of the blossoming lamplight,
Much more worthwhile to watch is the budding style coming off your brush.
8
As I think of you, my like-minded friend,
In the long night my dreams are unsettled.
To communicate feelings we rely on plain letter paper,
Putting our inspiration into the tip of the brush.
Thinking of you far away, I climb the storied pavilion,
To look at the flowers I lean on the curved railing.
When can we hold each other’s sleeves again,
Each encouraging the other to take care and eat well?
9
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… I called my maid to come before me,
I went over with her things one by one:
When you first began serving me,
You were just nine sui old.
Your hair I put up into a bun,
Your tufts I made into a hairpiece.
I gave you more food when you ate,
I put the coverlet on you when you slept.
You called me “Miss,”
And I looked upon you as a sister.
I did not have another maid,
But you were indeed quite smart.
When I put on makeup, you held the toilet case,
When I bathed, you carried the towel.
When I wrote, you ground the ink,
When I recited, you asked about the words.
When I embroidered, you threaded the needle,
When I wove, you unreeled the silk.
When I played the zither, you lit the incense,
When I painted, you spread the paper. …
10
I remember in the past, I kept you company in your studies late into the night,
Many times you took my hand and asked whether I was cold.
But now by the lamplight the sound of reciting is no more,
I suddenly hear your pleasing voice calling me in my dreams.
*
I remember in the past when we looked at the flowers in the back garden,
Laughing, we supported each other on the grassy path after the rain.
But now I’ve lost all interest in looking for springtime,
In the old garden, the mud is deep and weeds grow freely on the path.
*
I remember in the past when I went home to visit for a few months,
Letters with poems would pile up as we wrote about being apart.
But now when I write again about visiting my home,
The old papers have all turned into words of farewell.
*
I remember in the past we wrote linked verse on a windy and snowy night,
A pair of phoenixes singing: we bore the cold through the night watches.
But now alone I sing by myself “The Yellow Goose,”
While hiding my tears in front of the solitary lamp.
*
I remember in the past we burned incense while leaning on the side table,
Together we played the melody of “The Osprey” on the zither.
Burt now the strings are broken, while the zither still hangs there,’
I make a report so that you will know in the nether springs.
*
I remember in the past when we were about to end the game decisively,
Laughing, you would shift the pieces around.
But now the general situation has completely changed,
How can I find my chess partner of former times?
*
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I remember in the past when I practiced copying the calligraphy of Wang Xizhi,
You would hold my hand, instructing me to write “The Orchid Pavilion.”
But now, though in my dream you still pass on the brushwork,
Alas, just as I pick up the brush, I wake from the dream again.
*
I remember in the past in the cool of night rain by the screened window,
Grinding red ink, you taught me to paint brocade-like mandarin ducks.
But now I see them changed into parted luan-birds,
I am afraid they won’t be a pair when they reach the stream bank.
11
Dusk \descends, alas, the cold seeps into the flesh,
The empty room is desolate, alas, I cannot bear my grief.
Staring in a daze from the boudoir, alas, I watch for your return.
Going out to the courtyard steps, alas, the chilly wind blows.
Being back into the hall, alas, I lean on your spirit banner.
My orphaned sons and little daughters, alas, weep holding onto my robe.
I carry them back into the room, alas, in the dim reflection of the lamp.
Holding in my t\grief, I put my face on the pillow, alas, tears stream down.
Vaguely I dream of you, alas, like in the old days.
Awakened, I recite “The Cock Crows,” alas, but you don’t hear at all the words of dawn.
12
Floating, floating, the yellow leaves circle round in the frosty say,
Because of thinking of my child, I spread out the white letter paper.
Wielding the brush to write about sadness, I only increase the feeling of separation,
In the breeze, I grasp feathered wings to send you a poem.
Trim the lamp’s wick by his side as he studies, show courtesy and respect,
With abacus in hand, manage the household, carry on our ancestors’ virtues.
Furthermore, I enjoin you to let the “good-for-sons” grass flourish on the steps,
“Be prosperous”—I will happily compose this a third time.
13
In a flash it’s been more than two months since we parted,
Late at night I dream of you always holding my hand.
Awakened I still remember your foolish little ways;
Not wanting to go home, you cried and cried.
*
How often I stop my needlework and think of you quietly,
I recall your pleasant chatter, which stirs my affection.
Since you went home I feel as though lost,
How can I bear to see the twittering baby swallows?
14
I heard that there was an omen at my birth:
Mother dreamed when she played with the moon, the stars turned into jade.
Father cried out, “Alas, lowly, she will sleep on the ground!”\fn{ Alluding to the lines “Then he bears a daughter | And puts
her upon the ground,” in poem #189 in the Shi jing, which portrays the lowly position of girls right from their birth}
Elder brothers sighed that they would not be bonding with a brother.
At five I practiced writing characters with mother holding my hand,
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At seven I learned to recite poetry, taught by my elder sister,
“Rules of the Inner Quarters” and Precepts for My Daughters were transmitted by my parents,
Then my brothers also taught me how to play the zither.
As soon as I finished plucking the strings, we continued with a game of go.
After embroidering, I took up the brush to paint on silk.
Suddenly news came that the wild goose at the frontier was cut off from riding the clouds home,\fn{ Referring to the
death of her second elder brother while serving in office in Shaanxi Province }
Two branches of red buds wilted, at home and abroad.\fn{ Branches of the red bud stand for siblings; but their wilting here
refers to the deaths of her brother and sister}
Swallowing tears, I forced myself to be cheerful to dispel my parents’ gloom,
The year passed, stars shifted position, and I was touched by the sights.
Sad the sound of flutes, I feared to play a melody,
Zither and books on a cold desk were left undusted.
How could I bear that the evil wind would rise overnight,
Destroying the golden lily, already injured by the freezing rain.\fn{ A reference to her mother’s illness and death}
A lifelong sorrow broke my heart to pieces,
Howling with grief, shedding tears, my blood overflowed.
When the mourning was over, a daughter had to become wife,
At twenty-one I married, following my father’s order.
Firmly I memorized the poem “The Cock Crows,” warning of dawn,\fn{ Apparently she interprets this to mean that a
virtuous consort counsels her lord to go to court early for a chance to pass the Imperial Examinations }
And kept my husband company when he studied deep into the night.
Assisting in preparing food in the women’s quarters, I was fortunate to avoid misdeeds,
The kindness of my grandmother-in-law and parents-in-law was deep as the sea.
I regret only that violent waves came night after night,
Affairs in life changed like roiling billows, one morning following the other.
My father-in-law, riding the wind, went to Heaven,
Giving up on life, my father left the Six Ministries.\fn{A reference to his office in Peking when he died}
The young scholar,\fn{Her husband} weak and poor, was unable to mount the path of clouds,
Held up by the waters of the temple pond, a perch caught in a dry rut.\fn{ I.e., he failed to pass the examination}
After three years, the palace door opened for the highest examination,
Clasping the questions, he went to take it, the talent from Jiangxi.
Who’d have thought, hindered by illness, he returned from the capital highway
Instead he was hurried to be in charge of literature in the nether world.\fn{ I.e., he died young and unfulfilled}
In an instant heaven fell and the earth split apart:
Carried back on a stretcher one night he took leave forever.
As he lay dying, holding his mother’s hands,
Looking at me and pointing to the children, he could not say it all.
At that time my soul left me, I fainted on the floor,
I saw the Golden Deity in the distance, shouting at me not to make a mistake:
“Since his perverse destiny makes him abandon his aged parent,
You should accept trials and tribulations to appease Heaven’s anger.”
When I came to, I shed tears of blood and swallowed my sobs,
Worrying about my mother-ion-law’s pain, I kept a respectful demeanor.
After funeral rites had been completed without error,
To keep alive, with bitter heart, the sound of the loom quickened.
With the aged parent in good health we invited Heaven’s blessings,
My sons and daughters obeyed and followed my teachings.
Closing the door, I immersed myself in instructing these young orphans,
Circumspect in words and conduct, I avoided insults and disgrace.
In serving my mother-in-law I secretly won her heart,
By her side I often received her comforting words:
“Keeping to poverty our family has been faultless for generations,
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Now to supervise writing for a career will depend on you completely.
You taught your sons so that before being capped they studied at the county school,
Guessing my mind, you offered delicacies for this aged parent.
For fourteen springs doubling up the duties of daughter-in-law and son,
A married woman like you has nothing to be ashamed of.”
Her patient words of instruction and encouragement were still in my ears,
When, alas, again I mourned bitterly the passing of my mother-in-law.
I took charge of the funeral and arranged for the burial;
I then thought about my offspring and selected their matches.
My two sons married and have started their own families,
My two girls tied the knot with appropriate husbands.
Bamboo shoots crossing the fence easily turned into a grove,
But orchid sprouts by the steps were tardy to show good omen.\fn{ I.e., her daughters gave birth to children whereas her sons
had not yet produced offspring}
I sigh that from a young age I have met with trials,
My close kin ravaged, my stomach tied in knots.
My in-laws and parents have long since passed on,
Now only one younger brother remains, an official in the capital.
Between north and south news flies, our affection intimately connected,
I receive letters one after another from thousands of miles away.
This morning congratulating my sixtieth birthday,
Last year rejoicing that my son paid obeisance to the sage emperor.,
His name will succeed his grandfather, Hanlin Academician Xu,
He intends to report to his father, who had answered the summons to the next world.
To display my merit in exhorting my son to study,
A placard written with gold ink glows on the window.
Gradually I sweep away the demon of past sorrow,
Reading with scroll in hand, my interest knows no bounds.
Sometimes I close the door to play the seven string zither,
At other times with folded hands in prayer, I chant repeatedly the Buddha’s name.
Flowers offered in a vase emit sweet fragrance,
Shadows of grass sway green, reflected on the courtyard’s steps.
An expanse of mountain scene is arrayed outside the bamboo-framed window,
In all four seasons village scenery surrounds my house with pines.
In leisure, I check through the chess manual to look for a calm game.
Occasionally, I paint some secluded chrysanthemums on cloud-patterned paper.
My heart, like water in the well, is rid of the dust and dregs of this world,
The better to pay attention to the nourishment of the Three Luminaries.\fn{ The sun, moon and stars; all of them deities}
Burning incense, gathering my sleeves together, I bow to thank the favor from Heaven,
Who conferred the happy celebration this morning.
Being able to calm the concerns of my ancestors,
Gladly, I acknowledge my faults and express what’s in my heart.
15
Traveling on the river day after day, I face misty hills,
The Peak of Five Elders feels like kin as I point and look.
I had wished to climb this famous mountain so much it entered my dreams,
Now, finally, I am seeing the true face of Mount Lu.
16
On a leaf of a boat sailing east past the barrier ford,
I am surprised at the embankment’s name—just like my sister’s!
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Like a dream, I remember in the past I followed her around,
Thinking back as wind blows into my face, I am overcome with emotion.
17
In leisure, I roll up the bind and open the window,
With book in hand, I face the twilight in the breeze.
The world seems small when one takes a broad view,
Looking back, one recognizes the mistakes of the past and present.
Only when I practice meditation do I realize an undefiled mind,
Only when I copy sutras do I know there’s a crucial point in the brush.
When the myriad sounds quiet down, thoughts become tranquil,
The room moves pure shadows onto the screen.
18
When it comes, it’s hard to dispel, and it gets even harder to forget,
Secretly it follows me—in my mind, on my brows.
I am always mindful of repaying the great favor,
Hoping to realize my high aspirations, in vain I pursued them in dream.
When I study meditation, zither and books keep company with my pure shadow.
Gods and spirits know that I assist in governing with a humble and open mind.
Holding a mirror in hand, I am ashamed to see how my hair has grown silvery,
I cultivate the tong tree to mend the zither, watering it for new growth.
19
I want to inherit the osmanthus of Mount Yan,
But, wearing skirt and hairpin, my aspirations are in vain.
The line of wild geese reaches the clouds in order,
I hope to join in the destiny in the next life.
20
Why, I ask, when I was first given life
Was I made into a woman?
The Creator is not without heart,
But who could guess its inscrutability?
…
My son-in-law was blessed with boys,
But offspring at home were slow in coming.
My younger son lost his wife,
And sadly my youngest daughter became a widow.
…
A myriad bitterenesses and a thousand hardships,
Having tasted them all, I now come to ease and comfort.
Now counting from the very beginning,
I have gone through seventy years.
By imperial grace I am now favored with an invitation,
But I fear that precious time may be wasted for nothing.
I give my thinks to all of you poets,
Presenting words to express your sincere wishes.
I want to turn to the hoary sky
And in a long song speak about my past.
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158e.115 Excerpt from Chih louh kouch liang yuh tchi. Histoire géographique des seize royaumes; ouvrage
traduit du chinois pour la premiere fois et annoté par Abel Des Michels: “Préface de l’Auteur Chinois”\fn{by
Hong Liangji (1746-1809)} Changzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 2
Il est certain que l’histoire géographique des Seize riyaumes et celle des Tsín orientaux s’éclairent
mutuellement dans leur marche; mais s’il est malaisé d’écrire la seconde, il est plus difficile encore de composer
la première. D’où vient cela?
C’est que la durée de (chacune des séries des faits qu’elles) s’empruntent l’une à l’autre et par lesquels elles
peuvent Se contrôler mutuellement ne dépasse pas, tantôt quelques dizaines d’années, tantôt même seulement dix
et quelques.
Les tcheou et les kiún constitués successivement par Lieóuydo différaient beaucoup des territoires dont Lieôu-youen,
Lieôu-tsong et Chih-hoù fixèrent plus tard les limites, et surpassaient considérablement en étendue la principauté de
Siang. C’est ce qui explique comment Ydo-tch’âng put commencer ses entreprises alors qu’il était un simple gardien de
chevaux, comment la citadelle de Tch’ông-tchin suffit à tenir en échec le tcheou de Fang, et comment Heh-liên, avec les
dix mille partisans qu’il avait réunis, put jeter les fondements de sa puissance. C’est enfin pour cela que les noms des
kiún et des hién enlevés par tel ou tel chef varirènt avec ceux au pouvoir desquels se trouvaient les villes fortes, et que
les erreurs ont fourmillé, chaque auteur différant des autres. Si l’on voulait indiquer toutes les dissidences, il serait
difficile de faire la carte d’un seul. Voilà pour un premier point.
En second lieu, pour ce qui concerne les temps rapprochés de nous, le Chih-louh-kouoh-tch’un-ts’ieou de Ts’ouihông ne constituerait pas, en tant que faisant partie des compilations de l’époque des Ming, un contrôle suffisant.
D’un autre côté, ce qui se trouve rapporté dans le T’ai-p’ing-yù-làn, ainsi que les citations que l’on rencontre dans les
recueils des cartes de l’empire provient de vieux livres du temps jadis, se borne à bien peu de chose et présente bien
peu de connexité. Sur dix de ces livres, il n’en est cité que deux ou trois. D’autre part, les annales contemporaines du
Ts’ín-chou n’ont pas été soumises à un contrôle scrupuleux. Les documents sur lesquels on peut s’appuyer sont donc
en petit nombre.
En troisième lieu, parmi les livres classiques, les archives et les ouvrages de statistique qui traitent de l’histoire des
usurpateurs contemporains et qui ont paru sous les Soui et sous les T’ang se trouvent le livre de Tch’dng-k’iú-hán, en
dix k’iuén;\fn{Note de l’auteur: «Dans les anciens ouvrages publiés sous les T’ang on le donne comme portant le nom de Chouh-ly-chou
et comme étant composé de neuf k’iuén} le livre sur les Tcháo,\fn{Note de l’auteur: «Tchao-chih-ki, en vingt k’iuén, d’après les
mêmes livres } de T’ién-yông, en dix k’iuén; et le Eúlh-Chih-tchouén de Ouâng-t’oú en deux k’iuén.\fn{Notre de l’auteur:
«Dans les anciens livres des T’ang cet ouvrage est désigné sous le titre de Eulh-chih-ki, en vingt k’iuén, sans nom d’auteur.» } Il y a
encore «Les prétendus actes des deux Chih, en deux k’iuén;\fn{Notre de l’auteur: «Les anciens livres des T’ang les donnent
comme composes de six k’iuén } le livre des Yén, de Fán-henq, en vingt k’iuén; les annales des Yén du midi, de Tchangtsuen, en cinq k’iuén; un ouvrage du même nom, en six k’iuén, par Ouâng-king-hoei; le livre des Yén du midi, par le
professeur Yeôu-làn, en sept k’iuén; les mémoires sur les Yén, en dix k’iuén, par Kao-liû; le livre des Ts’in, de Hôtchóng-hi, en huit k’iuén; les mémoires historiques de Sih-hoéi-ming sur les Ts’in, en onze k’iuén; les annales des
Ts’in, par Yaô-hô-tu, en dix k’iuén; les mémoires sur les Liâng, par Tchang tse, en huit k’iuén;\fn{Note de l’auteur:
«Les anciens livres des T’ang dissent «dix» k’iuén } le livre des Liâng, de Lieôu-king, en dix k’iuén; les mémoires sur le Sihô, en deux k’iuén, par Chi-yú-kouei;\fn{Note de l’auteur: «Les anciens livres des T’ang l’appeilent par erreur Toan-kouei-long.»} les
mémoires sur les Lidng de Toán-kouei-lông, en dix k’iuén; le livre des Lidng de Kao-táo-jáng, en dix l’iun;
l’ouvrage du même nom, en dix k’iuén, de l’archiviste d’Etat Tsiù-k’iû; les annales des Lidng, en dix k’iuén, par
T’oh-pah, dont le petit nom est inconnu; les Récits authentiques en dix k’iuén, par Touen-hoâng de Lieóu-king;
les mémoires historiques sur les Hán et les Tcháo, en dix volumes, par Hô-pao; les deux k’iuén de l’histoire do
T’où-kouh-houén; les deux k’iuén de l’histoire des Tih et des Liâo; l’histoire abrégée de tous les royaumes, en
deux k’iuén; deux k’iuén d’annales publiées après les années Yóng-kia; (enfin) les mémoires biographiques sur
Touán-yeh, en un k’iuén. Au temps des Sóng du midi tous ces livres avaient déjà disparu l’un après l’autre, et les
recherches quo l’on aurait pu faire pour les rassembler fussent demeurées absolument infructuouses.
En quatrième lieu, alors quo l’on posséderait tout ce qui a par comme annexe, sons les Tsín et les Sóng, en fait de
documents, de mémoires et de chroniques, on trouverait encore, sur beaucoup de points, ces derniers ouvrages en
désaccord avec (la section) Tsai-kí (du Tsín-chou). C’st ainsi que dans les mémoires biographiques sur les Femmes
illustres, dans le Ts’ín-chou, Ouâng-kouàng-chí et Lieôu-tsong sont donnés comme des ts’é-chi du tcheou de Si-yâng;
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tandis que dans le Ts’íên Tchâo-louh et dans d’autres livres il n’est point fait mention do ce tcheou. Dans l’histoire de
Sang-yû il est dit que Chih-hoù remplissait les mêmes fonctions dans le tcheou do Ts’ing-tcheou, et que Lieoû-tching
pria Sang-yû d’accepter la charge de Tch’âng-chí et de gouverner le kiún de Tchouh-o. Or dans le Heóu-Tcháolouh et d’autres ouvrages, au contraire, l’on ne trouve rien qui indique l’existence d’un kiún de ce nom.
En cinquième lieu, il arrive encore que les appellations sont établies d’une façon contradictoire. C’est que, par
suite des insurrections et des pacifications (successives), la situation géographique ne restait pas la même. C’est
ainsi que Tch’âng-tsè est un nom qui paraît avoir été donné au kiún de Kién-hing à partir de l’epoque des Yén
occidentaux. Si Heh-liên a bâti la forteresse de Kouh-liuh, le pays s’est rangé de bonne heure sous la domination
des Ouéi postérieurs. Dans le tcheou de Yú, se trouvait une ville que (l’on donne à la fois comme) gouvernée par
les Tcháo de Ia famille Chiih et par les Tsín orientaux. Cheoú-tchouen est le même que Kiang-tso et Foû-ts’in.
Chacun a divisé le territoire suivant sa commodité personnelle.
En sixième lieu, il s’est trouvé des auteurs qui, suivant l’impulsion de leur propre désir, se sont efforcés d’ólargir
le sens de (certaines) denominations sans importance. En soumettant à un examen sévère, les cartes géographiques
de leur (temps), on y trouve beaucoup de choses qui sont contraires à la vérité des faits. On y lit, par exemple, que
les princes de la famille Chih créèrent pour une seule ville la dénomination de tcheou de Yâng, et que les Yén
antérieurs firent revivre le nom de la terre de King pour quelques districts qui en restaient. On sait que le HiáSóng-chi-chou indique comme limite de cette terre la montagne de Hêng-chan. De plus, en compulsant le cata logue que Tchang-hoâng a dressé des kiún qui existaient dans les princes de la famille Móu-yong, on y découvre
la dénomination de «Royaume de T’âng»! Je suis honteux (pour les auteurs) de semblables emprunts!
En septième lieu, et voici le comble! Il s’en trouve qui faisaient du midi le nord, et éliminaient l’ancien pour
mettre en évidence le nouveau. Les Heh-liên, du territoire de Chèn, firent le tcheou le King. Les K’ih-fouh firent du
K’iâng-tch’ouen le Yih-t’où; l’on imposa par force au royaume de Lâng-yê les appellations de Yeou et de Yén, et le
petit pays de Soh-tái reçut le nom pompeux de «Fief de Ts’in». Aussi, dans les temps récents, a-t-il été facile de faire des
confusions; et bientôt, sur chaque point, les détails explicatifs ont fait défaut.
En huitième lieu, (nous voyons) encore que Ouâng-mî, Ts’do-yi, Toán-p’ih-ti, Mouh-yông-yòng, les Tih, les Lido, Toányeh et d’autres ont tous fondé des capitales, divisé ou réuni des kiún et des districts. Quoiqu’on n’ait pas écrit là-dessus des
mémoires spéciaux, on l’a du moins consigné dans des livres annexes. Si l’on ne mettait pas en évidence les points
importants en rognant ce qui est trop diffus, on aurait lieu de craindre de paraître ennuyeux à tout le monde.
En neuvième lieu, dans les régions de Yèn, de Yú, de Ts’ing et de Sieû se trouvaient beaucoup de territoires inoccupés.
Puisqu’ils ne relevaient d’aucun de ces pays et n’appartenaient pas davantage aux régions de la gauche du Kiang, il faut
admettre qu’on aura mis au rang des territoires ben définis ces prétendus kiún et districts, dont les noms, dépourvus de réalité (au
point de vue administratif), n’avaient subsisté que grace à quelque bataille que chacun d’eux avait servi à désigner. Comme il
n’y avait déjà plus de registres de population où l’on pût chercher des renseignements, on a regardé ces pays comme des fiefs
transitoires. J’ajouterai que les montagnes et les fleuves, immuables pourtant de leur nature, out été supprimés ou laissés sans
qu’on pût leur assigner leur véritable place, ce qui augmente encore la difficulté.
En dixième lieu enfin, l’on pourrait bien tirer des matériaux de la collection qui a été, dit-on, formée sous les Ouéi avec
les écrits de Ly-tâo-youên, Lih-ki-foù, Loh-chî et autres. Cependant Ling-tchang et Lih-tóu varient sur les lieux dont ils
parlent; Liâng,-mâ et Ming-t’aî diffèrent sur les qualifications qu’ils énoncent. Le camp retranché de Yih-hoh, de grande
importance sons les Ouéi, fait tout d’abord, dans les chroniques des Ts’ín, l’objet d’une divergence. On craint aussi que
Chih-kia n’ait placé, par erreur, dans le Siang-kouoh le palais do T’aí-où.
En l’année Yih-ssè je me trouvais à K’ai-fong. Logé au pavilion do Tsieh-leôu, je me reposais des fatigues de la vie publique. Comme j’avais beaucoup de loisirs, je réunis pêle-mêle les matériaux contradictoires que me fournissaient divers
ouvrages, ainsi que la description géographique complète de l’empire sous les Tsín orientaux, laquelle consiste en un
nombre assez restreint de volumes. Les livres annexes, descriptions de montagnes, fleuves; palais, pavilions, peuvent ètre
classés sous le titre collectif de «Mémoires sur diverses matières», concernant ces princes. Pour le surplus, comme par
exemple, le peu qui est resté des ouvrages de Tiên-yông de Touán-kouei-lòng et autres, je les ai copiés successivement et
fait entrer en entier dans le présent travail. Si cela n’augmente pas le nombre des documents, cela servira du moins à sauver
d’anciens vestiges de l’oubli.
C’est le cinquième jour après la fête du milieu de l’automne que je composai cette préface. Quatorze ans après, dans
l’année Oú-où, j’ai fait graver l’ouvrage à l’hôtel imperial.
1749
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267.140 1. Zhegu tian 2. Man jiang hong 3. Lament For The Brilliant Consort Wang Zhaojun 4. Inscribed On A
Painting of Su Wu Tending Sheep 5. Chanted With Feeling On A Moonlit Night 6. Spring, 1796: My Son Attended Me
On A Northern Trip To The Hot Springs 7. Prompted By Thoughts Of The Elderly Mrs. Zhuang 8. In The Fourth
Month Of 1802: Written With Joy On Hearing Of My Son Ling’s Success In The Southern Palace\fn{Two of four verses}
9. Feelings On A Spring Day 10. Sent To My Elder Cousin Guanbai In Early Summer 11. Sad Feelings On A Spring
Day 12. Idle Chant On An Autumn Evening: Twelve Poems\fn{by Wang Yun aka Songping (1749-1819)} Chang’an (Xi’an),
Shaanxi Province, China (F) 4
1
Buried deep in the boudoir for more than a decade,
I can earn neither honor nor immortality.
In my studies, I always envied Ban Chao’s determination,
And raised my glass, reciting the verses of Li Bo.
*
I harbor a bold spirit
Ready to soar the skies,
But the achievements of Mulan and Chonggu are not in my lot.
Nor am I destined for the Jade Hall and Golden Steed.
I prefer to unfold my heart’s desires in dreams.
2
Perplexed, I call on heaven.
I call, but no response; only endless desolation.
I bemoan injustice; capricious fate
Purposely gave rise to imperfection.
That painted beauties should fade and drift
Is a past and present regret.
That great talents grow old
Is cause for a myriad autumns’ resentment.
I query heaven and earth:
Whom may I ask to hone my heart’s sword and stem this sorrow?
*
Discourse on affairs:
Seek fair judgment.
Rest content in fate:
Gain public repute.
I mourn that the Heyang commander’s hair has grayed,
And that the reclusive marquis suffers from kidney pains.
The millet dream merely gave the illusion of fortune;
A fool’s essays strive to overturn the existing order.
I wipe my tears on an unadorned sleeve;
Alas! I write in the air day after day,
And give private voice to my sorrow.
3
The wind sweeps harshly across the Purple Terrace, the goose’s cry is sad;
She has left her country, departed from her family, and lost her freedom.
But deep in the night, when the moon illumines her yurt,
Its pure light is no different from the Han palace in autumn.
4
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With staff and signs of office, leave the palace behind;
Treat life lightly, take off for the border.
He thinks only of the importance of his mission;
How could he fear trouble at the barbarian’s court?
Such heroic ambition rises as pure and high as the clouds;
When you have ice-like fortitude, living on snow is easy.
Pass the years with only a herd of sheep;
Speak of bitterest hardship only with homeless ghosts.
Integrity as strong and pure as the icy wind,
And a heart as bright as the white winter sun.
Orphaned by all—yet who can paint his loyalty?
For a thousand ages all view him with praise.
5
With bamboo blinds quietly raised and hooked,
I face a moon as bright as a mirror.
The cool breeze blows through the courtyard bamboo,
Disturbing the nests of sleeping birds.
On the deep green moss I pace to and fro;
All the world’s sounds are silent.
A hundred times turning, I recount this life
And deeply lament my era and my fate.
*
Desperate grief is like tangled silk;
Feelings of woe come on like an old sickness.
Again and again my breast feels torn apart;
Bowels all withered, tears of blood all drained.
*
How did my happiness and good fortune get broken
By my crane-like ambition and monkey-like inquisitiveness?
I ask the earth, it gives me no answer;
And I call to Heaven but get no reply.
*
How can I find a branch of the willow
With which to wash these floating clouds clean?
The phoenix could then face the sun and sing
While springtime colors shine forth again.
6
My feathers have not stretched out these forty years;
How could I have expected to see again the old hot springs?
Flowers’ brightness surrounds the road, adding to the color of the trip;
Birds call in welcome to our cart and talk about our former ties.
My white hair streams in the wind, I am already old,
But the green mountains, layer upon layer, are scenic as before.
I cannot bear to turn around and view the setting sun,
On observing the evening mist, what a feeling of final separation!
7
Feather-like leaves drift down in the humming breeze of autumn;
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Who in the world laments the poverty of Ruan Ji?
How dare I not play the tune of “flowing waters” before you?
In the women’s quarters, to see another Yuanlong of Han!
8
I’ve known every kind of trouble for thirty wind-tossed springs,
Today we turn around to find our sufferings repealed.
How could I have known the golden register of the heavenly court
Would name one of our family to receive the splendid silks?
*
Through a hundred kinds of hardship you traveled to Peking,
For a fifth try in the soul-breaking spring examination hall.
Today you are honored in the Jade and Gold Horse Halls,
Now we see the infallible judgment of Heaven’s Way.
9
With a snap of the fingers comes springtime radiance,
It arrives early again—Qingming Festival is here.
I stare in vain: Willows stretch out, peach blossoms burst,
Spring’s cast wind sets in.
As my grief piles up, how can I appreciate the beauty of the flowers?
My ashen heart finds even the oriole’s voice drab.
Worse yet, I cannot bear to sit in careful deliberation;
A thousand knots inside.
This troubled state
The karma of an earlier life;
Endless plaint—
To whom can these be told?
Why has the undaunted spirit of yesteryear,
Vanished like clouds and mist?
Jingwei cannot fill the vast deep blue sea,
Nor can Nu Wa repair blue Heaven’s imperfection.
In the vast universe, to whom can I unburden my pained heart?
To the bright evening moon.
10
In the deep deep inner courtyard
Last night’s rains have stopped.
The last flowers are fallen and scattered,
Green shade is dense.
Passionate swallows circle round the window screen hook,
They don’t mind poverty,
But stay here for their old friend.
*
With whom can I share my idle sorrow?
To pity from afar the traveler who suffers just as I do
Compounds my anxieties.
Throughout the vast, vast universe
With whom, at last, can I communicate?
My fate and my talent,
Why so locked in mutual hate?
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11
Fragrant green grasses fill the stream;
But when I look, all I feel inside is sadness.
So much sorrow, so many illnesses, I dread the spring.
Peach and plum know not the human realm’s permutations,
And compete as always in beauty.
*
Life and death: sin’s retribution;
Brokenhearted years on end.
Ceaseless weeping, red tears fill the flowerbed.
In Heaven or in Hades, where are you?
This sorrow goes on and on.
12
Autumn colors all faded away;
Yellow petals haggard and worn in the idle garden twilight.
I try to roll up the bamboo screen;
A leaf falling, wind cuts like a knife.
*
I want to strum the lute
But grieve that the one who knows the tune is so far away.
I ceaselessly contemplate
Half a lifetime’s gratitudes and resentments.
But alas, I find my heart caught in a thousand knots.
1751

267.193 1. Sent To My Husband 2. Excerpt from the long biographical introduction to chapter 65 of Karmic Bonds Of
Reincarnation\fn{by Chen Duansheng (1751-1796?)} Qiantang (Hangzhou), Zhejiang Province, China (F) 2
1
I scratch my head, clouds extend in the sky to the vast wasteland.
“The one I miss”?—autumn waters flood on boundlessly.
So pitiable, so far away, for years seen only in dreams;
Over and again he breaks my deeply sequestered and tortured heart.
In housework dare I not maintain the wifely way?
With reed and pill I continue our tradition of learning.
Filial daughter, loving parent, I have no shortcomings there,
As I can still bear to report with these few lines.
*
As the pen is dipped in ink, I lose my presence of mind;
The first word barely formed, tears fall in long strands.
Tears dry away, but their traces remain forever,
Too many words too hard to send turn into no words at all.
Ten years of parting sorrow, this spring silkworm now old;
Ten thousand li of wandering grief, word from the border delayed.
I close the tiny window, all inside are quiet and still.
The lamp smoke fades away, cold and desolate, ah! who comprehends?
2
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I scratch my head and call out to Heaven, wishing to ask Heaven,
Ask Heaven whether the Way of Heaven can be turned around!
Having tasted to the full all the bitter sufferings of this world,
I recall the days of my earliest youth in the inner chambers:
We sisters shared a couch as we listened to the night rain,
And our parents assigned us rhymes and taught us poetry.
From across the wall, red apricot petals drifted over the clean snow,
And shading our benches, the tall scholar-trees were wrapped in mist.
Tired from our embroidery, at noon we continued to lay out the threads,
And when we had tasted the springtime tea, we added some more water.
We lived quite close to the Eastern Ocean, always threatened by floods,
Living on Penglai’s fairy isle, we believed we’d turn into immortals!
Thousands upon thousands of towers and terraces took form in the sky,
And beyond the island, two or three sails and masts were hung up aloft.
I accompanied my father to his official post and there I grew up,
My parents lavished their love on me, they loved me far too much!
My talents couldn’t compete with “willow floss tossed by the wind,”
And I could not live up to “In a Bowl,” or “Pepper Blossom.”
Still, in my ignorance I dared take a peep at the affairs of the past:
With brush in hand, I wrote Karmic Bonds of Reincarnation for fun.
I knew too well that the cloud had no intention to leave the peak,
But still I gazed at the beautiful moon in front of the window.
I wrote some chapters
On separation and reunion, sadness and joy, and miraculous meetings,
I wrote some chapters
On loyalty and treason by high and low in the midst of great danger,
On noble men and chaste wives, wishing to repay the favors shown,
On determination only strengthened by separation in death or in life.
My dear mother was amused and often offered her suggestions,
As her silly child continued to spin out her fantasies further and further.
But once my mother started to waste away,
I had to put aside my scented books and shining brush.
At that point Li Mingtang’s shoes had been taken off and her feet inspected,
But the marriage settled by the shooting match had not yet been consummated.
When I lost my mother in the thirty-fifth year, it was the first month of autumn;
When we returned to the south in the thirty-sixth year, it was the early summer.
On the boat home I wondered whether I should revise the text,
Then in the leisure of the inner chamber I prepared to rewrite it.
But soon I came to the realization of the emptiness of existence,
And once home, alas, I found myself taken up by worldly duties.
Fortunately my parents-in-law took pity on my weak person,
And to my joy, my husband was a champion amongst scholars.
By the light of the lamp we studied together and boiled water for tea,
Making a mark on the candle we wrote poems and laughter abounded.
With the joyous harmony of a brocade zither, our hearts were united,
And soon a bright pearl dangled from my palm.\fn{A daughter was born}
Enjoying our good fortune, our comfort and joy was extraordinary,
But then he was caught in the fetters of profit, the snares of fame.
Once a string on a zither has snapped, it is broken forever;
The half of a broken mirror can never be made round again:
A migrating goose, far from the flock, in the setting sun,
A man of sorrow, far from home, stuck beyond the border.
From that moment on, my heart was hurt, my soul was lost,

70

And for all these years, my torn innards have been seething.
My desire to repay my husband’s favors remains unfulfilled,
My determination to care for our children grows only stronger.
I sit inside a wall of sorrow, frozen are my tears of blood,
When my spirit travels the thousand miles, it is blocked by storms.
Ever since this marriage was determined as if by a shooting match,
These past few years all its pleasures have been crushed to pieces.
Could it possibly have been an omen of our fate today
That long ago I called this work Karmic Bonds of Reincarnation?
During the day, my face in the mirror always provides the proof,
“Following daybreak, an orphaned star” truly does apply to me.
As it happens, my book has enjoyed a reputation for a time,
And has found its way throughout the province of Zhejiang.
As ridiculous as this light diversion from my youth may be,
It still far surpasses
My serious writings of adversity that are not worth a cent.
My friends of the inner chambers have often voiced their admiration,
My elders in their screened halls have all let themselves be amused.
They’ve buzzed about my ears, urging me to complete the book,
As they all longed to see
The star-crossed lovers, that perfect couple, brought together at last:
“Huangfu Shaohua must be matched with his beautiful bride,
Minister Li Mingtang must finally consummate her marriage!
As you have played the role of matchmaker on their behalf,
You should not play the Son of Heaven and keep them apart!”
The Creator should not blame me for this state of affairs,
I am only
A woman with a broken heart grieving over her lonely life.
I’ve revised my old drafts and added some new ones,
And after revising the longer work, I’ve written a short sequel.
It is now the second month of spring of the forty-ninth year,
And by my window I again work on Karmic Bonds of Reincarnation.
All the endless affairs of the last twelve years
Have passed in a tipsy dream of Li Mingtang
1752

269.69 1. Narrated In Jest 2. Imitating The Jade Terrace Style 3. Written On The Spur Of The Moment 4. Early
Autumn Sitting At Night Reading 5. Writing Characters 6. Recording Events On A Winter’s Night 7. Playful
Poem On Springtime Hills 8. Playfully On Taking A Bath 9. Playfully On The Bound Feet 10. Spring Day 11.
Learning Calligraphy 12. In Reply To A Neighbor Girl\fn{by Shen Cai (1752- )} Wuxing District, Huzhou
Prefecture, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 2
1
Charming and small at thirteen, not knowing names,
Learning to make dividing lines, I couldn’t quite write.
But then I paid respects to a good teacher—the principal wife,
Opening the classics, I became a young female scholar.
*
Ten li of spring breeze brightens the Brocade River,
A female zhuangyuan, the top candidate on the examination list.
Among examples of pupils in the pqaternal hall of instruction,
The Lord of the East should agree to my being a student.
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*
Dare you hope to go from dullness to high ranks?
In learning characters you must at least remember your names.
The rod is imposingly placed next to knife and ruler,
In giving the children lessons, I’ve now become the female master.
2
Delicate and pretty, a maiden at fifteen,
Bright, bright, inside the deep chamber.
The moon reflects on her lightly penciled brows,
The wind blows on her moist fragrant mouth.
Red beans are from the tree of longing,
Its blossoms open in the long autumn days.
Concerned how she’s thinned under the sash,
She dares not embroider mandarin ducks.
3
I’ve thrown away needle and thread to relax all day,
The trellis of red wisteria has hidden the floral latch.
Tired of listening to the babbling of village ditties,
I taught the little maid the lyrics of my new songs.
4
In the delicate cool I love to read the Zhuangzi,
At the low desk on my bed, reflections on the green gauze—
The moon has set past the pavilion—I realize I’ve sat long,
Even the jasmine flower on my hair has already bloomed!
5
On the cold paired fish inkstone it soaked up the clear wave,
I licked on the fine brush, lightly moistened with ink.
But I was watched by the maid, giggling on the side—
Cherry lips suddenly dotted with purple grapes.
6
Outside the thin curtain lingering snow, we discussed poetry together,
Never believing there’s separation in the human world.
In dream suddenly I chanted verses of heartbreak,
Under the plum blossom canopy this was known by spring.
*
On pillows designed with mandarin ducks, calls of “little darling,”
As songwriters of love we truly have passion.
We sing again the melody of Fish Playing in Spring Water,
Keeping the perfumer lit and candles trimmed until dawn.
7
Beyond the tips of apricot trees two jade peaks,
Thin clouds bind across and the green mist is layered.
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If you want to see the whole body of the delicate hills,
You should ask Third Master to untie the breast covers.
8
Delicate hands try the orchid fragrance water.
Rouge blended with perspiration, I remove my light makeup.
Thinking that this is a place where no man can reach,
But take precaution:
The parrot might peep and blurt out this and that.
*
Silken rain moistens the moving light,
In thick flora mist a swooning begonia.
Only red lotuses emerge aslant from the water—
A pair of
Snowy lotus roots, two fragrant petals on the tips of a branch.
9
How ridiculous!
To bend the long jade bows.
So tightly bound they grow an underside like a crab.
Spread out those delicate toes in a row—they’re not as good as ginger root.
What flavor are they? I ask you, young lover.
*
Girl on the lake
Her white feet envied by the fish.
Crisp and smooth like scallops whose shells were just cast off.
Delicate as lotus shoots with their points first pulled out.
After all they are prettier in comparison.
10
Having just finished my toilette,
I sit leisurely beneath the red reflections of the begonia.
I open the case inlaid with jasper,
With orchid breath I hum as I read the Odes.
*
For no reason my mood is touched—
Willows like a curtain, the orioles speak to me.
I want to write sp[ring lyrics:
But not to be ridiculed I take precaution not to let the main wife know.
11
The ivory tube lightly dabbed in the ink cloud,
On a cold day I tried to copy Yang Xin’s style,
Before completing it, my hand slipped, the pointed brush fell,
Soiling my skirt of butterflies in gold appliqué.
12
I intone when the moon is facing the window,
Recite softly when the sun is at high noon.

73

The girl next door said to me:
“Reading books is to make oneself suffer in vain.”
I thank my neighbor for her words,
But my heart will always look to antiquity.
It’s like the bees making honey,
My life chiefly depends on it.
A thousand cases of books will surpass a hundred city walls,
The myriad affairs will seem lighter than a feather.
I just wish that it will always be like this
Even in my next life I still want to be an old woman.
1753

262.122 1. Since You Went Away 2. Written In The Mountains 3. Written In Response To Wei-yin’s Rhymes:
Three Poems\fn{by Wang Ts’ai-wei (1753-1776)} Wu-chin, Kiangsu Province, China (F) 1
1
Since you went away,
Both of us have grown thin, unrecognizable.
My heart flames like flowing cinnabar;
How could I hold it, offer it up to you?
2
How blurred and misty are the pines in the evening!
The moon is too small to take off.
I know someone is holding the zither;
Moonlight falls at the bottom of a green curtain.
Dewy air brightens the curving precipice,
The flowers’ radiance glows in the empty night.
Everywhere are the sounds of white clouds;
The splashing waterfall tumbles down behind a veil of mist.
3.
Shrilly, the returning geese warn of the season’s passing;
In an inn even my thoughts of home tarry.
My dream enters the dawn clouds in flight,
Everywhere it is green, to the very edge of the world;
I fail to recognize the willow at the gate.
*
Beneath the dewy shadows of peach trees, I’m no longer the same;
Spring, too, should find it hard to endure.
Wind and sun, then it’s Ch’ing-ming time again:
Alone I face withered petals of red,
Solitary hangs the curtain all day long.
1755

267.195 1. 1. Tingqiuguan guizhong tongren ji: “The Preface” 2. Climbing The Highest Peak Of Maoshan 3. Resting
At White Cloud Cloister After Climabing Mt. Tianping 4. Mocking Myself 5. Records Of Dreams, Eight
Poems,\fn{Only two are reproduced} With A Preface 6. Enjoing The Cool On A Summer Night 7. An Inscription For My
Painting Of “Teaching Girls By The Autumn Lamp” 8. My Servant Girl Wenqin Married A Certain Man. When A Year
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Later, I Heard That The First Wife Kept Her Imprisoned And Treated Her Most Cruelly, I Used My Money To Buy Her
Back. I Then Wrote The Following Two Poems To Show Her 9. Passing By My Old House In Yangzhou, Two Poems
10. Visiting Master Yuan Mei In His Sui Garden, Two Poems\fn{Only the second one is reproduced} 11. “Song Of The Large
Mirror”; Written At Master Jianzhai’s Command\fn{by Luo Qilan (1755-1813)} Jurong, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 5
1
It is more difficult for a woman poet to attain to the perfection of her crqaft than it is for a man. It is also more
difficult for her name to become known than that of a male talent. Why is this so?
Confined to their boudoir, Chinese women are extremely limited in experience. They have no friends for
discussion whereby to open up their sensibilities, no mountains and rivers to visit and behold whereby to fructify
their literary propensity. Unless they have a father or an elder brother to teach them about the origin of different
schools of literature or to point out for them what is real and what is specious, they cannot really complete their
education. Then, after they are married, when they must take over household chores, serve their husband's
siblings, and tend to such trivialities as the supply of salt and rice, they often find no time for poetry.
Men of talent, on the other hand, pass examinations and win honors, vie with one another in the literary world,
and see their circle of friends widening by the day. Besides, with high-ranking ministers and celebrated officials
of the time following and praising them, their reputation becomes yet more prominent and dazzling For the
talented woman lucky enough to be married to a discerning literary man, the latter—writing paired verses with his
spouse—will undoubtedly cherish and circulate her poems so that they will not end in perdition. But a woman
married to the wrong fellow, one who does not understand what the humming of verse is about, may find her
manuscript used to cover a jar of sour pickles! The transmission of poems by women—how extremely difficult it
is!
Moreover, these difficulties show up in different ways. In my case, I learned poetry from my late father and
before the age of fifteen understood all the rules of prosody. After I grew up, I was married into the Gong family.
When the family’s fortunes declined, my husband and I gave up verse-writing and worried about making ends
meet. Subsequently, struggling as a widow to keep my family going, I moved from my residence in Yangzhou to
Dantu where I rented a house west of the city. It was an old house with just a few rooms, where I gave lessons to
my daughter under an autumn lamp, and exerted my brush and ink in lieu of raising silkworms and weaving— the
normal sources of income for poor households.
Later, as more and more people sought my paintings or poems, some of those who saw my poems doubted their
authenticity, pronouncing that my Tingqiuxuan gao consisted only of plagiarized verse. I am by nature uncouth and
bold; to say that I cannot write well-crafted poetry is something I can admit to in shame, but to say I am incapable of
writing verse is something to which I resolutely object. Now and then I would leave the house and meet with
celebrated men of letters north and south of the Yangzi River, with whom I would compete in poetry contests in order to
disprove the unjust charge of plagiarism and to stop the mouths of ignorant people. I became a student of Master Suiyuan,
Master Lanquan, and Master Menglou. To all of them I would submit my past work for instruction and from all I would
receive words of mild praise.
Those who rely on hearsay rather than seeing for themselves might dare to doubt me, but they dared not doubt the words
of these three scholars. Thus all the doubters were silenced.
But then my conduct became a target of criticism! People now maintain it is inappropriate for women to write poetry.
My friendship with these three scholars is especially condemned as morally opprobrious. But, as I think about it, over
half of the three hundred poems in the Book of Odes came from the hands of women: Ge tan and Juan er were written
by queens and imperial concubines; Cai fan and Cai pin were written by women on behalf of court ladies; while Ji ming
and Mei dan were written by wives of officials. If the great sage ever felt rigidly bound by the principle that words
spoken inside a chamber must stay indoors, those lyrics would have been excised long ago and become lost. Why then
are they still kept in the canon today?
Besides, Masters Suiyuan, Lanquan, and Menglou all belong to the venerated generation of elders, and their
reputation is the equal of that of those respected members of the Luo Society. Anyone in the empire who knows
anything about poetry looks up to them as to Mount Tai or the polar star. A hundred generations hence, I daresay, there
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will still be those who hear of their talent and look up to them. That I could be nurtured within their circle and receive
advice and instruction from them is the blessing of my life. To say that I should not become their disciple and exchange
verses with them is to say that women should not pay homage to Mount Tai or look up to the polar star. Anyone who
holds such a view should be laughing at himself.
Those who know nothing of others’ talent but choose to doubt it are biased; those who know of it but still disparage it
are spiteful. Neither bias nor spite is the proper motive of a pure and honest Confucian gentleman. I am already forty-two
years old; having recently been studying Buddhist sutras, my mind has turned to the Vacuous and the Void. And I have
written a “Guide for Returning to the Dao” for my own benefit. Neither praise nor aspersions matter much to me any
more. I only regret that in my younger days I was too fond of fame and must inadvertently have made myself a subject of
ridicule. But old habits are hard to break. Whenever the cool moonlight filters in through the bamboo curtain or when
incense is lit and I sit in silence, I still recall and relish those poems which other women poets far and near sent me in
our exchanges from time to time. Each recitation would bring back to me their deep feelings and the goodwill beyond
the words, as if I were in their presence.
I have therefore collected and edited these verses and submitted them to a publisher. Let the derisive know that
there is no lack of talent among women; it is only that transmission of their work is twice as difficult as it is for
men. Those who belittle others henceforth need not overreact because of having seen little! In editing this
anthology, I bemoan my fate as being less fortunate than my peers, but also count myself as lucky in gaining fame
from my being placed after them.
2
I had heard that the three peaks of Maoshan
Rise dimly discernible beyond the clouds,
And that the middle peak soars even higher,
And reaches straight to the blue empyrean.
Having been born injuqu, day and night
I would gaze up at their luxurious woods.
Alas! Hampered as I was by my woman's scarf,
It was impossible to tread that holy ground.
But this spring my women friends and I
Lit incense, abstained from eating meat,
And set a date to make the pilgrimage:
Finally my wish was to be fulfilled!
The first leg of the journey was a winding road,
But reaching the summit, the view was vast and wide.
Looking up, you could touch the stars and planets,
Looking down, you could see only a hazy mist.
The distapt trees as level as a field of grass,
The passinclouds hanging down like parasols.
Before, I was a bird locked up in its cage,
But now I was a boat leaving the Gorges!
People are all enmeshed in worldly matters,
Wherever they go, they meet with obstacles.
The worthy and the wise are equally fettered,
Not to mention we who are women in skirts.
I have a karmic bond with the immortals,
Who wait for me on their famous mountains.
Eventually I’ll bid farewell to this world,
And live on ambrosia until the end of time!
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3
When you are in the clouds, you can no longer see the clouds:
At the start of the climb, you forget how scorching is the sun.
When you turn to look at the road by which you have come,
You hear nothing but the sound of the spring behind the trees.
4
When I was young, by nature I loved the rough and honest,
So much so that people would call me a man among women.
If I just donned a helmet, they said, and served on the border,
A portrait of me would be painted for the gallery of heroes!
5
When I was very young, I often had strange dreams, although when I woke up I would remember only half of them.
The ancients said:
“Dreams may indicate either omens or desires.”
My dreams mostly concerned things that I could not even begin to wish for—to call them omens would be even
more ridiculous. Once, on a day of leisure I turned those dreams I could still remember into poems in order to record
them. I am a foolish person recounting my dreams and can only smile at myself.
iii
In my dream, I was a student dressed in blue,
The talented were summoned: I took the exams!
After a long journey in a speeding state carriage,
I showed off my brilliance in the literary battles.
In the palace offices I changed my gown to green,
At Heaven’s gate my name was displayed in gold.
Riding on horseback, I inspected all the flowers,
A score of miles darkened by fragrance and dust!
vii
In my dream I headed the imperial troops,
Gripping our lances we cleared the dust.
The troops seemed to descend like a flash,
The formation was one of birds and snakes.
At the border I displayed my heroic tactics,
On the dome of the sky I wrote my ambitions.
Until suddenly I awoke at the sound of a bell,
To find myself still wearing three-inch shoes.\fn{The ideal length of bound feet was said to be three inches}
6
The windows open all around, the small courtyard empty:
The round fan lightly stirs up the wind under the bamboo.
But I am very much afraid tomorrow it will be even hotter:
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This is the first time the moon has shone like a wheel of fire!
7
South of the Yangzi trees shed their leaves, geese prepare to leave,
And the hazy light of the moon shines through the window gauze.
In the old house, one half of the room is lit up by the single lamp,
As deep into the night, I teach the girls how to read their books.
8
For over twelve years, you mixed my powder and scented my clothes,
So when all of a sudden you had to leave me, I was deeply grieved.
Who’d have known that you would be like a swallow in the eaves,
And that after a year you would return back to your mistress of old?
*
Your old clothes still perfectly fit your tiny figure,
At dawn you again wait on me as I make my toilette.
From now on you should put aside any thought of dusty bonds,
And spend your days in this boudoir embroidering Buddhas.
9
I moor the boat and return again to the city of green willows,
The gate and lane so desolate, changed in the blink of an eye!
Then I meet an old neighbor who should still recognize me:
Over the wall she’d have heard us reading our books out loud.
*
Here I once turned my boudoir into a poetry salon,
Each day we would recite linked couplets till dawn.
Since we wrote these lines on the wall—twelve years!
I wipe away the dust mixed with tears to have a look.
10
In the women’s quarters I had heard his name for twenty years,
But only today was I allowed to personally make his acquaintance.
He was quick to ask my style name in front of his study window,
But I had only new poems to offer in lieu of a disciple’s gifts.
11
The mirror is eight feet long and just as wide. Provincial Administration Commissioner Zhang Songyuan had
bought it in Canton and when the Master of Sui Garden visited Hangzhou and saw it, he immediately fell in love with
it. The Commissioner then gifted it to the Master, who was overjoyed. He brought it back with him to Sui Garden
where, after putting it on display in his Xiaocang Mountain Study, he ordered all his disciples to write a poem about it.
Commissioner Songyuan possessed a large mirror,
Measuring eight feet square and as pellucid as snow.
When the Master of Sui Garden visited Hangzhou,
He developed a pure interest in it as soon as he saw it.
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*
The Commissioner prized friendship above objects,
And so very generously gave it to him to take home.
The largest of junks was needed to transport this “cold soul,”
Dragons were startled by the lustrously rippling ocean waves.
*
On his return he displayed it in his spacious courtyard,
As in the Six Month the rustling autumn winds arose:
Luminous and clear as if cleansed by the waters of the Yangzi,
Its resplendent light causes one to forget the bronzes of the Qin.
*
The wooded valley of the Sui Garden is serene and secluded,
But, invited into the mirror, the landscape entered the house—
Fine flowers, now hidden, now visible: a myriad layers of spring,
Distant peaks, just barely discernible: a thousand points of green.
*
In addition, he lit up hundreds upon hundreds of lamps of glass;
Their transparent glow shone everywhere, raising high the spirits.
The Milky Way soundlessly dropped down all of its stars,
And the people below felt as if they’d gone up to the moon.
*
The mirror of the Master’s mind illuminates eternity,
The radiance of its precious flames there for all to see.
The Master’s disciples all have exceptional talents,
When brushes are in hand, multicolored silks emerge.
*
The river’s water reflects the sky and the moon fills the tower,
The icy vase is bright and clear and marks the start of autumn.
Now take the images of every mountain and river in the world,
And gather them all in this one mirror of perfect intelligence!
1756

267.200 1. Pine Tree 2. A Spring Day: Living In Seclusion 3. Late Autumn Afternoon 4. Winter Day: An
Impromptu Verse 5. Reading 6. Pillow Talk With Younger Sister In The Quiet Mountains 7. Introduction And Two
Quatrains to Chants Of Shame And Remorse 8. Early Spring: An Impromptu Description Of The Secluded Life 9.
Three Poems Written During Her Married Life 10. A Poem Delivered To Her Uncle, Peng Shaosheng, By Her
Spirit, In 1784\fn{by Tan Shan aka Qingyu (1756-1780)} Changzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 3
1
A cold wind whistles through the myriad ravines,
A new moon hovers over the eastern mountains.
Stem and majestic, its trunk supports the heavens;
Lush and gleaming, its form rises from the earth.
Not priding itself on its integrity of the superior man,
Yet it willingly accepted the title of grandee.
It is because of the scraggly trees all around it
That the green of its gnarled branches seems deeper.
2
The small courtyard is filled with a perfect stillness:
I lean on the railing where fragrant grasses cluster.
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In the spring breeze, a few homing swallows;
In the setting sun, a lone crowing rooster.
Bamboo colors north of the bamboo window;
Flower fragrances west of the flowerbeds.
Who is there who lives as leisurely as do I?
The fisherman angling in the creek beyond.
3
On Su terrace frost is cold as the geese head south,
Yellow chrysanthemums turn into evening fragrances.
Late afternoon ram: idly listening to the flute in the jade tower;
Autumn breezes: lazily cutting out cloth with golden scissors.
Courtyard scholartrees of drooping green sough and sigh,
Butterfly wings extending their yellow flit gaily about.
This is the purest and freshest time of the entire year:
Rivers full, mountains bare, white clouds here and there.
4
It is early winter: I lay aside my needlework,
And huddle by the stove idly intoning verses.
Pine seeds fall onto my cold inkstone,
Plum blossoms cover up my old zither.
As dirt and dust dissolve worldly affairs,
So by ice and snow my heart is purified.
I ask those who would plunge into Chan:
Where is the true Chan to be found?
5
On the empty mountain the fallen leaves lie deep,
The returning afternoon light enters through the pines.
You may ask why I am brushing off this boulder?
That I may sit to read and amuse myself a while.
There is a special feeling to this place,
Every day splendid in a different way.
Turning to look, I freeze in my tracks,
As the mountain peak spits out a new moon.
6
Deep in seclusion we share the spring chill,
As I trim the lamp so as to speak with you.
During our life between heaven and earth
How does one distinguish between foolish and cunning?
The foolish are always peaceful and contented,
While the cunning are caught up in their worries.
But the Great Way is impartial from the start,
And the white clouds are carefree by nature.
Lost in silence, we've both "forgotten words,112
The human realm is different from the pure.
A solitary dog barks in the middle of the night—
Bramble gate shut against the wind and the snow.
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7
During the long summers of leisure, I often thought about my life experience, and in particular, I looked deep in my
heart and asked myself:
“What kind of person do you wish to become?”
Now it happens that, being a woman and lacking the wherewithal to rescue body and mind, I find myself still floating
along in birth and death and have no way of knowing where my future lies. A truly perilous position to be in! Fortunately,
however, I still have enough left of my True Mind to know something of shame.
Whenever I find my thoughts inspired by some situation, I express my feelings in verse, and so I have written a number
of seven-syllable quatrains. The Buddhist sutras say that those who know no remorse are indistinguishable from birds and
beasts; the Daoist texts say that one should always keep this shame in mind; and Confucius says that “only he who, in his
conduct of himself, maintains a sense of shame [is worthy of being called a superior man].” This is exactly what I mean
when I speak of “shame.”
All these sages of the Three Teachings, in liberating both themselves and others, based themselves exclusively on this
sense of shame. Common people neglect it, but superior people retain it: in fact, this is what distinguishes the two. Writing
has its limits, but shame has none. It is for this reason that I have entitled this series Chants of Shame and Remorse.
*
I am ashamed for not having cultivated virtue in my last life,
Which is why I was given this body with its five obstacles.
Still, I was fortunate to have been given a human body at all,
So why should I complain that it is only a female one?
*
Mahaprajapati Gotami made a vast and limitless vow
To save every last woman in this world of Jambudvipa.
I am ashamed that the karmic obstacles from lives past
Have deprived me of Lingzhao’s knack for enlightenment.
8
Last year, my poetic inspiration evaporated,
And I did not write more than ten poems.
This year, why is it that yet again
I've not penned even a single verse?
It may be that these days my mind
Sees nothing special about writing:
No, not that writing is nothing special,
But that I fear the mockery of the wise,
The wise ones who remain still and silent,
As joyfully the mind comes to know itself.
9
How do these trees differ from the jeweled ones of the Pure Land?
On their branches can also be heard the songs of heavenly birds.
Spontaneously they explicate the Dharma in the easterly breeze,
Preaching with a hundred thousand subtle and marvelous sounds.
*
Once you’ve penetrated the layered gates,
Truth is everywhere.
Never again will I lose my way, as I have in days gone by.
The six realms of samsara without a beginning or an end:
Flowing water, drifting clouds, it is always spring.
*
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Originally there was neither form nor emptiness:
Speaking of Daoism, talking of Chan, both superfluous.
A single Amitabha, the emptiness of one’s nature:
Who is this I? Who is that Other?
10
In the interval between rains the fragrant grasses multiply,
And the events of five years have slipped by like a weaver’s shuttle.
Hidden deep inside the cave amidst traces of mist and clouds:
A gust of fragrant breeze sends the guest on his way.
1758

267.136 & 267.184 1. Inscription On The Painting “Lighting A Lamp To Read The Peony Pavilion” 2. Souls Of
Autumn 3. Autumn Dreams 4. Thoughts And Feelings 5. Poem On A Painting 6. Consort Yu Poppies 7. Facing The
Moon 8. Sleepless In Sickness 9. Feelings 10. Man jiang hong 11. Inscribed On A Painting Entitled Shier jinchai tu:
Eleven Poems\fn{by Xiong Lian aka Shangzhen (1758-after 1797)} “the Rugao region”, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 4
1
Closing the doors on dusk in the depths of the courtyard—
Inside the windows, a lone lamp;
Beyond the windows, rain-soaked plantains.
Ten thousand thoughts that cannot be spoken,
The chirping of insects within four walls so cold.
*
Strange indeed was the music of Linchuan’s lingering regrets—
This story of life unto death, death unto life—
So strange that as they turn to the heartbreaking points
The ill-fated and the love-crazed join in a common grief.
Since ancient times a sensibility too keen has undone so many.
*
One scroll of autumn light, boundless sorrow.
Hands working wonders from nothing
Painted the scene of that moment.
Sitting alone, she spreads open the book in the long clear night,
Pearls of tears come down, her cloud-like hair is cold.
*
The gentle soul on paper feels so tenderly for Yuming—
Illusory and real
Is the forlorn world of the dream.
Is it true that her grace would come alive with a call?
The setting sun has seen the shadows of peach blossoms.
2
A somber gloom fit for sorrow,
Mysterious, dissolving shapes about to be transformed.
Who but Song Yu can describe it?
The receding distance seems to be there, yet almost not there.
Chill rises from the hair, inspiring fear.
*
Will-o’-the-wisp floats among ancient graves,

82

Rain hits deserted steps.
Withered willows of the Six Dynasties hang in the west wind.
So many times have I searched vainly in my dreams—
Startled, I see an abundance of leaves coming down, coming down.
3
For a moment’s escape from the demon of sorrow there is the land of sleep.
The evening is pure as water, chill rises from the bamboo mat.
The wind in wutong trees, blowing far, confounds the soul in pain,
The rain on plantains—dream’s startled return—the night is still long.
*
Meditation on illusions,
Regrets for time flowing past,
Empty curtains in a fitful light reflecting the silver lamp.
How can all these be the world of Handan,
Coldly mocking the human arena of wealth and glory?
4
Scroll in hand yet unmindful of reading:
My zither is already burnt,
Crane cooked, pine uprooted, chrysanthemum cut.
Not the many adversities suffered by great talents—
I just believe I am destined for little happiness.
Nothing need be said for tears about to be shed at the road’s end.
Last night I dreamed of sprouting wings,
Listening by clouds' edge to someone singing the song of flying immortals.
But it was only the wind knocking the bamboo.
*
Contentment eludes human existence at every point.
Most worthy of longing are fragrance of incense burners, vessels for tea, mountains blue, water green.
I have long wished to avoid the human world and return to purity.
How may I find three thatch huts
And escape from the furor of the world of red dust?
Yet I have not repaid the great debt to the one who raised me:
I bow low repeatedly and secretly invoke the blessing of the tender clouds.
As to what will happen after death:
Who has leisure enough to divine?
5
Cranes set free soar through mist and clouds.
Who is playing the purple jade flute on the other shore?
Unhurried, indistinct poetic sentiments
Enter the painting, all worthy of form.
With his tattered hat he faces the wind and crosses the wooden bridge.
*
He wanders, stepping on fine jade,
Buying wine at the village ahead where the snow is not yet gone.
Smilingly he points: where is my abode?
Tips of plum branches—waves of
Subtle fragrance floating among the bamboo.
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6
Slender grace and supple loveliness:
Even after taking root at Gaixia,
Who has any control over drifting, falling, withering?
Do you remember the sorrow of losing your country in another year?
For you then seem to lower the coiled knot of your hair, wordless.
Is it longing for the fading spring—
Let alone the encounter with the crying cuckoo
Whose grief pierces the evening rain?
The splendor of illusion—
Why not blossom next to the encircling walls?
Say no more about the kingdom-toppling and city-toppling beauty.
Green, green graves
Are only for the likes of the Shining Consort.
So many beauties have come and gone like dreams,
Who would mourn the numberless mounds of yellow earth?
The chaste spirit of the era,
Most ill-fated one in a thousand years
Still dances before the wind.
Where is the palace of Han?
This flower, in the end, will always belong to Chu.
7
I stand still on the empty steps
In the silent, deserted depths of the courtyard.
Wutong leaves flutter by an ornate well.
The precious mirror in the clear sky—autumn is like water—
Cleanses the heart of dust and impurities.
I stroke my sword and intone a long cry—
There is no home to turn to.
My gaze breaks off at the farthest heavenly streets.
Ice-strings and ivory pipes:
Who is enjoying this pure scene?
*
I love its subtle light that extends over ten thousand li.
In the depths of colorful clouds are
Evanescent shadows of jade palaces.
I want to ask those female companions with rainbow skirts
Whether their minds turn to the grief and loneliness of the human world.
Wandering with immortals on pillows,
Waiting for cranes in front of the wind—
Startled in happy dreams and awakening.
Reluctantly I enter the silk curtains
As slowly, slowly the autumn night deepens with the water dock.
8
Lamplight dims in the funnel curtains,
Leaves rustle on empty steps.
From hollow walls the wind comes under the pillow,
Just at a moment of pain without cause,
When in dejection I am about to shed tears.

84

All kinds of old regrets and new sorrows
Are gathered in the bell of the fifth watch.
How can I bear
Dreams that again have difficulty being formed,
As, rising, I am yet not risen?
*
Such a state, bones consumed, spirit dissipated:
I ask how can this fragile creature bear it?
How many in the floating world are similarly afflicted?
Thinking back on the limitless heaven and earth
And the boundless expanse of history—
How many hearts and minds fine as brocade have been transmitted?
I am grateful that the great talents over the ages are immortal.
With effort I should yet embrace the blanket and intone pure lyrics,
Release my spirit and let it lodge high.
9
Lakes and seas create wind, sky creates snow.
In this vast, limitless expanse,
Where to escape the travails of evil karma?
A loveless life with a hundred tribulations—
A homeless swallow, leaves in the autumn wind.
*
Before bowing to distant heaven I dissolve in bitter tears of grief.
I want to ask questions of the moon-goddess Chang E.
But clouds block the moon beyond the flowers.
And yet deep feelings cannot be told:
The wronged souls are bursting with the blood of the crying cuckoo.
10
She covered her face and wept in grief.
Who can bear to witness this scene?
Clearly like the lute music beyond the frontier,
The Shining Consort on horseback.
Gibbons’ laments at the Chu Gorges break off and continue in surprise and fear.
Wild geese traversing the length of the sky share her woe and anguish.
Compared to ordinary farewells—
A greater heartache,
More cause for sorrow.
*
Clouds hide the trees,
Waves grow quiet by the harbor.
At crossroads she sobs,
Turns back, gazes—
Sees the slanting rays glowing ever lower,
Wild flowers blooming in the cold.
A hundred miles of distant sky entangle her parting dreams,
A gust of wind rises and rocks her light boat.
I sigh that in bygone years,
I was she —
Thoughts and feelings relived.
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11
The sun warms the tips of flowering branches,
Fragrance wafts through the curtains.
It is the height of spring in the Red Chamber.
Pass glasses full of wine.
Dare I ask the one consorting with these beauties
In the east wind, who is most gentle?
All guess that it is the banished immortal
Who descended like a crane, accompanied by pipe music, to the fairy island.
Those who are enjoying themelves are already drunk.
They have leaned on every spot on the balustrade.
Now clouds are everywhere.
Let dancing sleeves lightly turn,
As singing throats slowly warble.
Who said there were girls in this book?
In the end they must pale in comparison with the sensuous refinement of Golden Valley.
Most must be beauties paid for by bright pearls;
Flowers and moon are enough for tarrying.

Above: former President Ulysses S. Grant and Viceroy Li Hung Chang in Tianjin, China, 1879; below, ladies-in-waiting to the
Empress, photographed by Frank G. Carpenter (1855-1924
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China 2.46 Wan Xiang Ju Shi Chao: Si Juan; Wan Xiang Ju Ci: Er Juan\fn{by Zhang Yuzhuan (1759-after 1796)}
Huating, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 43
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China 2.89 Xie Yun Xuan Xiao Gao: Er Juan\fn{by Cao Zhenxiu (1762- )} Xiuning, Anhui Province, China (F) 34

129

130

131

132

133

134

135

136

137

138

139

140

141

142

143

144

145

146

147

148

149

150

151

152

153

154

155

156

157

158

159

160

161

162

163

267.203 1. Longing For My Mother 2. Admonishing My Younger Brothers 3. An Exhortation For My Younger
Sisters On My Departure 4. In The Old Style 5. A Song Of Sending Winter Clothes 6. Song Of A Merchant’s Wife
7. Rejoicing That My Husband Has Finally Returned 8. Since We Are Going To Leave For Shandang, I Return To
My Maternal Home To Say Goodbye To My Mother 9. Crossing The Yangzi 10. Traveling At Dawn And
Watching The Sunrise 11. Our Youngest Son A’an Suffered From A Strange Disease. When We Returned From
Shanxi To The South, He Finally Recogered, And Filled With Joy, I Composed The Following Poem 12. A Poem
To Comfort My Husband Upon His Return Home After Failing The Examinations 13. Songs Of A Broken Heart
14. Song Of The Old Tree Felled By The Storm On The Night Of Double Seven 15. The Ancient Mirror 16.
Summer Night, For My Husband 17. Congratulating My Husband On The Report Of His Success In The
Provincial Examinations 18. An Admonition On Love, Written For My Husband 19. Spring Night Moon 20. Quiet
Night Thoughts 21. Embroidery Work 22. Willow Catskins 23. Bidding Spring Goodbye 24. Hearing The Sound
Of Pestles On A Washing Block 25. Savoring Parting 26. Late Spring 27. Accompanying A Gift Of Fingernails
Sent To My Husband 28. Elegaic Verses Mourning The Death Of My Son An (Named Wenku): Two Selections:
Twenty-eight Poems\fn{by Xi Peilan (1762-c.1820)} Changshu, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 13
1
At fifteen I had never been separated from you for a single day,
So how could I bear to be apart from you for weeks on end?
Last night in bed, filled with longing for my mother, I cried,
And in my dreams clutched her skirts as I had at our tearful parting.
2
In the courtyard the lamps are aglow,
In the hall, the wine has been set out.
My younger brother has just begun to grow a queue,
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My baby brother can barely pull himself up by the bed.
In their white caps they beat the floor with their heads,
As they weep for their father, your heart is saddened.
My younger brother, knowing how his father cared,
Has a full understanding of his instruction and nurture.
Now he has become an orphan at the age of fifteen,
All day long he grieves without limit, without bounds.
My baby brother, unable to find his father,
Imitates my mother in everything she does.
When Mother weeps, he too starts weeping,
His emotions stem from his natural goodness.
At the sight even passers-by are filled with sorrow,
How much more then does it break my heart!
Younger brother of mine, come over here:
Father may have died, but mother is still here.
You’ll have to support her from morning till night,
If she falls ill, you will have to take charge.
Set an example of filiality for your baby brother
And make an effort to uphold the norms.
If you don’t show your brother proper friendship,
Mother will be at a loss what to do.
My baby brother, just come over here:
You must stay by mother’s side the entire day!
When mother weeps, you must wipe away her tears,
When mother walks, you must hold on to her gown.
If you serve your elder brother with brotherly devotion,
Then your brother will not have to discipline you.
But if you show your elder brother no respect,
Mother will be disappointed in her hopes.
Mother fell ill because of father’s illness,
She was determined to die if father died.
If rather than dying she has recovered from her illness,
It is only because she was thinking of you, my brothers!
If you, my brothers, live in happy harmony,
It may perhaps relieve her sadness at his death.
It is to my regret that I was not born a man,
And so cannot be the head of this household.
The truth of my words speaks for itself,
So I hope you will keep in mind what I say:
Do your best to live up to your father's virtue,
And do not diminish the luster of this house!
3
Lonely and quiet has become our mother’s life,
So from dawn to dusk ask her often how she feels.
Always be there to wipe away her tears,
And make sure too that she eats her food.
I am very sorry that this visit is so brief,
And that I cannot fulfill life’s greatest duty.
Later you will understand how I suffered
For not having brought her joy as a child.
4
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My love is like the moon over the inner courtyard,
And his handmaid is like the moon over the border.
Each of our hearts so brightly illuminates the other’s
That one can even see the bones of our mutual love.
5
I want to sew a winter gown for you, but cannot cut the cloth,
And again and again my frozen tears sprinkle the frost-like silk.
I can no longer assume you are the same size as when you left:
In my dreams I look for you so I can take your measurements!
6
Since you left: months and years as deep as the Yangzi;
That solitary sail on the Yangzi: your handmaid’s heart.
No amount of money can buy the beauties of spring,
So what is the use of leaving home in search of gold?
7
I am suddenly startled from somber dreams at my dawn window
By the bright morning and magpies chattering more than usual:
I was counting on my fingers how long before you returned,
When I heard in my ears the sound of you entering the gate.
Even though wind and dust may have emaciated your face,
I see that your heart is still as pure as the moon in the river.
Go quickly to your mother's place and ask how she fares,
Only then I’ll dare tell you how much I missed you, my darling!
8
I remember how long ago when I was just married,
I would weep night and day, longing for my mother.
I would go home for ten days out of every month,
And filled with devotion, sleep by my mother’s side.
I had only to be separated from you by a single foot,
And my dream-soul would hover around your house.
The year before last my father passed away,
Leaving you, my mother, lonely and alone.
I would often come home to comfort your sorrow,
And in your room I would ask you what you desired.
Together we would cut and stitch gowns and skirts,
And I would prepare you delicacies of fish and meat.
Still fearing that my mother would not be happy,
I would often admonish my brothers and sisters.
So now how can I bear to make this distant journey
Of a thousand miles, chased by the autumn wind?
First a long way by boat, then a long way on horseback,
River after river followed by mountain after mountain!
But however high the Taihang Mountains may be,
They’ll never be able to block my gaze in your direction.
The longing for you will only deepen in your daughter,
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Although it won’t be able to hasten your daughter’s return.
And your daughter will never know how you long for her—
Who will be there to comfort my mother’s heart?
Now the moment of my departure approaches,
My tears fill bushel-baskets with their pearls.
But there is no way of avoiding this journey,
Custom forbids I disobey my husband’s command.
Furthermore I must accompany my mother-in-law:
I cannot be equally filial to the both of you.
And so, bowing twice, I take leave of my mother,
And beseech her not to worry about her child.
My younger brothers will serve you from dawn till dusk,
My younger sisters will look after your comfort.
Since the family is poor, there is not much to do,
Do not be distressed by thoughts of the past.
My little heart remembers your spring-like warmth,
I would never dare forget your nurturing love.
I will wait for the cold season of the year
To send a letter home tied to the leg of a goose.
9
All of a sudden this boat feels like a leaf,
Tossed about on myriad acres of billows.
The turgid waste stretches high and low,
The empty expanse knows neither east nor west.
Our ferry launch is submerged by palest clouds,
As the heart of the waves bathes the reddest sun.
In the inner quarters I never saw anything like this,
Now as I take in the sights, my spirit grows manly!
10
At dawn we travel through the dense mountains,
In the pitch-black darkness we can’t see the road.
Silently I sit behind the cart's lowered curtains,
But I can still feel the freezing cold nip my face.
When the hooves of the horses lose their grip on the ice,
My courage disappears and my heart flutters with fear.
In front, I’m aghast at the ravine’s precipitous decline,
Behind me, I’m frightened by the steep cliff like a wall.
I shut my eyes and do not dare open them,
But even when I open them, I can’t see a thing!
Then suddenly, through all the clouds and mists,
A single thread of dazzling red pierces through!
First it stretches out like Sichuan brocade,
And then slowly takes shape like Suzhou silk.
Suddenly it breaks, as if split by Juling’s ax,
Then again it looks like Nüwa’s melted stones.
Palaces of silk are constructed in an instant,
Phantasmal towers soar aloft then change again.
The five colors are like the five flavors,
Which are all mixed together into a whole.
Like a sword—but its gleam more hidden,
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Like a pearl—but its essence more subdued:
There where its essential light concentrates,
A golden mirror appears in its midst.
Shattering the sky as if with a blast,
Exploding outwards as if in a flash.
A wheel of fire spins through a vermillion palace,
Pillars of gold are laid across the courts of heaven.
Then suddenly the gloomy vapors all melt away,
And everything in the world is brilliantly displayed.
11
In the First Month of last year our son was born,
And already at two months, he was able to smile!
My parents-in-law in their room were overjoyed,
But when happiness is at its peak, disaster strikes.
His face that was so lovely suddenly became swollen,
Oozing pus gave way to blood, as if pierced by needles.
It happened just when my husband was away on a journey,
With tear-filled eyes I hugged my baby and spoke to him softly.
My husband was kept away for over half a year,
And in my empty room, I worried day and night.
He came back but then again had to go to Bingzhou,
And only in the First Month of this year did he return.
I recalled that it had been a full year since our son’s birth,
And still the pus and blood were pouring out like water.
We willingly spent a thousand to buy the best medicines,
And we also burned incense and made our vows to the gods.
But the gods stayed in their heavens and couldn’t be bothered,
And the medicine was no better than stones—it did no good.
His skin turned a scarlet red, his eyes turned white,
And his breath had the rancid smell of fish or shrimp.
His stomach filled with air and expanded like a balloon,
His spirit gone, his breath stopped, wordlessly he cried.
By that time it was the fifteenth of the Fourth Month,
As beneath the dim lamp in the black moonless night,
I cradled my son in both my arms, my son as stiff as wood—
With my whole body I hugged my son, my son as cold as ice.
A single thread of breath was all that there was left,
I yearned to put off his dying, but dared not hope for his life.
My own heart grown cold, my tears run dry, I had already died,
And Earth was as if completely cut off from a heartless Heaven!
At midnight the ghosts began to wail like falling rain,
As my son stopped breathing and no longer responded to our call.
I could no longer hold him, but could not bear to put him down,
At this moment I, too, was not my own self.
There seemed to be gods there before me and behind me—
Could it be that my son’s body had been possessed by a god?
Then, after his lengthy silence, he suddenly started to wail!
It had been three long months since I had heard that sound.
So when I first heard it, I thought it was some other child!
When I realized it was him, my arms felt limp with shock.
The son in my arms, I believed, had come back to life,
And when I stroked his limbs, they felt slightly warm.
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A storm wind had carried off all the ghostly vapors,
And the lamp flared brightly like a single blue lotus.
My son’s fate had suddenly saved him from calamity,
Heaven made this weak body travel through the windy dust.
My son had met with calamity but was destined to live:
We traveled by cart through mountains as if on level plains.
And our solitary sail heading southwards filled us with joy:
His skin turned as white as snow, and his eyes turned black.
The excess air left his body, and his belly returned to size,
His hands clutched fish and meat and he wolfed them down.
And just as when he first was born, he started to smile again,
Only then seeming to recognize his father and mother again!
When we arrived home, our kith and kin wouldn’t believe us,
And they thought he was a baby no more than five months old.
When I think back on the past, I relive again the sadness and joy,
The scene of hanging out bow and arrows by the door is still vivid.
Because of my son’s illness, my own illness worsened,
Even if hungry, whether early or late I would forget to eat.
At night I would go to sleep without taking off my clothes,
And my fingers were always busy scratching the baby’s head.
At times I was so tired I wanted to lie down for a moment,
But was afraid that his crying might startle me from a dream.
Alas, my bitter suffering did not last just a single day:
It lasted from the spring of kuimao to the fall of jiachen.\fn{1783-1784}
Now the feeding and caring is still hard work,
But compared to the toils of the past, it is nothing!
My son! My son!
How hard and difficult it has been to take care of you!
Now your thread-like fate has been replaced by a sturdy cord,
Later, when you grow up, you’ll bring our family greatness:
But then with whom will you discuss what happened today?
Alas! The limitless nurture bestowed by our parents!
12
Don’t you see:
The rustic graybeard from Duling excelled in poetry,
The Banished Immortal poet had a lofty reputation.
Recognized for their abilities as the greatest masters ever in the realm of poetry,
They failed in their own lifetimes to make a name for themselves in the exams.
You, my husband, have studied the poetry of both Du Fu and Li Bai,
If you don’t defeat them then you surpass them—you are free of frills.
Your lofty chants time and again shatter Heaven’s clouds,
And your deep feelings are as limitless as spring’s rivers.
When sometimes you toss aside your brush in frustration,
Who would not believe the ghost of Du Fu guides your hand?
When you show off your excellence and your ambitions soar,
It is obvious that Li Bai remains still very much alive today!
Principle requires that wealth in one means poverty in the other:
Perhaps you should not have had such a store of natural talents!
This last spring you made ready your luggage and left for Peking,
Confident you would pluck the purple as you would a mustard seed.
But now as the winds of autumn have started to blow,
You return home in a student’s blue gown as before.

169

Your sacks are stuffed with the brocades of your writings,
When you call for a lamp and read them to me by the gauze window,
The mountains and rivers of Yan and Jin materialize before my eyes,
The breeze of spring and moon of autumn are hidden in your verse.
The world’s examiners do not even dare accept you as their disciple,
They cede you to Li Bai and Du Fu so you can become their pupil!
Although poetry was prized in the Tang, still they were not chosen;
Even less would’ve they been now that there’s no poetry in the exams.
If you write your poems and persevere in your studies,
That is enough to be remembered for a talent like yours.
Even though as a woman my insight may not be great,
I know well that to beg for mercy is cause for shame.
Merit and fame are best earned by studying without cease.
If in one's lifetime, then that is wonderful, if you die, that’s it!
Don’t you see:
Since ancient times sages and worthies have emerged from the poor and lowly!
13
i
I still recall that the day my son was born his grandfather was promoted,
And it was he who bestowed on him the auspicious name of Lu'an.
To far beyond tropical mists and miasmic rains we must today
Send the one-line letter to inform the white-haired old man.
*
My son was born in the official quarters of Shangdang prefecture. The prefect loved him dearly. This spring
we received a letter that he was taking part in the campaign against Nepal
ii
When in his swaddling clothes, on the Third Day, he was first bathed,
Everyone came to see him, filled with admiration, in the prefect's hail.
The guest offered auspicious gifts of jade seals and rhinoceros coins—
Who could have known that these would end up as his burial gifts?
iii
On the fifteenth of the Fourth Month, the moon was cold and chill:
My son died, then revived, and I both laughed and cried.
Had I known then that today he would again leave, this time forever,
My one spasm of grief would have turned into two spells of crying.
*
After his birth my son suffered from a wasting disease for a full year and was repeatedly on the verge of death.
Alas! Wouldn’t it have been better for him to die as an infant before he could even laugh or talk rather than die
after he had grown up and had shown himself to be so bright?
iv
For six years I held you as if you were an Udumbara flower,
When happy you smiled, when angry you did not strike out.
In the end, lying there in bed and on the very brink of death,
One time you cried out “Mother,” another time “Father!”
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v
Your father said that you were extremely intelligent.
By the age of six already you could recite the Odes.
How painful it is when the first morning bell sounds—
And I seem to hear you reciting poems in your bed.
*
My son was particulary fond of the poems of Li Bai and Du Fu and he knew them by heart. Each day he would
recite some pieces from memory in his bed. It was such pleasure to listen to him.
vi
Verses by Green Lotus and lyrics by Washing Flowers:
Your skilled parallel couplets clearly were a bad omen.
In a moment the blossoms fell and the clouds dispersed,
And Zhang Qian and his raft were nowhere to be found.
*
My son was skilled at composing parallel couplets such as: “If one has feeling, one loves Song Yu, | But
nowhere can one find Zhang Qian” and “Rivers are like green jade, mountains are like obsidian, | Clouds recall
her gown, flowers recall her face.” When you would assign him a difficult sentence, he would immediately come
up [with a matching line].
vii
With brush stand and the inkstone case you had a karmic bond,
All day you carried them about, protecting them with your life!
You’d cut yourself bits of paper as big as the palm of your hand,
And then your extraordinary thoughts would soar to the blue sky.
*
As soon as my son started to study books, he loved to make poems, but his words were often inappropriate. His
“Sunrise at Dawn” reads: “Who drives the wheels of flaming fire | And scatters the blue of Highest Heaven?” These
ten words truly defy interpretation.
viii
On the Day of Flowers he fell ill and quickly wasted away,
With frail hands he ground the ink but too lightly to blacken.
On a corner of his box he copied out a line of tiny characters:
“Sealed the thirteenth day of the Second Month of the year maoshen.”
*
During his illness my son himself put away all his writing implements and toys. The seal he wrote is still there
now, but where is he?
ix
A servant losing a silver bowl, a maid overturning the gruel:
For all of them he’d take the blame, and bear his father’s ire.
But now all of them are scolded for each of their own misdeeds,
And as a result everyone in the household weeps themselves raw.
*
My son was doted upon by his father. Whever the servants and maids made a mistake and feared being scolded by
their master, they would always blame my son for their misdeeds, and he was happy to bear the blame on behalf of
others. After his death, all of them wept copiously.
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x
A single bowl of gypsum became the cause of his death:
Who handed the hilt of the sword to that terrible quack?
At the Yellow Springs don’t blame the quack for his fault,
It is your parents that you must blame for that fatal error.
*
On the eighteenth day, my son felt a little better and ate some rice-gruel. But that terrible quack, Zhang Bingkui,
preescribed gypsum, and the next night my son suddenly died. Alas! Whjy did he do this?
xi
Amidst plum blossom fragrance you closed your eyes,
Under the endless blue vault you stared stiffly ahead.
As you have chosen to die on the birthday of Guanyin,
You’ll either become a Buddha or be reborn in Heaven.
*
Buddhists celebrate the birthday of Guanyin on the nineteenth of the Second Month.
xii
Your pair of eyes cut from water are now frozen and still,
Your snow-white body is still wrapped in your red blanket.
Even if a painter had the skill to capture your spirit,
He’d find it hard to paint the intelligence of your heart.
xiii
The words of the soul banner that I wrote on icy silk:
“My six-year-old darling son who was known as A’an.”
You had grown into a little lad of exceptional talent,
How could you be “an infant death not worth mourning”?
*
According to the Rites, children of less than seven years old are “infant deaths not worth mourning, for whom
one weeps a day.” The startling intellitgence of my son surpassed adults. Would it not have been wrong to bury
him according to the ritual for deceased infants even if I had wanted to?
xiv
Two dying birds with a common fate: uncle and nephew—
At the grave we are overcome by our feelings of loss.
But how can I bear, my eyes now as dry as wells,
To hear the widowed mother weeping for her son?
*
On the day following the death of my sohn, my youngest child, Lu’er, also died. After another three days, my
younger brother, Xinchun, also died. In the space of five days, I wept for three boys who died when still children.
xv
The younger later, the elder first—even greater the grief:
A pair of pearls dropped down onto the Terrace of the Springs.
Crying like a baby he hopes that you will take care of him well,
It has only been ten days since he was weaned from the breast.
*
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At that time Lu’er was just three.
xv
I offer a cup of chilly brew as libation in front of the coffin,
Sprinkling the Yellow Spring’s Terrace, broken-hearted I weep.
How much of it is wine and how much of it is tears?
You will know when you get a taste of its bitterness.
14
When one dragon raises its head, all the dragons dance:
The old tree, withstanding the storm, roared like a tiger.
But suddenly branches as thick as tubs were broken off,
And soared up into the clouds as weightless as feathers!
Had it been struck by the hand of Juling who split Mt. Hua?
Had it been hurt by the ax of Wu Gang who lives on the Moon?
Had it been borrowed by Zhang Qian to build himself a raft?
Had it been taken home by the Weaving Maid for a spool?
At this moment, the palace of Heaven itself is shaken,
White billows like mountains surge on the silvery channel.
The Two Stars amuse themselves driving clouds and wind,
Their laughter turning into storm, their tears into rain.
But here below it frightens the wits out of young lovers,
Late at night there is no one who dares even whisper.
Tomorrow morning its green shade will no longer be whole,
And the scorching heat of the blazing sun will strike at noon.
15
A full moon from the time of the Qin,
Its pure brilliance eternally fresh:
When I face you I only find myself:
How many others have you tested?
It is impossible to stop the years,
And now I hate my actual appearance.
But if I were to cover you carefully,
Then not a speck of dust would show!
16
The night is late, your clothes are thin, and drops of dew congeal,
Often I longed to call you to bed, but feared you wouldn’t respond.
But now a wind from Heaven, lucky me, knows what’s on my mind,
And in front of the window blows out the lamp by which you study.
17
From outside the gate comes the raucous sound of clanging gongs,
Inside my room, even before my spinning wheel has come to a stop,
A servant with disheveled hair comes in with a smile on his face,
And in his hands an announcement on paper embossed with gold.
Over the years I have grown accustomed to the word “almost,”
So this time I hesitate and fear that the message may not be true.

173

I sneak a look at the list to see whether the name is indeed correct,
Or whether it could be someone around here with a similar name.
I don’t even know over half of the well-wishers coming in crowds,
The neighbors’ kids climb on the wall, point him out to each other.
Having no other way to provide for wine at such short notice,
I undo my chignon and happily remove my hairpins and earrings.
I still remember how you came home in the winter of kuimao
From the capital, filled with shame at your failure in the exams.
At that time both of your honorable parents were still alive;
They treated you, disconsolate man that you were, to a banquet.
And I too offered some words and comforted you with a joke:
You’re a poet and have to wait for a poet-examiner to succeed!
*
In the kuimao year I comforted my husband with the lines: “The world’s examiners do not even dare accept you as
their disciple | They cede you to Li Bai and Du Fu so you can become their pupil!”
Who’d have known this joke would be a happy omen,
But that for it to be realized you’d have to wait a dozen years!
Qian and Liu are, like Li Bai and Du Fu, both equally famous,
*
The main examiners were the Chief Minister of the Court of Imperial Sacrifices Liu Yunfang and Hanlin Compiler
Qian Yunyan.
And you were truly lucky to be among their “peaches and plums.”
Although I dissolve in tears and my face becomes filled with joy,
You weep copious tears and in your sadness you begin to cry:
“Even though this single success brings luster to this simple home,
Both my parents have already entered the world of the Yellow Springs.
In vain I announce my ranking at my parents’ grave with tears and wine,
I am not in the mood for yet another celebratory festive banquet!”
My husband, allow me once again to just say a few words:
This is only the start of your career, the glorification of your parents.
Next year, when you enjoy the flowers of the Imperial Park,
Please remember the one in the inner quarters who waits for the news!
18
Don’t say that love is like the clouds,
One moment thick, one moment thin.
Don’t say that love is like the flowers,
That easily bloom and as easily wilt.
True love is strong like bronze and stone,
The same today as it was yesterday:
That flower’s fragrance wafts forever,
Those clouds are always plump and full.
The only worry is a false intention,
Or tears and smiles that are not true.
Those clouds will soak your dreamtime clothes,
Those flowers dazzle you with their mirrored buds.
Their postures show off their extraordinary beauty,
But still one cannot trust them with one’s heart.
If an empty beaker is thrown into a great marsh,
The water will have dried up before it is retrieved.
If you pull up the sprouts to help them grow,
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You can’t expect to have a harvest in the fall.
When a flying insect lands in a spider’s web,
He will find himself entangled, to his dismay:
It is far better to turn around in a timely way,
And happily escape from the shackles and fetters.
A chronic illness can still be cured,
If you aren’t afraid of the bitterness of the pill.
There is no taste to those dishes of meat,
They are nothing but the butcher’s dregs.
A flower displayed in a painting,
A cloud reflected in the waves,
Belong to empty insubstantiality,
An idle love that’s easily discarded.
The threads in the roots of the lotus may be tens of feet long or more,
But all that is needed to cut through them is a single blow from a keen sword.
19
At midnight the little serving girl opened the window to have a look,
And then came to tell me that the entire courtyard lay deep in snow.
When I got up this morning, not even the tiniest little patch remained—
Only then did I realize how very brightly last night's moon had shone.
20
The light of the moon before my couch:
I thought the floor was covered by frost.
Raising my head, I gazed at the moon,
Bowing my head, I thought of home.
21
With my hand I split open a gossamer strand of scented silk,
And pondered the choicest of flowers for myh task.
Gorgeous beauties too often waste away after frost,
So I will not embroider a Darling Hibiscus, but only a Virginia creeper.
22
White as light frost and soft as cotton—
Driven about by east wind, most pitiable!
Better to fall on a peach-blossom stream,
And turn into an orb of drifting duckweed!
23
Around a peach tree draped in jade-green, purple clouds fly about;
Paler grows the amorous red as the green turns lusher.
I blame the east wind for flagging and languishing:
For sending spring away but not bringing my dear one home.
24
What night is tonight?
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Cool wind brings me the sound of pestles from afar,
Shattering to pieces a dream beyond the sky,
Striking to smithereens the heart of a traveler.
Its resonance carries autumn frost’s chills;
Its sound hurries dawn’s sinking moon.
Resting securely in a secluded boudoir,
I go on lamenting sleeping alone.
25
You've forgone good times for the far journey's sake:
But where's a marquis's tide to be sought in this wide, wide world?
Too quickly willow catkins rush spring into aging;
Quietly, peach blossoms hold travelers' grief.
While dawn dream is at its sweetest moment, orioles' trill overfills the valley;
My evening make-up freshly done, swallows return to tower room.
Dusk finds me again dreading Chang E's mockery:
Moonlight comes to the beaded curtain which shall remain unrolled.
26
Of ten trees that have bloomed, nine are now bare:
One siege of rain and another of raging wind.
Spiders too know how to plead with spring to tarry:
Tenderly they spin their silk to snare fallen petals.
27
Long and slender, a lady's fingernails, lustrously brittle as coral,
Clipped and trimmed with a pair of gold scissors, to better show my snow-white flesh —
I give them to my lover for remembrance, so that when his back starts to itch,
He need not ask for the elfish Maid Magu.
28
Amid the fragrance of plum blossoms, he comes to his eternal sleep;
The sky so vast and indistinct, my eyes are worn with gazing.
To have chosen the Goddess of Mercy’s birthday as his last day on earth—
Even if he had not returned to Buddhahood, he surely was reborn in paradise.
*
Bright pupils that could cleave the water lie motionless and cold;
His snow-white flesh still shows, wrapped in a tiny red quilt.
Though a master-painter’s hand could capture the spirit of his appearance,
It would be well-nigh impossible to depict the spark of his intelligence.
267.100 1. Sending Off Spring 2. A Farewell For Mr. Liu Chunqing, Leaving For The North 3. An Inscription For
Magistratte Tang Taoshan’s Painting “Aged Friends Find Tranquility On A Zen Mat” 4. Mourning The Death of
My Fourth Daughter 5. On The Night Of The Sixteenth, While Listtening To Rain, I Duplicate The Rhyme Of
Young Sister Guizhai’s “Spring Moon” 6. Fragment of “Endorsing Zaisheng yuan”: Six Poems\fn{by Gui Maoyi aka
Peishan (c.1762-c.1832)} Changshu, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 2
1
Oriole cries slowly grow old;
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Light, sated tipsiness adds to my woes.
The traveler’s grass is green till heaven’s edge.
Butterflies flag and bees tire
By beauteous spring’s early leave.
*
A court filled with dense shades, the people mute;
A few fallen reds weaving in the wind.
Half a window’s sparse rain and the dream awakes:
Romance or heroics,
Each will wound alike the heart.
2
A slip of sail in misty rain:
I send you off and spring, too, to go back.
We speak in haste a few words on the waves.
Fisher fires twinkling,
We turn to face the river’s night.
*
I’ve heard your talents match those of “Seven Steps” Gao.
Your steed will tread again the lucent way.
A god still should live in heaven above.
Through miles of forts and mountains
Don’t grow weary with wind and fog.
3
One stroke of inspiration;
The wise karma of three lives.
From bamboo-urn smoke faintly rises.
Beyond the willows a few dying reds fly to the mat of Zen.
Now noble writings of statecraft are mostly traded for tasty tea and fragrant blooms.
Leave your office early to flee all stifling tedium and enjoy this pure coolness.
*
The river home: vast, misty Lake Tai.
Rejoice that the Buddha-like magistrate (his hairs have frosted for the people)
Has planted also ten thousand peaches to direct the hues of spring.
Sleep gladly in light breeze and quiet day or sit on the prayer mat
To let mind beget pure coolness;
Or listen to a gurgling stream beneath the pines and its finely wrought song.
4
A cut lotus is still thread-joined;
Pick a melon and you injure the stalk—
I ponder without any choice.
I grieve at such unreason, bring forth tears to hang on the lids.
Startled, I'm wide awake as pain invades my heart;
I keep rubbing my palms or searching in my breast
And wonder whether I'll see her now.
In this fierce grief, reckon that love harasses me while poor fate befriends her.
*
O Heaven, whose habit is to scourge us!
There’s no way, I suspect, to flee from the river of love.
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I regret that my care for her in normal times was filled with a few mistakes,
And recipes for her illness most probably had been all wrong.
Pinning flowers on hair-tufts, holding the bed to seek a sister—
Like shadows and bubbles they’re gone at once.
To sing is to weep,
For the heart is wholly broken and nopt many tears remain.
5
As twilight descends the west,
The moon hangs high before the rails.
A haze of fragrant mist and dreaming flowers evoke\
This scene fit for painting and verse.
A strand of light chill cuts through the room;
In deep night lign-aloes are added to the fire.
Last evening, bright candles and clear flasks;
This night, a glimmering lamp and cold rain.
*
Below the glass windows
My mind dwells often on the one who left.
I fear most light rain and slicing wind might cause
A measure of parting grief finely painted.
I hate swallows scanning the room.
In spring chill we still burn charcoals.
On the racks a few tattered-books
Will while away bright noons and clear nights.
6
The karmic connections for the next lives are finally resolved in this life.
So as to form the metal and stone troth of three generations.
1763

39.39 & 207.128 1. Excerpt from Six Chapters From A Floating Life 2. Excerpt from The Sorrows Of
Misfortune\fn{by Shen Fu (1763-after 1809)} Soochow, China (M) 8
1
… For the Festival of Hungry Ghosts, on the fifteenth night of the seventh month, Yuen prepared a little feast
in honor of those poor, unhappy spirits who have no living descendants to burn incense before their spirit-tablets.
We were eating on the balcony of the pavilion and had invited the moon to drink with us, making a third at our
celebration. Our cups were raised to drink the first toast, when suddenly, from nowhere it seemed, ominous clouds
massed above our heads, darkening the clear sky and obscuring the face of our guest, the moon. Yuen shivered
and turned pale.
"If the Gods mean that you and I are to grow white-headed together,” she whispered, “the moon must come out
again tonight!”
I, too, felt depressed and apprehensive, looking across the water to the darkness of the opposite shore, where
fireflies, shining in the blackness like thousands of tiny, bright lanterns, wove in and out among the tangled willows. To dispel our fears and depression we began composing poetry, one of us starting a verse, the other finishing
it; each composing a couplet in turn. Rhyming back and forth, we began to let our imagination run wild, indulging
our most foolish fancies until we found ourselves laughing hysterically at the most ridiculous nonsense verses.
Yuen choked and gasped, tears streaming down her cheeks. Breathless at last, she leant her head against my chest,
filling the air with the fragrance of jasmine from her hair.
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“I know that from ancient times jasmine has been the favorite ornament for women’s hair,” I said, patting her
on the back to stop her choking, “but I had always thought that it was used because the flowers had the color and
beauty of pearls. I had no idea that its fragrance was so enhanced when it blended with the perfumes of hair oil
and face powder. When jasmine smells like this, even the citron must take second place.”
The choking had stopped now, and Yuen was resting, exhausted, in my arms.
“The citron is the aristocrat of perfumes,” she said, “its fragrance is so subtle and elusive. But jasmine is a
peasant, borrowing part of its personality from others; like a sycophant, it laughs and shrugs its shoulders while it
insincerely curries favor.”
“Why then,” I asked her, “does my darling avoid the aristocrat and associate with the peasant?”
“The aristocrat pleases me, I suppose,” she replied, “but I love the peasant.”
As we talked, the third watch was drawing to a close, the wind was gradually sweeping away the clouds, and
when the moon burst forth again in silver radiance, happiness once more filled our hearts. Standing by the
window, we raised our cups in toasts to the moon and to each other. We were drinking the second toast when a
commotion broke out under the bridge. Then we heard what sounded like a loud splash, as if someone had fallen
into the water, but when we rushed to the window and looked down into the stream, there was nothing un- usual
to be seen. The water was as clear and smooth as a mirror. Not a sound now broke the stillness but the cry of a
scurrying duck on the opposite bank. (I had always known that the gardens of the Ts'ang- lang Pavilion were
haunted by the ghost of a man who had drowned in the canal, but because of Yuen's fear of the supernatural 1 had
not dared to tell her about it.)
“Oh! That frightening noise!” Yuen cried, shuddering with terror. “What was it? Where did it come from?”
Horror-struck—our bodies trembling uncontrollably—we hastily closed the window and carried the wine into
the room, where the gauze curtains hung motionless and the lamp-flame had shrunk to the size of a pea. Like the
frightened man in the old story, “seeing the bow’s reflection as a snake’s shadow in the wine-cup,” I nervously
raised the lamp-wick and crept behind the curtains of the bed. There I found that Yuen was shivering and burning
by turns. Before long, I, too, had developed a high fever.
For the next twenty days or so we lay in bed, exhausted and feverish, a prey to nameless fears.
How true is the ancient saying: “When happiness reaches its peak, calamity is sure to follow.” The events of
that terrible night seemed to be still another omen that we two should never grow old together.
*
East of the Gold Mother Bridge and north of Irrigation Channel Lane, an old woman lived in a house with a
bamboo gate, a small cottage surrounded on all sides by orchards and vegetable gardens. Beyond the gate lay a
pond about two hundred and fifty paces across, bordered by brilliant flowers, shade trees, and tangled masses of
bamboo.
The place had formerly been the garden of Chang Shih-ch’eng of the Yuan dynasty, the famous rebel and saltsmuggler who built himself a palace on the site, after proclaiming himself a prince and capturing the city of
Soochow, in the year 1356.
A short distance west of the cottage a mass of broken tile and rubble formed an artificial hill, from the top of
which the surrounding country could be seen, a sparsely settled region of wild, uncultivated heath, broken here
and there by clumps of tangled willows and bamboo.
After the old woman had once casually mentioned the place, Yuen could not put it out of her mind. Finally she
spoke about it to me.
“Ever since leaving the Ts’ang-lang Pavilion,” she said, “I have seen it every night in my dreams. But as we
can’t go back to live there, perhaps we should try to consider a second best. What would you think of this old
woman’s house?”
“As we are still facing the worst heat of the summer,” I answered, “I have already thought of looking for a
cool, refreshing place to spend the long, hot days. If this house really appeals to you, darling, I shall go and see if
it is fit to live in. If it is, we can easily move our clothes and bedding over there and take a month’s holiday.
Would that please you?”
“I’m afraid your parents will never allow it,” Yuen replied.
“In this case,” I said, “I mean to ask them myself.”
Next day, when I arrived at the house, I found that it was a small place of only two rooms, each divided down
the center by a partition running from front to back. I could see at once that with paper windows and bamboo beds
it would be a delightfully cool and quiet retreat; and when I told the old woman what I had in mind, she gladly
vacated her bedroom and rented it to me.
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By pasting white paper on the walls, I managed to change the appearance of the room completely and to make
it look fresh and clean. Then I told my mother about the place and went to live there with Yuen.
Our only neighbors were an elderly couple who raised vegetables for the markets in the city. Learning that we
were staying there to avoid the summer heat, and being anxious to see that we were comfortably set- tled, they
came to pay us a visit, bringing as a present some fish from the pond and fresh vegetables from their garden. I
tried to pay them for the vegetables, but they refused to take any money. When Yuen made them a pair of shoes in
return for their kindness, however, they accepted them with gratitude.
We were in the seventh month, when the trees cast dense green shadows, breezes rumed the surface of the
pond, and the din of the cicadas was deafening.
Our neighbor had made us bamboo fishing-poles and Yuen and I used to go fishing every day, in a cool, shady
place under the willows. Then, at twilight, we would climb to the top of the mound to watch the sunset's afterglow
reflected on the gold and crimson clouds. If we felt inspired, we might begin composing poetry, reciting couplets
like this one:
Wild-beast clouds have swallowed the setting sun,
And now the moon’s bow shoots the falling stars.

After the moon had engraved her image on the surface of the pond and the crickets had started to chirp, I
would carry out a bamboo couch and set it beside the hedge for us to sit on. When the old woman told us our wine
was warmed and our supper cooked, we would sit there in the moonlight, laughing and drinking toast after toast
until we were often not a little drunk before beginning to eat.
After dinner we would bathe, put on cool sandals, take our palm-leaf fans and go outside again. Lying on the
couch, we waited until our two old neighbors arrived and began to while away the night with ancient tales of
rewards and punishments, and deeds of bravery and steadfast devotion to duty. At midnight, feeling delightfully
cool and refreshed, we went inside to bed, almost unable to believe that we were still living in the middle of the
city.
I had asked our neighbor to buy us some chrysanthemums and plant them along the bamboo hedge. When the
plants began to bloom, in the ninth month, Yuen and I decided to stay for another ten days or so to enjoy their
beauty, and to send for my mother to come and see them also. The invitation pleased my mother and after she
arrived we spent the whole day in front of the flowers, eating crab-legs and gossiping. This delighted Yuen.
“Some day we must build a house out here,” she said. “We will have a diviner pick a lucky spot and then buy
several acres of land for the house and gardens, We’ll set our servant to planting vegetables and melons; then we
can use the income for our living expenses. You can paint and I can do needlework to buy the wine for
entertaining our friends. If we wear cheap cotton clothes and eat the vegetables from our own garden, we can
spend our lives here together in perfect happiness. You would never have to travel to far places again, nor leave
me at home alone.”
How profoundly I wish that her dream had come true! But now, though the place is still in existence, the one
who knew my innermost heart is dead.
What a tragic and pitiful loss!
*
Half a li from my home, in Vinegar Storehouse Lane, stood a temple to the Goddess of Tung-t’ing Lake, the
Temple of the Water-Fairy, commonly called the “Narcissus Temple.” The temple itself, a maze of intricate
corridors and winding verandahs, was surrounded by a small, commonplace garden, with pavilions and arbors
scattered here and there.
Every year, on the birthday of the goddess, each family in the neighborhood was given its own particular spot
in the temple, which the members of the clan would decorate with hanging lanterns of a special kind having
shelves in the center for holding vases of flowers. Under the lanterns, on the low tables at either side, they would
arrange other vases, filling them with flowers that would later be judged in a floral competition.
Theatrical performances filled the day, and at night the place was brilliantly lighted by candles placed among
the vases; a custom called “illumination of the flowers.” The color and fragrance of the blossoms, the flickering
shadows cast by the lanterns and candles, and the swirling smoke that floated above the bronze tripods of the
incense-burners, all combined to create the impression of a feast by night in the Hall of the Dragon King.
The exhibiting families, to while away the hours, would play music and sing, drink tea and gossip, while the
townspeople looked on, crowding like ants against the railings set up under the eaves. I was fortunate enough to
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be able to take an active part in the festival when some men invited me to go with them to help arrange the
candles and flowers. In the evening, when.I came home to Yuen, I enthusiastically described the beauty of the
scene.
“What a pity I am not a man,” she sighed, “if I were, I could go with you and see it all for myself.”
“If you wore one of my hats and gowns,” I told her, “I think you could easily pass for a man.”
At once, she began to take down her long hair, quickly braiding it into a masculine queue. Then she thickened
and darkened her beautiful moth-eyebrows with paint, before putting my hat on her head. The deception was quite
successful in spite of the hair that still showed slightly around her temples. Finding, when she tried it on, that my
gown was several inches too long for her, she stitched a tuck around the waist and covered it with a short jacket.
“But my feet,” she wailed, “what can I do about them?”
Remembering that there were special shops selling “butterfly shoes,” that can be worn with either bound or
natural feet, I told her I would buy her a pair.
“And you can wear them afterwards for house slippers,” I suggested.
Yuen was delighted. After supper she insisted on dressing up again, and once more braiding her queue. She
strutted up and down, carefully imitating masculine gestures and trying to take long strides.
Suddenly, she changed her mind.
“I am not going,” she decided. “What if someone should see through my disguise? And your parents—they
would never allow me to go along with you.”
I urged her to change her mind and go with me.
“Everyone at the temple knows me,” I persisted. “Even if anyone should recognize you, he would only laugh
at you. As Mother is away visiting Ninth Sister and her husband, we could leave and come back in secret, with no
one any the wiser.”
Looking at her reflection in the mirror, Yuen shook with repressed laughter, until I took her by the arm and
pulled her after me. In silence, then, we stole from the house without meeting a soul.
Arriving at the temple, we roamed around the grounds, causing no comment, no one recognizing Yuen nor
guessing that she was not a man. When I introduced her to my mends as a visiting boy cousin, they only bowed
politely and passed on. Late in the evening we reached a place where several ladies and young girls were sitting
beside their floral display. Remembering them as members of the family of the exhibitor, Mr. Wang, Yuen hurried
over to talk to them. They were very cordial to her until, in the course of the conversation, she leant over and
thoughtlessly put her hand on the shoulder of one of the young ladies. This was a serious breach of good manners
and angered the elderly servant who was sitting beside the girl.
“You young rascal,” she shouted at the supposed young man, “how dare you take such a liberty!”
Before I could step forward to explain and smooth things over, Yuen, realizing the seriousness of the situation,
had pulled off her hat and raised her foot in its butterfly shoe.
“Look!” she cried, “I, too, am a woman!”
After the first few moments of surprise, their anger gave way to amusement and the whole family insisted on
entertaining us with tea and cakes until I called a sedan chair to return home.
*
After the death of Mr. Ch’ien Shih-chu of Wu-chiang, I received a letter from my father asking me to go to his
friend’s funeral. Yuen took me aside and asked if she could go with me.
“You will be passing the T’ai Hu on your way to Wu-chiang,” she said, “and I have always longed to see a
wide expanse of water like the Great Lake.”
“I am not looking forward to the loneliness of traveling without you,” I answered. “It would be wonderful if
you could go with me, darling, but I cannot think what excuse to give to my mother.”
“I had better say that I want to go home to see my mother,” Yuen said. “You go on ahead to the boat and I'll
follow and meet you there later.”
“If you do come,” I said, “we should plan to anchor at the Bridge of Ten Thousand Years on the way home. We
could wait to watch the moon rise, and perhaps finish the poems we began that night last year, when we were
watching the moon at the Ts’ang-lang Pavilion.”
Rising early the following morning, the eighteenth day of the sixth month, I went with a servant to the Distant
River Ferry and boarded the boat to wait for Yuen, who arrived, before long, in a sedan chair. Shortly afterwards,
the boat cast off; and after passing Roaring Tiger Bridge we began to see sailing boats, and sand birds, and water
stretching to join the sky in one wide expanse of blue.
“So this is the Great Lake!” Yuen cried. “Now I can at last comprehend the immensity of the universe! My life
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has gained new meaning! But think of all the women who never leave their own courtyards, who must spend their
whole lives without once enjoying a sight like this.”
While we were talking, I saw the wind-swayed willows on the banks and knew that we bad reached Wuchiang. I lost no time, but climbed ashore at once, made my appearance at the funeral and returned to the boat
again the moment I could do so. To my dismay I found the cabin dark and empty. Anxiously I asked the boatman
what had become of Yuen.
“Don’t you see someone down by the bridge?” he said, pointing to the shore. “Over there—in the shade of the
willows—watching the cormorant fishers?”
Yuen had already climbed the bank with the boatman’s daughter, and when I joined them, I saw that Yuen’s
face-powder was streaked and she was bathed in perspiration. Leaning on the girl, she stood there with a far-away
look on her face, and seemed quite unaware of her surroundings.
“Darling, you are soaking wet,” I said, touching her on the shoulder.
Yuen turned her head.
“I was afraid someone from the Ch’ien family might come down to the boat,” she said, “so I left to avoid any
chance of a meeting. But why did you come back so soon?”
“To catch that philandering Ch’ien, of course!” I laughed, taking her hand and starting back to the boat.
When we reached the Bridge of Ten Thousand Years again, the sun was low in the sky. Dropping the cabin
windows all the way to take advantage of the cool breeze, we sat there in our thin clothes fanning ourselves and
eating slices of melon to distract our minds from the heat.
At one moment the bridge was a shining crimson in the reflected glow of the setting sun; the next, a mist had
begun to hide the willows on the bank. Then, before the Silver Toad in the Moon had started to show his face, the
flames of the fishermen’s fires began to light up the whole river.
The boatman’s daughter, Su-yin, was an old drinking companion of mine. She was quite an unusual girl, and,
after I had sent my servant astern to have a drink with the boatman, I called her to come and sit with Yuen and me
in the bow of the boat. I had not had the lanterns lit, preferring to sit there in darkness, waiting for the moon to
rise, filling and refilling our wine cups as Yuen and I played a game of forfeits.
Su-yin listened intently for some time before she said:
“I am quite good at wine games, but I confess I cannot follow this one. I have never heard it before. Would you
explain it to me?”
Yuen tried to enlighten her, using all sorts of analogies and illustrative phrases, but Su-yin remained as
ignorant as before.
“If Madame Professor will cease expounding,” I laughed, “I will give Su-yin a simple illustration which will
explain the matter clearly.”
“Just how do you propose to illustrate it?” Yuen asked.
“The crane is an expert dancer,” I replied, “but cannot plough. The ox knows how to plough, but cannot dance.
That is the natural order of things. To reverse that order, to try and teach the ox to dance, would be a waste of time
and trouble.”
Su-yin laughed.
“You mean to infer that I am stupid,” she said, hitting me on the shoulder.
“After this,” Yuen broke in sharply, “let us settle arguments with words, not blows; by using our mouths
instead. of our hands. Whoever disobeys this rule must drink a large cup of wine.”
Su-yin, whose capacity for wine was heroic, poured herself a full seven inch cup and drank it in one breath.
“We should be permitted to use the hands for feeling and stroking, but not for hitting,” I said jokingly. Yuen
playfully pushed Su-yin into my arms.
“Feel her and stroke her as much as you like,” she said.
“What a silly girl you are, darling,” I answered. “Love-making must be spontaneous, born of mutual desire.
Lovers should be only semi-conscious; here and not-here. Love-making must come naturally or there is no
pleasure in it. Only a boor grabs a woman and at once begins to caress her.”
The fragrance of jasmine from the hair of the two girls suffused the air, combining with the odors of face
powder, wine fumes, perspiration, and hair-oil to make a perfume both subtle and exciting.
“The smell of the peasant fills the bow of the boat,” I said jokingly to Yuen. “It is so strong it disgusts me.”
Su-yin sprang from my arms and started punching me with her closed fists.
“You profligate!” she screamed angrily. “Who told you to smell me.”
“You have broken the rule,” Yuen called in a loud voice. “I fine you two large cups of wine.”
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“He insulted me by calling me a peasant,” Su-yin raged. “Why shouldn’t I punch him?”
“When he referred to ‘the peasant,’” Yuen said quietly, “he was speaking of something you know nothing
about. Drink the two forfeits and then I shall tell you the story.”
After Su-yin had poured the two cups down, one right after the other, Yuen told her of our discussion about
jasmine and citron, peasant and aristocrat, which had taken place the previous summer at the Ts’ang-lang
Pavilion.
“In that case,” Su-yin conceded, “I have blamed the wrong person. It was all my fault, I should be fined
again.”
A third time, she emptied a large cup of wine.
“For a long time, Miss Su,” Yuen said now, “I have been hearing of your talent as a singer. Would you sing a
song or two for us?”
For answer, the girl took up a pair of ivory chopsticks, commenced beating time on the edge of a bowl, and
then started to sing.
Yuen sat drinking and listening until, without realizing it, she had become very drunk. I hired a sedan chair and
sent her home without me, while I stayed a little longer in the pleasant company of Su-yin. Later on, I walked
home alone in the moonlight.
At the time when this took place, we were staying with my friend, Lu Pan-fang, at his home, the Pavilion of
the Tranquil Hem; and several days later, when Mrs. Lu heard a garbled version of the evening’s events, she told
Yuen about it in confidence.
“Your husband was drinking and making love with two sing-song girls a few nights ago, in a boat at the Bridge
of Ten Thousand Years,” she said. “Did you know about it?”
“I know that one of the sing-song girls bore a remarkable resemblance to me,” Yuen laughed and began to tell
Mrs. Lu the story from beginning to end. Mrs. Lu enjoyed it immensely and had a hearty laugh at herself and her
ill-founded suspicions.
As a young man I was excessively fond of flowers and loved to prune and shape potted plants and trees. When
I met Chang Lan-p’o he began to teach me the art of training branches and supporting joints, and after I had
mastered these skills he showed me how to graft flowers. Later on, I also learned the placing of stones and
designing of rock gardens.
The orchid we considered the peerless flower, selecting it as much for its subtle and delicate fragrance as for its
beauty and grace. Fine varieties of orchids were very difficult to find, especially those worthy of being recorded in
the Botanical Register. When Lan-p’o was dying he gave me a pot of spring orchids of the lotus type, with broad
white centers, perfectly even “shoulders,” and very slender stems. As the plant was a classic specimen of its type,
I treasured its perfection like a piece of ancient jade. Yuen took care of it whenever my work as yamen secretary
called me away from home. She always watered it herself and the plant flourished, producing a luxuriant growth
of leaves and flowers.
One morning, about two years later, it suddenly withered and died.
When I dug up the roots to inspect them, I saw that they were as white as jade, with many new shoots
beginning to sprout. At first, I could not understand it. Was I just too unlucky, I wondered, to possess and enjoy
such beauty? Sighing despondently, I dismissed the matter from my mind. But some time later I found out what
had really happened. It seemed that a person who had asked for a cutting from the plant and had been refused, had
then poured boiling water on it and killed it. After that, I vowed never to grow orchids again.
Azaleas were my second choice. Although the flowers had no fragrance they were very beautiful and lasted a
long time. The plants were easy to trim and to train, but Yuen loved the green of the branches and leaves so much
that she would not let me cut them back, and this made it difficult for me to train them to correct shapes. Unfortunately, Yuen felt this way about all the potted plants that she enjoyed.
Every year, in the autumn, I became completely devoted to the chrysanthemum. I loved to arrange the cut
flowers in vases but did not like the potted plants. Not that I did not think the potted flowers beautiful, but our
house having no garden, it was impossible for me to grow the plants myself, and those for sale at the market were
overgrown and untrained; not at all what I would have chosen.
One day, as I was sweeping my ancestral graves in the hills, I found some very unusual stones with interesting
streaks and lines running through them. I talked to Yuen about them when I went home.
"When Hsiian-chou stones are mixed with putty and arranged in white-stone dishes, the putty and stones blend
well and the effect is very harmonious,” I remarked. “These yellow stones from the hills are rugged and oldlooking, but if we mix them with putty the yellow and white won’t blend. All the seams and gaps will show up
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and the arrangement will look spotty. I wonder what else we could use instead of putty?”
“Why not pick out some of the poor, uninteresting stones and pound them to powder,” Yuen said. “If we mix
the powdered stones with the putty while it is still damp, the color will probably match when it dries.”
After doing as she suggested, we took a rectangular Yi-hsing pottery dish and piled the stones and putty into a
miniature mountain peak on the left side of it, with a rocky crag jutting out towards the right. On the surface of
the mountain, we made criss-cross marks in the style of the rocks painted by Ni Tsan of the Yüan dynasty. This
gave an effect of perspective and the finished arrangement looked very realistic—a precipitous cliff rising sharply
from the rocks at the river’s edge. Making a hollow in one comer of the dish, we filled it with river mud and
planted it with duck-weed. Among the rocks we planted “clouds of the pine trees,” bindweed. It was several days
before the whole thing was finished.
Before the end of autumn the bindweed had spread all over the mountain and hung like wisteria from the rocky
cliff. The flowers, when they bloomed, were a beautiful clear red. The duckweed, too, had sprouted luxuriantly
from the mud and was now a mass of snowy white. Seeing the beauty of the contrasting red and white, we could
easily imagine ourselves in fairy land.
Setting the dish under the eaves, we started discussing what should be done next, developing many themes:
“Here there should be a lake with a pavilion.”
“This spot calls for a thatched summer-house.”
“This is the perfect place for the six-character inscription, Place of Falling Flowers and Flowing Water.”
“Here we could build our house—here go fishing—here enjoy the view;” becoming, by this time, so much a
part of the tiny landscape, with its hills and ravines, that it seemed to us as if we were really going to move there
to live.
One night, a couple of misbegotten cats, fighting over food, fell off the eaves and hit the dish, knocking it off
its stand and smashing it to fragments in an instant. Neither of us could help crying.
“Isn’t it possible,” I sighed, “to have even a little thing like this without incurring the envy of the gods?"
*
There were two places in Soochow, the South Garden and the North Garden, where the yellow rape flowers
bloomed; but unfortunately neither place had a wine-seller from whom one could buy a drink. Supposing we
carried a basket with us when we went there, what artistic pleasure could be gained from drinking cold wine
among the flowers? Someone suggested that we try to find a wine-seller nearby; someone else argued that we
should first look at the flowers and then go back to a wineshop; but neither of these alternatives would be as
satisfying as drinking our warm wine in the company of the flowers.
We were undecided what to do, until Yuen said with a smile:
“All you will have to do tomorrow is provide the wine money. I shall make myself responsible for providing a
stove.”
At this, the whole group started laughing and calling, “Agreed.” But after the others had gone I asked Yuen if
she really meant to carry a stove along herself.
“Of course not,” she answered. “But I have seen dumpling-sellers on the streets carrying their stoves, with
their pans and all the necessities for preparing a meal; and I thought we could hire one of them to go with us. I
could cook the food beforehand so that when we arrive we need only reheat it. Then we’ll have everything we
need, including tea and wine.”
“It would be very pleasant to have both wine and tea,” I agreed, “but we would need a pot to boil the water for
the tea.”
“We could take along an earthenware pot and an iron prong to slip through the handle. We could remove the
dumpling-man’s pan and suspend our pot over the stove on the iron prong. Add some extra fuel to boil the waterand we have our tea.”
Clapping my hands in admiration, I declared it an excellent idea. On the street I found a dumpling-seller called
Pao, who gladly agreed, for a hundred cash, to go with us the following afternoon. When our friends arrived next
day and I told them of the arrangement, they all thought it very clever.
We set off after lunch, carrying our mats and cushions. Arriving at the South Garden, we picked out a shady
spot under some willows and sat down on the ground in a circle. First we boiled the water and made our tea.
After we had drunk it, we began to warm the wine and heat up the food that Yuen had prepared.
The day was now at its best, the breeze gentle, the sun glorious above the golden fields of rape flowers. On the
paths between the rice paddies people in blue gowns with red sleeves crisscrossed back and forth; butterflies and
bees were circling and darting everywhere. This alone was enough to intoxicate us, without the help of wine.
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When the food was hot we sat down on the ground again, commencing to eat with hearty appetites, and, as the
dumpling-man was not at all a vulgar person, insisting that he, too, join us in a drink. Sightseers who noticed us in
passing must have thought our behavior very strange. The wine cups were strewn in wild disorder among the
dishes of of half-eaten food and we were all now more than a little drunk; some of us sitting, others lying
stretched full-length; some of us singing, others whistling or shouting.
When the red sun was low in the sky, I began to want some rice gruel and sent the dumpling-man to buy some
rice. After eating the rice he cooked for us, we started off for home with our bellies comfortably full.
“Did you all enjoy the picnic?” Yuen asked us.
“We did,” we all replied, “but without Madam and her clever idea, the day would not have been nearly as
much fun.”
Smiling, then, we went our separate ways.
*
When it was time for the return of Yuen's spirit, my landlord who lived in the same house went away to “avoid
the spirit.” The next-door neighbors begged me to arrange the sacrificial dishes and leave, too, but I gave them an
evasive answer. I wanted to see Yuen’s spirit if it returned. A man from my own district, Chang Yu-men, pleaded
with me to go.
“If you allow yourself to come in contact with the spirit world,” he warned me, “you may be entered and
possessed by a demon. I really believe there are ghosts and I beg you not to make this experiment.”
“I certainly believe they exist,” I replied. “That is why I mean to wait.”
“Violating the taboo against a returning spirit,” Chang persisted, “is bad luck for the living. Even if the spirit of
your wife does come back to you, she is no longer a human being but has already become part of the nether world
of Hades. If your beloved were really here you still would not see her without her human form, and you might risk
arousing her powers of evil.”
At the moment, I could not control the madness of love in my heart.
“Life and death are pre-ordained,” I cried wildly. “If you are so concerned for my safety, why don’t you keep
me company yourself!”
“For your protection, I shall stay right outside the door,” Chang replied. “If you see anything strange, call me
and I shall come in.”
Taking up a lamp, I went into Yuen’s room, where everything seemed as it always had, except that the voice
and face of my love were no longer there. Unable to help it, I broke into a flood of heart-broken tears.
Then, afraid that my sight might be blurred and I would miss what I so longed to see, I stopped crying and with
wide-open eyes sat down on the bed to wait. Picking up my beloved’s discarded dress which lay beside me, I held
it in my arms and started stroking it. The cloth still held in its folds the fragrance of her body and I soon became
so overcome with emotion that I lost consciousness for a moment.
“How could I have let myself fall asleep when I was waiting for her spirit to return!” I thought as I became
aware of my surroundings again. Opening my eyes, I looked into all four corners of the room. I saw the two
candles burning brightly on the table; but, even as I looked at them, their flames began shrinking slowly until they
were no larger than beans.
I was horror-struck. My hair stood on end and my whole body was seized with an icy shiver. To stop my
trembling, I rubbed my hands together and wiped my forehead, staring steadily at the candles all the time.
Suddenly, both candle flames commenced to rise until they were more than a foot high and in danger of setting
fire to the paper ceiling, and the light had become so bright that the whole room was lit up. Then, just as suddenly,
the flames began shrinking and growing dimmer, until they were as tiny as before.
By this time my heart was pounding and my legs trembling. I wanted to call Chang to come in and look, but
remembering Yuen’s gentle spirit and retiring nature, I changed my mind, afraid that the presence in the room of a
living stranger might distress her. Instead, I began calling her name, and implored her to appear to me. But nothing happened. I remained alone in the silence and dimness. Finally, the candle flames became bright again, but did
not rise high as before.
Then I went out and told Yu-men what I had seen. He thought me very strong and fearless, not knowing that
mine was only the strength and bravery of love. …
2
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… I returned to find Yuen moaning and weeping, looking as if something awful had happened. As soon as she
saw me she burst out,
“Did you know that yesterday noon Ah Shuang stole all our things and ran away? I have asked people to
search everywhere, but they still have not found him. Losing our things is a small matter, but what of our
relationship with our friends? As we were leaving, his mother told me over and over again to take good care of
him. I’m terribly worried he’s running back home and will have to cross the Great River. And what will we do if
his parents have hidden him to blackmail us? How can I face my sworn sister again?”
“Please calm down,” I said. “You’ve been worrying about it too much. You can only blackmail someone who
has money; with you and me, it’s all our four shoulders can do to support our two mouths. Besides, in the half
year the boy has been with us, we have given him clothing and shared our food with him. Our neighbours all
know we have never once beaten him or scolded him. What’s really happened is that the wretched child has
ignored his conscience and taken advantage of our problems to run away with our belongings. Your sworn sister
at the Huas’ gave us a thief. How can you say you cannot face her? It is she who should not be able to face you.
What we should do now is report this case to the magistrate, so as to avoid any questions being raised about it in
the future.” After Yuen heard me speak, her mind seemed somewhat eased, but from then on she began frequently
to talk in her sleep, calling out,
“Ah Shuang has run away!” or
“How could Han-yuan turn her back on me?”
Her illness worsened daily. Finally I was about to call a doctor to treat her, but she stopped me.
“My illness began because of my terribly deep grief over my brother’s running away and my mother’s death,”
said Yuen. “It continued because of my affections, and now it has returned because of my indignation. I have
always worried too much about things, and while I have tried my best to be a good daughter-in-law, I have failed.
“These are the reasons why I have come down with dizziness and palpitations of the heart. The disease has
already entered my vitals, and there is nothing a doctor can do about it. Please do not spend money on something
that cannot help.
“I have been happy as your wife these twenty-three years. You have loved me and sympathized with me in
everything, and never rejected me despite my faults. Having had for my husband an intimate friend like you, I
have no regrets over this life. I have had warm cotton clothes, enough to eat, and a pleasant home. I have strolled
among streams and rocks, at places like the Pavilion of the Waves and the Villa of Serenity. In the midst of life, I
have been just like an Immortal.
“But a true Immortal must go through many incarnations before reaching enlightenment. Who could dare hope
to become an Immortal in only one lifetime? In our eagerness for immortality, we have only incurred the wrath of
the Creator, and brought on our troubles with our passion. Because you have loved me too much, I have had a
short life!” Later she sobbed and spoke again.
“Even someone who lives a hundred years must still die one day. I am only sorry at having to leave you so
suddenly and for so long, halfway through our journey. I will not be able to serve you for all your life, or to see
Fengsen’s wedding with my own eyes.”
When she finished, she wept great tears. I forced myself to be strong and comforted her saying,
“You have been ill for eight years, and it has seemed critical many times. Why do you suddenly say such
heartbreaking things now?”
“I have been dreaming every night that my parents have sent a boat to fetch me,” said Yuen. “When I shut my
eyes it feels as if I’m floating, as if I were walking in the midst. Is my spirit leaving me, while only my body
remains?”
“That is only because you are upset,” I said, “If you will relax, drink some medicine, and take care of yourself,
you will get better.” Yuen only sobbed again and said,
“If I thought I had the slightest thread of life left in me I would never dare alarm you by talking to you like
this. But the road to the next world is near, and if I do not speak to you now there will never be a day when I can.
“It is all because of me that you have lost the affection of your parents and drifted apart from them. Do not
worry, for after I die you will be able to regain their hearts. Your parents’ springs and autumns are many, and
when I die you should return to them quickly. If you cannot take my bones home, it does not matter if you leave
my coffin here for a while until you can come for it. I also want you to find someone who is attractive and
capable, to serve our parents and bring up my children. If you will do this for me, I can die in peace.”
When she had said this a great sad moan forced itself ftom her, as if she was in an agony of heartbreak.
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“If you part ftom me half way I would never want to take another wife,” I said. “You know the saying, ‘One
who has seen the ocean cannot desire a stream, and compared with Wu Mountain there are no clouds anywhere.’”
Yuen then took my hand and it seemed there was something else she wanted to say, but she could only
brokenly repeat the two words “next life.”
Suddenly she fell silent and began to pant, her eyes staring into the distance. I called her name a thousand
times, but she could not speak. Two streams of agonized tears flowed from her eyes in torrents, until finally her
panting grew shallow and her tears dried up. Her spirit vanished in the mist and she began her long journey.
*
This was on the 30th day of the third month in the 7 th year of the reign of the Emperor Chia Ching. When it
appened there was a solitary lamp burning in the room. I looked up but saw nothing, there was nothing for my two
hands to hold, and my heart felt as if it would shatter. How can there be anything greater than my everlasting
grief?
My friend Hu Ken-tang loaned me ten golds, and by selling every single thing remaining in the house I put
together enough money to give my beloved a proper burial.
Alas! Yuen came to this world a woman, but she had the feelings and abilities of a man. After she entered the
gate of my home in marriage, I had to rush about daily to earn our clothing and food, there was never enough, but
she never once complained. When I was living at home, all we had for entertainment was talk about literature.
What a pity that she should have died in poverty and after long illness.
And whose fault was it that she did? It was my fault, what else can I say! I would advise all the husbands and
wives in the world not to hate one another, certainly, but also not to love too deeply. As it is said, “An affectionate
couple cannot grow old together.” My example should serve as a warning to others.
The time the spirits return is, according to custom, the day on which the ghosts of the recently deceased return
for a visit to this world. Everything in the house must be arranged the way it was while they were alive, and,
particularly, the old clothes they wore must be put on the bed and their old shoes must be put under it, so the ghost
can return and see them. Around Soochow, people call this “the closing of the eyes.” Some would engage a Taoist
priest to perform a ceremony in which the spirit would first be called to the bed and then sent away, and this was
called “welcoming the ghost.” The custom in Hanchiang, however, was to set out wine and food in the room of
the deceased, after which everyone would leave the house; this was called “avoiding the ghost.” Some people had
even had things stolen while they were out of the house avoiding the ghost.
My landlord was living with me when the time came for Yune’s spirit to return, and he left so as to avoid it.
Neighbours told me I should set out food and then go away too, but because I was hoping to catch a glimpse of
her spirit when it returned, I gave them only vague answers. Chang Yu-men, who was from my home country,
warned me about this:
“People have been possessed after toying with the supernatural. You should accept the existence of spirits and
not try this!”
“I am staying in the house precisely because I do believe in them,” I said.
“It is dangerous to risk offending a ghost when it returns. Even if your wife’s spirit does come home, there will
still be a gulf between the dead and the living, so her spirit may not take shape to accept your welcome in any
case. All things considered, you should avoid the ghost rather than risk running foul of it.” I was, however, beside
myself with longing for Yuen, and paid him no attention.
“It is fate that determines life and death,” I said firmly. “If you are that concerned about me, why not keep me
company?”
“I will stand guard outside the door,” Chang said. “If you see anything strange, I can come in as soon as you
shout.”
*
I took a lantern and went into the house. I saw to it that everything was arranged the same way as before, but
with the sight and sound of Yuen gone I could at first not keep myself from weeping sadly. Yet I was afraid that
tears would blur my vision and keep me from seeing what I wished to see, so I forced them back, opened my eyes,
and sat down on the bed to wait. I touched Yun’s old clothes and smelled the fragrance of her that still lingered in
them. It was more than I could bear, and I felt my heart was breaking; stupefied, I began to faint away. But then I
thought, how could I suddenly fall asleep while waiting for her spirit?
I opened my eyes, looked all around, and noticed that the glimmering blue flames of the pair of candles on the
mat had shrunk to the size of beans. I was frightened, and seized with a cold trembling. Rubbing my hands and
forehead, I gazed steadily at the candles; as I watched, both their flames gradually lengthened and grew more than
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a foot tall, until they scorched the paper pasted over the framework on the ceiling. Just as I was taking advantage
of this light to look around, the flames suddenly shrank to the.their previous size.
By now, my heart was pounding and my knees were trembling, and I wanted to call in my guardian. But then I
thought of Yune’s gentle and impressionable spirit, and feared she might be repelled by having another man in the
room. Instead I just called her name softly and prayed to her, but the room remained silent and there was nothing
to be seen. The candle flames then grew bright again but did not rise up as before. I went out to tell Yu-men what
had happened; he thought me very brave, not realizing that in fact I was merely transported with love the whole
time.
*
After I lost Yuen, remembering how the poet Lin Ho-ching wrote that “the plum tree is my wife and the crane
my son,” I called myself “he who has lost the plum tree.” For the time being I buried Yun at Chinkuei Hill outside
the West Gate at Yangchou, at a place usually called the Precious Pagoda of the Ho Family. I bought a plot for one
coffin and left her there temporarily, in accordance with her wishes. Then I took her tablet\fn{ Her ancestral tablet:H}
home, where my mother also grieved for her.
Ching-chun and Feng-sen returned home, wept bitterly, and went into mourning with me. While I was home
Chi-tang approached me and said,
“Father is still angry with you, so I think you should go back to Yangchou. After father returns I will explain
things and then write and let you know you may come home.”
So I took leave of my mother and said goodbye to my son and daughter, bitterly weeping the while. I returned
to Yangchou, where I began to sell paintings for a living. There I often wept at Yune’s grave, utterly alone and in
deepest mourning. If I happened to pass by our old house, I found the sight so painful I could hardly bear it.
By the time of the Double Ninth Festival, the grass on all the neighbouring graves had turned yellow, while
that on Yun’s grave alone remained green.
The grave-keeper told me hers was a good place for a grave, because the earth spirits there were powerful. …
130.32 & 195.28 Excerpts from Flowers In The Mirror\fn{by Li Ju-chen (1763-1830)} Ta-hsing, Hopei Province,
China (M) 12
A
… “I have heard that your country has a practice known as foot-binding,” Wu Chih-ho said. “I understand that
it is most painful at the beginning and causes a girl to cry day and night. Sometimes the skin is broken and the
flesh exposed. During the worst period the victim can neither sleep nor eat because of the excruciating pain. I
used to think that it was a form of cruel punishment inflicted on disobedient daughters, but later I found that it
was all done in the name of beauty. Now does one shave off pieces of the nose to make it smaller or level off a
high forehead? Why should crippled feet be regarded as beautiful? Did Hsi Shih and Wang Ch’iang, two of the
most beautiful women of their time, cut off half their feet to make themselves beautiful? To my mind to cater to
this perverted taste is no different from trafficking in obscene articles.” …
B
1
Of the great mountains under heaven, apart from the Kunlun, where the Western Queen Mother resides, there
are known to be three in the islands overseas; the Penglai, the Fangchang, and the Yingchow. All are mountains of
great height, far away and difficult to climb. In the Historical Record it is said that these are the gathering places
of spirits and fairies, and in both Shih Yi Chi and Po Wu Chih\fn{Both books of mythology of the Late Chin Dynasty} are
passages describing the fabulous scenery and extraordinary treasures to be found there, the flowers which are in
bloom all the year round, the grass which is green throughout the seasons, and the magic fruit, divine plants, and
precious grain.
It is said that on the Cliff of Hard Luck on Penglai Mountain, in the Cave of Beauty, there lived for a long time
the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, who was in charge of all the flowers on earth.
On the third day of the third month one year, the air was filled with circling clouds and purple mists, all going
in the western direction towards Kunlun Mountain. It was the Western Queen Mother’s birthday, and the fairies
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and spirits, flying on clouds, were on their way to her birthday party. The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, who was
taking a gift of hundred-flower nectar, was also on her way with her friends, the Fairy of a Hundred Plants, the
Fairy of a Hundred Fruits, and the Fairy of a Hundred Grains.
They had not been on their way for long when there came a blinding flash of red light ten thousand feet high
from the Palace of the Big Dipper, and from the middle of it stepped a beautiful girl who was holding a writing
brush in her right hand and a dipper in her left. Riding on a rainbow-colored cloud, she also flew in the direction
of Kunlun Mountain.
“That looks like the wife of the Star of Literature,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Grains. “Isn’t it extraordinary
that the Star of Literature should have a wife?”
“What’s extraordinary about it? These spirits are capable of infinite variety,” said the Fairy of a Hundred
Flowers. “But maybe it isn’t his wife, but himself, and something extraordinary is about to take place on earth, so
he has for some reason assumed a female human form.”
“Whoever it is, by the way she is turned out, it looks as though something extraordinary were going to happen
indeed!”
“Well, the Star of Literature is in charge of literary affairs on earth,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, “and
the Palace of the Big Dipper has been sending off a lot of red flashes lately, so I suppose some important literary
event is going to take place on earth.”
“Ah, even if we are fortunate enough to be present when it happens, what if it turns out to concern the literary
destiny of men? What humiliation it will be for the fair sex!” said the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. .
“I wouldn’t be too sure of that,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Plants. “If the Star of Literature has anything to do
with it, isn’t it significant that he has assumed a female form? It could be that the literary event concerns women,
and not men.”
“That may be,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. “Still, if it has nothing to do with us, wouldn’t it be just
like admiring flowers in the mirror, and the moon’s reflection in the water?”
“How can you be sure that it has nothing to do with us?” said the Fairy of a Hundred Plants. “Is it mere chance
that we should have an apprehension of what is going to happen now? But anyway, there is no use guessing about
something which may not happen for years. We had better be getting along to the party.”
On their way, the Fairies met four spirits. One had a green face, sharp pointed teeth, and green hair with a
golden band around it, and wore an onion-green robe. Another had a red face, sharp pointed teeth and red hair
with a golden band around it and wore a red robe. The third was all black, and the fourth all yellow. Each bore a
rare gift of some sort for the Western Queen Mother.
“I’ve seen those four at the Western Queen Mother’s birthday parties,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers,
“but I cannot think which mountain and which cave they are from.” The Fairy of a Hundred Plants said,
“The one in green is in charge of the furry animals on earth and is called the Unicorn Spirit, or the Spirit of a
Hundred Animals. The one in red is in charge of the feathered animals on earth and is called the Phoenix Spirit, or
the Spirit of a Hundred Birds. The one in black is in charge of the shellfish and is called the Spirit of a Hundred
Crustaceans, and the one in yellow is in charge of the scaly animals and is called the Spirit of a Hundred Scaly
Animals.”
After them came many other fairies and spirits, young and old, such as the Star of Good Fortune, the Star of
Happiness, the Star of Longevity, the Star of Wealth, the Star of Prosperity, the Spirit of the Forest, the Scarlet
Child, and the Golden Infant. All were heading for the party on winds and clouds.
*
Soon they arrived at Kunlun and converged upon the Fairy Pond, here they gave their presents to the
attendants, and after bowing to the Western Queen Mother, proceeded to their places at the banquet table.
The Western Queen Mother was seated at the very centre, with the Lady Yuan, the Weaving Maid, Maku, and
the Lady of the Moon beside her. As the guests seated themselves, they were each given a peach, which was a
symbol of longevity and the Western Queen Mother thanked them all for coming.
As succulent dish followed succulent dish, and ambrosia followed nectar, the sound of the fairies and spirits
making merry carried far into the clear, windless sky. There was singing and dancing, too, and after a while, the
Lady of the Moon said,
“What a wonderful time we are having! But we have all seen fairies and spirits dance and sing before. Now I
have long heard that birds can sing and animals dance. I wonder if we could prevail upon the Spirit of a Hundred
Birds and the Spirit of a Hundred Animals to show us?”
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“We are much honoured by your suggestion,” said the Spirits of a Hundred Birds and a Hundred Animals.
“However, we are afraid that our attendants are clumsy and unrehearsed, and their perforrmance will offend the
Western Queen Mother.”
“It is all in fun,” said the Western Queen Mother with a smile. “What does it matter?”
Whereupon the Spirit of a Hundred Birds told his attendants to follow Scarlet Phoenix and Green Phoenix, and
proceed to the Fairy Pond and bow to the Western Queen Mother. The Spirit gave the order, and lo and behold!
the Scarlet Phoenix and Green Phoenix and the others all turned around and assumed their earthly forms!
The attendants of the Spirit of a Hundred Animals followed one of their leaders called Unicorn Child to the
Fairy Pond, and as each passed before the Western Queen Mother, making his bow, the Spirit of a Hundred
Animals gave the order, and each one, too, assumed its earthly form. Tigers, leopards, rhinoceri, elephants and
deer began to cavort and dance, and birds of all kinds sang, each vying to do better than the next.
The Western Queen Mother was delighted, and ordered her attendants to serve hundred-flower nectar to
everyone. The Lady of the Moon raised her wine cup to the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers and said,
“Now that birds are singing and animals dancing, why don’t you order your flowers to bloom as well?
Wouldn’t it make the party even merrier?”
Everyone thought that this was a wonderful idea and urged the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers to do so and make
it an unforgettable party. But the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers was worried, and said,
“What a predicament the Lady of the Moon has put me in! You see my flowers must follow a schedule and
cannot simply be ordered to bloom as animals and birds can be ordered to sing and dance. Before every flower
blooms on earth it must first receive the approval of the Deity. The Fragrant Jade Maiden has to plan everything to
the last detail a month in advance, such as the number of petals and the shade of colorings. She is a genius and
thinks of endless original designs. That is why there is so much variety, so that among plum blossoms we have the
white blossom with the green calyx and also the vermilion variety, and double or single petalled lotuses and even
twin blossoms growing from a single stem, not to mention the different kinds of orchids in the spring and
chrysanthemums in the autumn. Every leaf and every blossom is determined in advance, and while in bloom (in
Heaven) the Supervisor of Flowers checks them and notes the improvements which are to be made. The flowers
which blossom according to design are ordered to bloom on earth in private gardens and choice spots, where they
are given care and nourishment and clean water, so that poets may sing their praises, and people enjoy them. The
flowers which do not blossom the way they should are brought before the Magistrate and punished according to
the severity of their offence. The serious offenders are ordered to bloom near official buildings at the harbors
(where traffic is heaviest) to be tormented by people and trampled upon by horses’ hooves and wheels, and
splashed by mud. The less severe offenders are beset by butterflies and bees and rain and frost. The minor
offenders are ordered to deep mountains and lonely valleys to burgeon and wilt with no one to admire them: this
is the kind of work I am responsible for, and I dare not take liberties with it. How can I suddenly ask all flowers to
bloom at the same time?”
After hearing this, the Lady of the Moon did not insist, but Aunt Wind, who was a close friend of the Lady of
the Moon, had never been a friend of the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. Now she felt called upon to express her
opinion. She said:
“According to you, the rules of heaven are never broken. How then do you explain that the plum blossom, that
finest of flowers, blooms on Ta Yu Mountain in October, and elsewhere in spring? And for all the fuss and bother
which go into tending them, how do you explain that the Taoists can make them blossom at will? Aren’t you
perhaps taking things a trifle too seriously? And all this talk about the supervision of flowers being so strict! How
do you account for the fact that the peony and the green peach blossom may be induced to bloom in winter if
given warmth and special nourishment? I maintain that the matter is in your hands for you to decide at will. Now
since the Lady of the Moon has expressed the wish to see all flowers bloom at once, you should not refuse. I shall
help by blowing a few gentle breezes. Don’t be afraid. The Western Queen Mother is witness, and if there is any
trouble later on with the Jade Emperor, I will share the responsibility.”\fn{ A note reads: The Jade Emperor heads the
hierarchy of dieties in Popular Taoism, which is the religious construct behind this book}
The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers knew that she was in a dilemma. However she smiled and said,
“Of course you realize that temperature and terrain influence the blossoming of flowers. So it isn’t
extraordinary that the plum blossom should bloom on Ta Yu Mountain earlier than elsewhere. And how can I
answer for Taoist magic? As for forcing flowers to bloom through artificial means, I cannot be held responsible
for that, either. But as you yourself must surely know, the seasons must be respected. You would not blow a
wintry blizzard in the warm season. And the Lady of the Moon knows that it is impossible for a full moon to shine
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upon the blue sky and green sea every night and not wax and wane. But would you like me to order the Peach
Blossom and the Almond Blossom to show their best blooms and sing and dance for you?”
“Why trouble yourself?” the Lady of the Moon replied sarcastically. “There are peach and almond blossoms
everywhere just now. I only made the suggestion because I wanted the Western Queen Mother to enjoy herself.
But since you are so afraid to trouble the spirits in your charge, I won’t press the matter any further. Only why
assume such airs and make such an issue out of a very simple matter?”
Now the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers could not contain herself.
“I beg you pardon!” she cried. “Of course I am only a small and cowardly fairy, inferior to you in every way. I
do not have a beautiful palace, and I don’t possess the nectar of immortality. But since I am so worthless and
inferior, how dare I go against the rules of Heaven? I would not order all flowers to bloom at once even if the
earthly ruler ordered me to do so unless the Deity agreed to it. I have no choice but to refuse your suggestion!”
“Then never mind!” cried the Lady of the Moon angrily, and embarrassed because the Fairy of a Hundred
Flowers had implied that she had stolen the nectar of immortality. “There is no need to become malicious, is
there?”
The Weaving Maid tried to make peace between them.
“Now you two have always been friends,” she said. “Why quarrel like this and spoil the party?” and the Lady
Yuan added,
“The Western Queen Mother has already shown great patience, but aren’t you being very rude? If this comes to
the hearing of the Deity, I am afraid neither of you will be invited to attend any more parties.” But the Lady of the
Moon said,
“The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers said just now that she would not order all flowers to bloom at the same time
even if the earthly ruler wished it, unless she had the Deity’s permission. What if hundreds of years from now an
earthly ruler does command all flowers to bloom at the same time, and flowers do so without the Deity’s consent?
How should the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers be punished? Let us make it perfectly clear now in the presence of
the Western Queen Mother and all the senior spirits and fairies.”
“If that should happen,” said Maku\fn{ A beautiful girl of eighteen or nineteen whose hands were like a bird’s claws, and who
became an “Immortal” after she retreated to the mountaqins to cultivate her soul } playfully, “what about making the Fairy of a
Hundred Flowers sweep the floor of the Moon Palace for three years?”
“What earthly ruler of the nine continents and four seas who rules on behalf of the Deity would turn the
principles of Yin and Yang upside down?” cried the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, “unless the Lady of the Moon
goes down to earth one day and becomes the ruler! Barring that, I shall willingly go to earth to suffer
transmigration in the rimless ocean of births and deaths, if I should ever be so muddle-headed as to order all
flowers to bloom at the same time.”
The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers had hardly finished speaking when the Star of Literature raised her writing
brush, and made a dot on the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers’ forehead, and left the Fairy Pond in a flash of red light.
The Lady of the Moon was going to answer back, but the Weaving Maid said hurriedly,
“Now look, the Star of Literature has already put her mark on the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, and left in
anger. If you keep on quarrelling and spoiling our pleasure, I am afraid the Western Queen Mother will soon be
ordering all of us to leave.”
When the party was over, the Western Queen Mother presented the guests with fruit and syrup, and the fairies
and spirits thanked her and made their bows and went away. Soon, the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers and her friends
forgot their chagrin, and returned to their caves in Penglai.
*
Day followed day, and year followed year. When the Fairies were idle, they played chess together. So time
passed, no one knew how long.
One day it was winter, and there was little the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers had to do. So she asked the Peony
Spirit and the Orchid Spirit to mind her cave, and went visiting. But the Fairy of a Hundred Plants was not at
home, and she could not find the Fairy of a Hundred Fruits or the Fairy of a Hundred Grains either.
Just as she was starting back to her own cave, it began to snow, and Maku, whom she had not seen for a long
time, came along. So the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers went back with Maku to the latter’s cave. Maku ordered her
attendants to bring wine and food, and the two began to play chess as the snow fell outside.
It was then that, unknown to the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, the supreme ruler on earth issued an order for all
flowers to bloom at the same time.
If the reader wants to know how this came about, please turn to the next chapter.
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2
In fact, the ruler on earth at this time was no man at all, but a woman, Wu by surname, Chao by name, who
called herself Tsetien, mother of Emperor Tang Chung-tsung whom she had deposed, and the spirit of the HeartMoon Fox incarnate.
It came about this way: The Emperors Tang Tai-tsu and Tang Tai-tsung were originally ministers in the Suei
dynasty (589-617 A.D.) who usurped the throne of Emperor Yang, and established the Tang dynasty (618-905
A.D.) by killing, pillaging, and committing atrocities and debaucheries.
When Emperor Yang arrived at the nether world, he put his case against the House of Tang before the spirits
and demanded justice. After considering the evidence, the spirits of the nether world reported to the Jade Emperor,
who decided that Emperor Yang must be avenged. However, instead of decreeing that he should be reincarnated
on earth to avenge himself, the Jade Emperor decided that an evil spirit should be sent to earth and let loose upon
the House of Tang, and let things run their natural course.
Thus it came about that the Spirit of the Heart-Moon Fox was ordered to be born on earth, and eventually to
become a “female emperor”, thus confounding the principles of Ying and Yang, and settle the score with the Tang
family on behalf of Emperor Yang.
When the Heart-Moon Fox received the order, she was delighted, and after deciding on a propitious date for
her descent, went to say goodbye to the Lady of the Moon.
The Lady of the Moon remembered the incident of several hundreds of years ago, and had an inspiration.
“Now you are going down to earth to become an Empress,” she whispered to the Fox, “and all that you desire
will be at your command. If you should command all the flowers of the four seasons to bloom at the same time, so
that the earth should be covered with a million colors and reflect your might and glory, you will be talked about
forever and the unprecedented feat will go down in history.”
The Fox smiled.
“That’s easy!” she said. “When I am Empress, who or what shall dare disobey my commands? I will not only
make all the flowers bloom at once, but even the Sago palm which never bears any flowers will burgeon fur my
sake! Just wait and see.”\fn{ The novelist now digresses into the actual history of this empress; we resume the mythological portion
of his narrative following this break, in conformity with the plan formulated by the editor of this novel:H }
*
One evening toward the end of winter, there was a heavy snowfall, and Empress Wu, together with her
daughter Princess Taiping and the Imperial Concubine Shangkuan Waner, was drinking and admiring the snow
scene from the window. As the snow fell harder and harder, the Empress said,
“The ancients say that a heavy snowfall presages a good harvest. This is a good omen! We shall have bountiful
crops this year, and there will be peace on earth!”
Tipsy and in high spirits, the Empress suddenly noticed that the winter-sweet in the garden were in bloom.
Drifts of their perfume filled the air.
“What inspiration it is of them to bloom in this weather!” she cried. “It must be because they know I am happy,
and want to help me make merry! They must be rewarded for their thoughtfulness!”
She decreed that the award of the golden plaque should be given to the winter-sweet, and ordered her
attendants to hang a plaque on the branches of each tree, and to decorate them with swatches of red brocade.
“It would not surprise me if the other flowers, aware of my fondness of them, should be in full bloom, too!”
she said, turning her wine-sodden eyes to her attendants. “Prepare litters. I and the princess are going to the
Garden of Many Fragrances and the Forest Park to look at them!'
The attendants had no choice but to do as they were told. But the Princess said,
“The winter-sweet are in bloom now because it is their time. No doubt the moisture from the snowfall has
helped them to open. But I really doubt if the other flowers can be blooming now, not far from spring though we
may be.”
“All flowers are alike!” cried the Empress. “If the winter-sweet can brave the cold to please me, why can’t the
others, especially since the ancients say, ‘Heaven comes to the help of the Divine Ruler’. There have been many
Emperors, but I alone am Female emperor. I am unique! Do you think that these wretched flowers and plants
would dare disobey me if I were to order them all to bloom at once? Come with me and see! Oh, I wouldn’t be
surprised if they were preparing to blossom already!”
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Princess Taiping again tried to prevent her from going, but Empress Wu would hear nothing of it, and ordered
her and the Imperial Concubine to follow. However, when they arrived at the Garden of Many Fragrances, not a
flower or a green leaf was to be seen, except for the winter-sweet, the narcissus and the heavenly bamboo. The
Empress was almost shocked into sobriety when she saw lis. A little eunuch came from the Forest Park and
reported,
“It the same in the Forest Park. According to my humble opinion, the flowers are not in bloom because they
are not aware of Your Majesty’s presence. However, I have already told them of Your Majesty’s wishes. If Your
Majesty would give them the command personally, I am sure they will all be in bloom by tomorrow.”
“Very well, then,” said the Empress reluctantly. “It is late, and I shall be generous. Let all flowers be in bloom
tomorrow!”
Writing-brush and paper were brought immediately, and Empress Wu, after some thought, wrote the following
edict:
Let it be known to spring. I am coming to the Palace gardens in the morning. All flowers are ordered to make
preparations at once and to be in bloom before dawn tomorrow.

This she handed to the eunuch, who set upon the edict the Imperial Seal, and posted it in the garden. At the
same time, he gave orders for the palace kitchen to prepare a feast for the next day, when the Empress would want
to celebrate the occasion.
Princess Taiping and the Imperial Concubine could not refrain om smiling, and returned to the Palace with the
drunken Empress. If the reader wants to know whether all the flowers bloomed, please turn to the next chapter.
3
When the Winter-sweet Spirit and the Narcissus Spirit read the edict, they hurried to the cave of the Fairy of a
Hundred Flowers to tell her, but their mistress was out. In fact, the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers had not yet
returned from Maku’s cave because it was still snowing. When the Peony Spirit heard the news, she immediately
went out in the snowstorm with the Orchid Spirit to look for her, but they did not find her in any of the caves she
often visited.
“What shall we do?” said the Peony Spirit when they came back.
“There are thousands of caves in these seventy thousand li of Little Penglai, and we have no time to lose!” said
the Peach Blossom Spirit. “I think each spirit should be responsible for the flowers in her charge, and obey the
earthly ruler’s command. Even if we do find the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, what can she do but obey?”
The Myrtle Spirit nodded in agreement, but the Peony Spirit was not sure if they should.
“I think we should wait for the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers,” said the Orchid Spirit. “What can the earthly ruler
do to us even if we disobey her? Some of us exist not only for aesthetic reasons, but have medicinal properties as
well. Dare she liquidate us all for disobedience?” to which the Cassia, Plum Blossom, Chrysanthemum and Lotus
Spirits agreed. But the Myrtle, Arundo, Sunflower, Day Lily, Water Caltrop, Wisteria, Smartweed and Apple
Blossom Spirits talked it over and said,
“We don’t know about you, but as for ourselves, we think it would be best for us to obey the earthly ruler’s
command. We are low-ranking flowers which have no medicinal properties, and which cannot compete with some
of you for fragrance, and we dare not take a chance. And since we have to be in bloom before dawn, we think we
had best be getting along. Are you coming with us?”
They were off before the others could answer. And they had scarcely gone when the monitors of the Forest
Park came in and demanded to know what was the delay, whereupon many of the other spirits also went. It had
stopped snowing, and was almost dawn.
“What are we going to do!” cried the Peony Spirit worriedly. “I’d better go out and look for the Fairy of a
Hundred Flowers again!”
When the monitors came again to hurry them up, neither the Peony Spirit nor the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers
had come back. Most of the spirits decided to go to earth, and when the sun came, only eleven were left in the
cave: Cassia, Plum Blossom, Chrysanthemum, Lotus, Bigonia, Peony Albiflora, Narcissus, Magnolia,
Rhododendron, Orchid and Winter-sweet, and they decided that they might as well go, too.
When the Peony Spirit came back alone and found only two endants guarding an empty cave, she hurried to
the Park as well.
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*
When the Empress woke up the next morning, she had slept off the effects of the wine. Suddenly she
remembered what she had done the evening before, and was filled with disquiet. What if the flowers had not
obeyed her? Would she not become the laughing stock of the people?
She got up, and was trying to think how she could conceal her grace, when the eunuchs in charge of the Forest
Park and Garden Many Fragrances came and reported that flowers were in bloom everywhere!
The Empress immediately summoned Princess Taiping, and after breakfast, proceeded to the Park. It was a
sight to behold. Her eyes were dazzled by the splendid reds, purples and greens which greeted her! It was as if the
whole universe were made of satins and brocades! Even the frozen pond had thawed out, and a spring warmth
filled the air.
Empress Wu’s delight was beyond measure. She hurried forward to admire the flowers.
Suddenly, she discovered that the peony alone of all the flowers was not in bloom, and upon inquiries was told
that it was not in bloom in the Garden of Many Fragrances either. Fury rose in great flashes in her.
“How dare you not bloom!” she thundered at the peony plants. “Is s your way of showing your gratitude, when
for thirty years since ame to the Palace, I have tended you and given you shelter from frost in the winter and from
the heat in the summer, when you have been watered when you were thirsty and given every nourishment you
needed! And you know you are my favourite! Is this your way of repaying me?” She turned to the eunuchs and
cried,
“Dig them all up and have m all burnt at once!” Princess Taiping tried to intervene.
“Peonies are large flowers, perhaps it takes them more time to bloom,” she said. “Give them half a day more,
and it will not be too late to punish them if they do not obey you.”
“Very well,” said the Empress. “I will give them until noon. How many peonies are there altogether?”
“There are more than two thousand bushes here, and the same number in the Garden of Many Fragrances,”
replied the eunuchs.
“Prepare a thousand basins of hot ashes, and roast their branches and stalks, but do not harm their roots,” she
said. “That should teach them a lesson! If they show signs of blooming after this treatment, roast the other bushes
in the same way. And if they are not in bloom by noon, dig them all up and chop them to pieces and pulverize the
pieces. I shall give the order to eliminate peonies from the earth.
*
As the eunuchs carried out the Empress’s orders, the Imperial Concubine whispered with a smile to Princess
Taiping,
“Have you ever smelled or seen anything like it? It would be just as effective if she had told them to beat
drums to induce the flowers to bloom!” But before the eunuchs’ work was done, some palace attendants rushed
over to report that in the Garden of Many Fragrances, leaves and buds were beginning to appear on the peony
bushes.
“So!” cried the Empress. “They understand the language of force after all!” and ordered the attendants to
discontinue the punishment. Soon, the peonies began to unfold. Even those branches which had been roasted to a
crisp began to burgeon with blossoms—which accounts for the variety of peonies called the ‘dry twig blossom’
we find in Piching, Huainan today, which will burn like kindling as soon as fire is set to its branches.
The Empress was now pacified, but she still felt that the peony had given her a personal affront since it alone
had bloomed late.
“Now I will not eliminate peonies from the face of the earth as I intended,” she declared. “Besides, they do
have some medical value. Instead, as punishment for the caprice, they will be banished to Loyang. After I have
entertained my ministers, the army will be ordered to escort them to Loyang, where the Governor Chang Ken will
be ordered to send back to me every year so much bark for medical purposes.”
Which accounts for the profusion of peonies in the city of Loyang today.
Now the Empress ordered the eunuch in charge of flowers to make a. list of all the different kinds of flowers
which were in bloom, and note which varieties were presented to her by which officials from different parts. She
received a list of ninety-nine kinds of flowers, and was very pleased. The Imperial Concubine said,
“What happened today will never cease to be talked about.” Princess Taiping said,
“Not only are the rare flowers in bloom, but twin blossoms are growing out of single calyxes from the loru and
blue-purse, and there are twin stalks, too. This indicates the predominance of the Yin principle. Basking in the
reflection of your glory, may I be the first to offer my humble congratulations.”
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The others all joined in congratulating the Empress. Empress Wu was extremely happy, and ordered the
attendants to decorate the plants and bushes with red brocade as signs of honor, and awarded the loru the title of
“Damsel of Literary Destiny” and the blue-purse the title of “Damsel of Culture”. Golden plaques were so
inscribed and brought at once, and hung upon their branches, whereupon the two kinds of flowers, as if aware of
the honor bestowed upon them, began to burgeon anew, and vie with each other in producing more and more
splendid blossoms. From the hearts of the double loru and blue-purse sprang new blossoms.
The Empress was delirious with joy.
“It is like babies springing from their mothers’ wombs!” she cried. “From now on each double flower which
produces a flower from within a flower will be awarded a gold plaque and three cups of wine!”
Immediately, she wrote this down and it was posted. And, strangely enough, in a little while, ten kinds of
double flowers began to produce flowers from the heart of flowers. Of these, the pomegranate proved to be most
proficient (as it is full of seeds).
Then the Empress toured the Garden of Many Fragrances, and prepared to entertain her officials at a feast. If
the reader wants to know what happened next, please turn to the following chapter.
4
In the cave of Maku, the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers was playing chess with her hostess when an attendant
came after sunrise and reported,
“All the flowers on earth are in bloom! Would the two fairies care to step outside and see?”
The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers hurried outside, and, to her consternation, found that indeed, the world was
covered with flowers.
“This is terrible!” she cried. “Remember the agreement I made with the Lady of the Moon so many hundreds
of years ago?”
“You had better report your negligence to the Deity right away, and ask for punishment,” counselled Maku.
“And you should go at once and beg the Lady of the Moon’s pardon. Otherwise, she and the other spirits will
surely not be satisfied until you are officially censured.”
“I could never bring myself to admit my mistake to the Lady of the Moon,” said the Fairy of a Hundred
Flowers. “We have not spoken to each other since we quarrelled hundreds of years ago. How can I go to her now
and be humiliated!”
“Would you rather become her floor-sweeper?” said Maku.
“When we quarrelled, I promised that I would go to earth to become a mortal if this should ever happen,” said
the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. “How can I escape this fate? It must be that destiny had it in store for me to go
down to earth, and that is why all the flowers have bloomed at the same time.”
Scarcely had she returned to her own cave and heard from her attendants what happened, than an emissary
from the Moon Palace came and said that the Lady of the Moon was waiting for her to go over and sweep the
floor. Her face scarlet with shame, the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers said,
“Go back and tell your mistress that I vowed I would go down to earth if this should ever happen, and I shall
not try to get out of it. But let her not be exultant, but wait and see whether I shall let the temptations of the world
corrupt me, and whether I shall return to my fairy state after I have done my penance by the Wheel of
Karma!\fn{An example of some of the features of Buddhism becoming confused with Popular Taoism } Then she will know of
what stuff I am made!”
That evening, the Fairies of a Hundred Plants, a Hundred Fruits, and a Hundred Grains came to see the Fairy
of a Hundred Flowers in her cave.
“We have just heard that an indictment has been brought against you,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Plants.
“You have been officially charged with negligence of duty and failure to control your subordinates, and they have
been charged with disobeying the rules of Heaven in order to please the earthly ruler, who issued the command
not for the benefit of the people or any reason of state, but because she was drunk. For this, you are all to go down
to earth to undergo the trials and tribluations of human beings. We hear that before you are fifteen years old, you
will cross seas and travel to uncivilized parts as a form of punishment, and that you will be ordered to earth any
moment now. We came to arrange a farewell party for you.”
“What about Narcissus, Winter-sweet and some of the others?” asked the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. “Are
they being punished as well?”
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“Yes,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Grains, “because they did not stop the others from blooming, although they
themselves were quite in order to bloom at this time. Including yourself, altogether a hundred fairies are being
sent to earth within the next three years.”
“We shall be scattered,” sighed the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. “Who knows when we shall meet again, and it
is all my fault! When we do come back to this mountain, how shall we ever find each other again?”
“If it is any comfort to you,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Plants, “I heard that all of you will be born within the
ten provinces or somewhere in the islands overseas, and that you will all be reunited in the end.”
“Oh, please tell me, what are the ten provinces, and what is meant by the islands overseas?” said the Fairy of a
Hundred Flowers. The Fairy of a Hundred Plants said,
“Now the Kingdom on Earth is divided according to terrain into ten provinces, namely, Kuan-nei, Honan,
Hotung, Hopei, Shan-nan, Lungtso, Huainan, Chiangnan, Chien-nan and Lingnan. As for the islands overseas,
they are countless, but we gathered that some of your spirits will be born in such places as the Country of
Gentlemen, the Country of Black-toothed People, the Country of Virtuous People, the Country of Split-tongued
People, the Country of Women, and so forth.”\fn{It was generally understood, mythologically speaking, that the earth was a flat
plate, with an inverted bowl over it which contained the sun, moon and stars. There was no other country on earth than the Middle Country
(China), and that China was fringed by islands upon which dwelt “uncivilized” breeds. The Ruler on Earth ruled by Divine wish }

Now the Lady Yuan, the Weaving Maid, and Maku also came to see the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers, and all
said that it was too bad that she failed to admit her guilt and offer herself up for punishment, and was too proud to
apologize to the Lady of the Moon, or she might not have been sent to earth.
“If you had held your tongue at the party, or even been willing to show your contrition now, things would not
have come to such a pass,” said the Lady Yuan. “Now there is nothing more we can do!”
“Maybe it was fate that I couldn’t help saying the things I did at the party, and cannot beg the Lady of the
Moon’s pardon now,” said the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers.
“No, that is not fate,” said the Lady Yuan. “It is not fate when it was within your power to exercise your
forebearance then, and to show your humility now. It is only after one has done his best that the rest is left to fate.
If you think that you cannot help the things you do, I do not wonder that you are being sent to earth! Surely you
know that nothing we desire ever comes to us without our exerting our own efforts?”
*
So the fairies were busy with many parties, large and small, for the Fairy of a Hundred Flowers. One day, the
Scarlet Child, the Golden Infant, the Green Maiden and the Jade Maiden gave a party on the Cave of Mystic
Travel on Dream Cliff for her, to which most of her friends as well as the four Spirit Chiefs were invited. The
Fairy of a Hundred Flowers expressed her consternation at the prospect of travelling to foreign parts, perhaps to
encounter bandits and evil spirits.
“Do not worry,” said the Scarlet Child. “If you need help, just call out our names, and we shall come to your
side speedily. We would not let you suffer without trying to help.”
“I don’t think that will do,” said the Jade Maiden. “She will be a mortal, remember. How will she know whom
to callout for? And if she does remember our names, wouldn’t that mean that she possessed fairy powers, and in
that case she wouldn’t need us to help her get out of human difficulties?”
“Ah, I realize my mistake,” said the Scarlet Child. “Then this is what we shall do: we shall watch over you all,
and tell each other if any one of you is in trouble, and come of our own accord. But it will be no mean task, since
there are a hundred of you, and we should be careful, too, lest we get sent to earth as well!” When they had all
toasted the guest of honour, the four Spirit Chiefs said,
“We have a small gift for you. It is a small expression of our sentiments at this time of your departure. It is a
plant of long life, which is over two million years old. Therefore it has benefited from the pure essences of
Heaven and the vigour of the sun and the moon, and whoever takes it will have a very long life.” Next, the Fairies
of a Hundred Plants, Fruits and Grains, the Weaving Maid, the Lady Yuan and Maku presented the Fairy of a
Hundred Flowers with a divine plant.
“We have found this divine plant which grew soon after the universe was created, and therefore has the equal
of nine-fold magic properties,” they said.\fn{ This refers to a metal which had been transmuted nine times, the swallowing of
which was supposed to make the Taoist who had done so immortal in three days } “It will not only bring the dead back to life,
but will make the person who takes it immortal. Please accept this humble gift as a small expression of our
friendship for you.”
The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers thanked them, and asked the Fairy of a Hundred Plants to keep the gifts for
her until her return from earth. When the party was over, several of the flower spirits’ time had come, and they
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descended to earth without delay to be born. The Fairy of a Hundred Flowers was born into the family of the
scholar Tang in Hoyuan county in Lingnan. If the reader wants to know what happened next, please see the next
chapter. …
1764

274.83b 1. The Preface To Her Poetry Collection Chengdong Changhe Ji (Poetry Exchanges In The Eastern
Section Of The City) 2. I Wrote A Poem For My Children On The Way From Tai’an To The City Of
Tan\fn{by Wang Pan Sunxin aka Xubai (1764- )} Shanyin, China (F) 1
1
When I was young, I loved poetry and learned the art of poetry from my father.
After getting married, I gradually abandoned this hobby. During the spring of the year of Jiayin,\fn{1794} I
accompanied my husband to the capital where I stayed at my uncle’s place and exchanged poems with Jin Yiren
from Caijiang.\fn{In present-day Anhui province}
We two got along very well in either drawing lots to decide a topic on objects for composing poems, or
designating poetic genres to write poems for a special occasion. Thereafter, Yiren accompanied her husband to his
Sichuan post, and passed away on the road in the Chu area located in the south. I then thought of the ancient tune
of Lofty Mountains and Flowing Waters, which hasn’t been played for a long time.
In the spring of the year of Kuihai,\fn{1803} I chose to live in the eastern part of the city, where I met Wang
Danyin, the wife of the host Yang, who was also skillful in poetry. Danyin was the daughter of Wang Zhishan, a
prefect, who became a Graduate for Preeminence in the same year\fn{ 1789} as my father. I acknowledged this
“friendship between the two same-year families.”
Our residences were only one wall from each other. Sometimes we would discuss our occasional poems with
each other, and my friendship with Wang was even closer than that with Jin Yiren.
Alas, I have met so many gentry women! In Yunnan this year, besides publishing Poems Exchanged in Pingxi, I
selected some poems we exchanged in the capital. Jin Yiren's poems were already published in a separate
Hangzhou collection. Still, one-tenth of the poems composed during my residence in the eastern part of the capital
are still stored in the box.
I then gave all these to my son Tongyi, who delivered them for publication. In this collection, the woman Shen
Xiuyun was the wife of the Pei family, and the daughter of Shen Jitang, director-general of grain transport. Shen
has published a collection entitled Poems from Shuangqing Tower.
I remember that in 1805, I said goodbye to Danyin, and during the same year, Xiuyun and Danyin went back to
visit their own parents in the south. When I left the capital for Yunnan, neither one of them had arrived at their
destinations.
Now Xiuyun traveled northward, and Danyin’s husband needed to take the position of salt supervisor at
Jinmen\fn{Present-day Tianjin} and she followed. In the past few years, the two women must have enjoyed so much
beautiful scenery in Jiangnan and joyful family reunions, their newly composed poems about which must have
filled up their bags.
On the contrary, I was overwhelmed by the numerous arduous trips with my children. Although I passed
extraordinary mountains and rivers, the increasing chores prevented me from composing good poems and my
productivity was reduced. Alas, one day when I return to the capital, how am I supposed to respond to my
understanding friends’ poems?
Wang Pan Suxin from Shanyin wrote this preface at the Yunnan government office during the year of
Wuxu\fn{1808} of the Jiaqingchen emperor’s reign.
2
Across the river, we already arrived in the city of Tan;
At night, our knock at the gate surprised the gatekeepers.
When we moved near the thatched houses, human shadows gathered;
Where the whiplash flickered, horse hooves took gentle steps.
*
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Yellow leaves floating in a stream appear picturesque in the poem;
Red flowers stretching ten li turn out to be the name of an inn.
I wrote these for you all to contemplate on:
Are people’s intentions as smooth as our paths?
267.134 & 267.214 1. Manyuan hua 2. Feelings On A Rainy Night 3. A Late Spring Impromptu Verse 4. Three
Poems Written In Response To The Spirit Of The Planchette 5. I Had Recovered From My Illness, But This Fall, I
Again Came Down With A Strange Illness: I Could Not Sleep Either In The Day Or At Night, And Whenever I
Ate Any Rice, I Would Throw It Up And Could Not Eat It. I Did Not Eat Or Sleep For Over A Hundred Days,
And Yet Was Able To Walk And Sit Normally As If I Were Not Sick At All And Was Just Play-Acting. So In Fun I
Wrote A Poem In Order To Amuse Myself For A While 6. Drinking In Come-Again Pavilion 7. Enjoying The
Moon At South Tower 8. Plum Blossoms 9. Again Following The Rhymes Of Heart Studio 10. Peony Matches Heart
Studio 11. A Reply Offered To Heart Studio In Lieu Of A Letter: Thirteen Poems\fn{by Jiang Zhu aka Bicen (1764-1804)}
Suzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 4
1
These fine lines are difficult to stop chanting,
As mysteriously my soul feels about to be transformed!
Pray tell when can we form our ladies’ association?
My obsessive longings have worn me out!
Permit me to tell you about my thatched hut,
Which I just happen to have built on a cloud-covered cliff,
Where the bamboo and boulders are elegant but wild,
And inside are zithers and books to uplift the soul.
*
There the spring waters are like wine,
And the spring hills are like paintings.
If you wait until the peonies bloom,
It should provide a place for a peaceful holiday.
Couldn’t you get a painted boat to come,
And raise your wine cup amidst the flowers?
We’d talk about things that ease the feelings,
And when I’d acknowledge that you had won,
I’d be willing to bow in derfeat.
2
The night rain sad and sorrowful,
What's left of the candle melts in drops, its light the size of a pea.
These writings—where is it we wept over the westerly wind?
I truly cannot bear to look back.
But I remember the moonlit nights, the flowery dawns,
As ink-soaked, I scribbled away, staining the hem of my sleeves.
Tipsy with wine, we talked about swords,
Excitedly we discussed the world,
Turning dreams into realities.
*
These things are gone, are gone.
My wild spirit has been ground to dust,
And is nothing like it was before.
No need to compose regrets or write about sorrow:
It's your fate, don't you know that yet?
Unfurrow the wrinkled lines between your brows,
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Liberate yourself from your worldly karma,
And attend to sitting on your meditation mat.
A thousand invocations to the ancient Buddha,
A single stick of pure incense
Make it possible to endure.
3
The green fat, the red skinny: indolent butterflies and bees—
Grabbing the blossoms, lingering by the willow floss: hating to hurry.
Let me have a curtain of fragrant rain,
And a few curls of steam from the tea
To keep out the easterly wind.
Because of my feelings I'm like a pathetic little insect—
I wish I could dissolve this wisdom and be stupid and deaf.
So I can get drunk on wine and fill my belly,
And then foolishly flying high,
Return home in the dark sweetness.
4
Breeze and flowers, moon and water—vast and vague.
Dare I believe my writing is the karma of an earlier life?
I will make a record of our meeting in a painting
To testify to your words before both men and gods.
*
The path full of brambles and thorns is hard to travel,
The distant fragrant seas can only be returned to in dreams.
Embroidered words no longer need remorse and shame:
My madness is done with, leaving only my foolishness.
*
A single dream can truly cause one to mess up an entire life.
The grieving cricket once in a while cries out in frustration.
Sitting on the meditation mat, I slowly become a Buddha:
Sweeping clean the troubled mind, waiting for the moon to shine.
5
With the medicine found in a book bag, I get by year after year;
That seems to be my way of life—something truly to be pitied!
Following my whims I go through poems as if chanting gathas
With wild phrases, I pretend to be a ghost discussing Chan!
If you compare the body to fallen leaves you understand illusion;
The silver fish that dines on words can truly become immortal.
Appearing to be ill, I just roam and play in the rain and flowers:
The altar of the mind is just there in front of the lantern.
6
The wine flows, the flowers gleam white;
The breeze comes, the bamboo path bidden.
Discussing poetry in itself presents no obstacles,
Asking about the Dharma dissolves worries.
The realm of Chan is clearer than water;
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The empty hall is as peaceful as autumn.
I am ashamed of dragging my feet in the dust;
Bound and tied, I've yet to turn myself around.
7
With a cup of wine in my hand I climb the south tower:
A few calls of returning geese heading into the sandy isle.
A jade platter suddenly emerges from the depths of the sea,
As the Western Hills tip over into the chilly river's flow.
I can distinguish clearly that it is water and not the moon,
A stretch of vast expanse floating along the extended void.
Lush and luxuriant the jasper groves are five hundred feet tall,
A single branch blows in the autumn in the human world.
I sing and I dance and I offer my poems to the immortals.
I grab its icy shadows, cling tight to its flowing fountains.
Climbing up on the ladder of clouds, I call out to Chang E:
Why shouldn't I be able to turn into the toad in the moon?4
8
The wind light and chill;
A cold quietness lingering in the thin woods;
Then came lovely lines from you.
Ah, you, truly, your heart is firm and strong,
The clouds press down, one branch lies horizontal.
*
Clusters of powdery catkins;
Their fragrance envelops the one in mourning clothes.
I remember parting at Ba Bridge in a time of wind and snow,
Flowers against the faint moon, moon against the clouds
Amidst the shadow of poetry, the essence of plum blossoms.
9
Stanza upon stanza in esteemed missives,
Line upon line of dragon droplets
Cause one to write in the air: “Tsk! Tsk!”
Having read the new poems through,
I wish to match their intricate skill.
Trimming close the last of the lamp, listening to rain,
Truly I undertake to be a responsive spirit
As drop by drop
The sound follows my breaking heart
And tears wet the raw silk's red.
*
In a reverie I rub my tired eyes,
All colors appear as in a haze,
My head is awhirl.
In every poem the Dao is revealed;
What can be added to these ladies’ writings?
It gave me a spell of anxious dreams—
He who thinks to evaluate them vainly studies the art of butchering dragons.
Uselessly I toil
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Year after year in my den of paper, painstakingly carving insects.
10
Rain in strands blown east and west
Slowly washes away the make-up.
Tenderly sad, the expanse of red,
Frail, spent branches.
*
Golden threads raised,
Heavenly incense emitted
To test the clearing of night rains.
Just now the immortal of Boyu Hall
Sends a new poem.
11
An esteemed missive infused with spices –
I split it open, read “Wind and Rain Throughout Jiangnan,”
Read and circled the wonderful phrases.
Your words ended, where else may one seek to feel alive?
A shift in key and a change in mode,
The effect new, the principle old,
Your compositions are truly most unusual,
Three stanzas of lovely lyrics—
Taking up the flute, I try to express them.
*
For a theme, I received “A courtyard of dense shade.”
The cries of shrikes sound again,
In a twinkling, the spring light changes.
At day's end, the medicinal burner remains my companion,
On the inkstone, light dust gathers,
Not many exercises are completed.
The sprite of poetry addiction, the screen of wine,
These are the hardest to overcome.
Talking of Zen and chatting of doctrines,
I’m ashamed to earn merit by words.
262.113 & 267.216 1. On The Road Through Chang-te 2. Traveling In The Mountains 3. Starting At Dawn 4. The
Trail Up Wu Gorge 5. Falling Plums 6. Late Spring 7. Su zhongqing 8. Jasmine 9. A Farewell To Younger Sister
Xianpin 10. Yu meiren 11. Bind-Blown Fireflies 12. For A Song Girl 13. The Double Seventh Festival I 14.
Inscribing A Painting On “Listening To Rain Under A Mat Canopy” By Great-Uncle Zhuxi 15. The Double
Seventh Festival II 16. Drifting Floss 17. My Own Inscription For Painted Plums 18. An Inscription For My Draft
Of Unpublished Lyrics And A Gift Sent To Younger Sister Xianpin 19. Two poems from “Answering Grand
Scribe Suiyuan’s Four Poems On ‘Bidding West Lake Farewell,’ Using The Original Rhyme Schemes” 20.
Ancient Feelings 21. After Climbing The Heights, I Wrote This For Lanyou And Other Younger Brothers And
Sisters 22. Inscribing A Small Portrait Of Lady Official Xi Peilan Holding Some Flowers: Twenty-two
Poems\fn{by Sun Yün-feng aka Biwu (1764-1814)} Renhe, Chekiang Province, China (F) 5
1
On the last year’s trip I enjoyed this place.
I am glad to come back here today.
The fish market is deep in blue shadows.
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I can see the smoke for tea rising
From the thatched inn.
The sands of the river beaches
Merge with the white moon.
Along the shore the willows
Wait for their Spring green.
Lines of a poem run through my mind.
I order the carriage to stop for a while.
2
Traveling homesick with the West wind,
The dust of my cart rises to the evening clouds.
The last cicadas drone in the yellowing leaves.
In the sunset a man’s shadow looms like a mountain.
One by one the birds go to roost.
I wander aimlessly and never go home.
I pause above a stream and envy the fisherman
Who sits there in solitude and leisure,
Thinking his own elegant thoughts.
3
Under the waning moon
In the dawn—
A frosty bell.
My horse’s hooves
Tramp through the yellow leaves.
As the sun rises
Not a human being is visible
Only the sound of a stream
Through the misty trees.
4
The trail climbs in zig-zags
High above the spiraling whirlpools.
Swift waters break against sheer rocks.
On the evening breeze comes the sound
Of a boy playing his flute,
Riding home on the back of an ox.
The last drops of rain mingle
With the cloud of my horse’s breath.
New grass grows on the ancient ramparts.
On the abandoned monuments
The old inscriptions are lost in time.
I am bound on a journey without end,
And can not bear the song of the cuckoo.
5
Rising—too weak to roll up the screens—
At dusk I stand idle by the rials;
A fine rain draws a light chill,
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And a gust sends a shower of plums.
Pity!
Pity!
It scatters a yardful of fragrant snow.
6
On pillows of white clouds the sky grows dark;
The spring dream turning hazy
Is mocked by the oriole’s ciy.
Hairbun aslant, I have no plans at all—
Too worn to burn incense in the urn of gold.
*
I may have spring but nowhere to tie it down:
I blame the east wind
For blowing it to heaven’s edge.
Butterflies powder, unseen, the floss outside.
At night a few drops of flower-crushing rain.
7
Red-tower dream breaks at dawn oriole’s cries;
Cold rises from embroidered drapes.
Second month in the Southland is late spring:
Deep in alleys and lanes
Flower vendors resound.
*
Thin mosses and lichens
And light willowy mist
Are the purest sadness.
Last night was both wind and rain;
This morning it is Cold Food;
Tomorrow will be Clear-and-Bright.
8
Picked by slim hands, she sparsely dots the hair.
Her secret scent will spread from tree to tree,
Her petals sparkling like pearl and like jade.
*
When one wakes after fresh rain—round fan in hand—
And bathes by green casements in cool nightfall,
She slips by verandah’s breeze through jade-gauze screens.
9
I can think of no more schemes—
Just parting thoughts and ten thousand strands of tears.
In the yard at nightfall it’s about to rain:
The wind is wild!
Don’t cross the river tomorrow in your boat.
*
Twelve windows of jade-green gauze
Awhirl with seal-script incense of the urn.
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Speaking of old journeys depresses me:
Hard to forget
Those heartbreaking spells of moon, flowers, and snow!
10
Last year swallows left with flowers in their beaks,
For spring could not be detained.
The year before I leaned in the east painted tower,
Wistful at one screen
Of flying catkins in dusky mist.
*
This year once again it is creeper time:
The scene is like the one before,
When I stood forever watching homing crows
And hated the unfeeling
Grass's growth that reached heaven’s edge.
11
Their green shapes riotous on the screens
Like twinkling specks of spring star.
The blue sky liquescent, the moonlight is bright.
When in cool night's deep yard the people rest,
They’re blown to fall on silver screens.
*
Beyond the rails bamboo sounds are clear;
Half my arm’s gossamer light.
On jade steps recall this state of bygone times
When a round fan's soft silk could not hold them down,
And jasmine hairpins fell aslant.
12
A fine rain wind-blown wets embroidered drapes;
In spring chill you first try on southern silk.
The orioles sing amidst green-willow shades;
The butterflies dream in red-apricot scent.
*
You think of the past,
Recalling River South—
Slim, darkened brows by silver torch and screen.
Now’s the night of idle windows and cold dreams:
A bright moon, unfeeling, falls on painted eaves.
13
Girl friends in season—a court in season, too—
All face the wind to boast of sewing skills.
They bow and the candles flare up,
Their silk gowns’ faint fragrance grows.
*
Human cares flow away with water.
By whom can this sorrow be told?
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Cold stirs on painted screens’ autumn;
At dusk the moon is a slim hook.
14
One boat in the west wind
That blows the dusk rain across clean, white sandbars.
Let’s chant and sing in depths of water and cloud
With carefree gulls and egrets.
The sails hoist homing hearts from distant shores,
And oars row a cool dream past autumn reeds—
Their steady squeaks
Hinder sleep till the midnight hour
With parting thoughts.
*
Fisher fires blaze; Mat canopies are still.
The peaks veil their green;
The waves store their jade.
Stopping the undertow’s flow and ebb
Are sheer cliffs, a thousand feet.
Raindrops make hazy the trees that line the sky,
Their pure sounds piercing the skiff in mist.
This new painting spread out,
I recall at once our descent of Xiang.
So like the past!
15
Spiders web the house edges;
Cicadas strum the tree tops;
Rain stops and twilight brings a new clearing;
A crescent moon half appears;
On painted screens early autumn
Has roused a whole spell of coolness.
*
Vying to tear our drafts of verse
Or to cut up embroidery—
That’s not the flavor of the season!
Mixing both powder and rouge
To dye unknown flowers,
We'd beg for Heaven’s Grandchild’s clever thoughts.
16
The whirling catkins, wildly sticky,
By blue casements disturb my thoughts.
Roguish is the east wind
That should blow them away but stops.
No clues!
No clues!
For my sake take sorrow away.
17
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Cool stamens fly their scent up the brush’s point:
A forecast of spring beneath cold, farmland clouds.
It’s hard for east wind even to send one sprig.
*
Snap with the moon what seems like emptiness or form;
There’s no mist or fog—so pull the screens and watch:
By twilight clear shadows will reach the rails.
18
Parting thoughts arouse poetic thoughts;
Doleful hearts change to leisured hearts.
“Beauties, fragrant plants”—their meaning’s too deep
For the mere bystander to grasp.
Since with the clouds the wild geese parted,
The flowers have shaded the moon a few times.
When will we play the lute that's like the ocean breeze
And face west window’s candle light?
19
Flosses smacked the screens and brought an end to spring;
The Grand Scribe returned, but he left quickly, too.
Chrysanthemums in hand he was Three Paths’ guest;
A friend of gulls, he is now Five Lakes’ old man.
Lines in your pockets became treasures all;
I heard your fame though you I did not know.
Amidst the blooms, I thought, you waved and left
To hoist past the sky your sail in high wind.
*
I miss you more for not seeing you off;
When you return, it will be one year hence—
Your blue-bird boat at dusk in distant streams
Beneath white-gull sky, new rush, and spring rain.
Song pipes, three thousand, belong to Flower Town;
The twelve who attend you are leisured gods.
I wish I were the pupil of your class
Who serves you in all those mountains of fame.
20
The silver lamp knots double wicks;
The spiders ascend my skirt-sash.
Rise early to wash off tear stains.
Summon mirth to paint my brows long.
21
We join to climb the high tower on the ninth,
When all carry dogwood branches, and chrysanthemums bloom.
One lonely sail far off clean, white sandbars;
In cold mist and blank river a goose arrives.
Humans alone grieve autumn's gradual age;
Youths must treasure water that cannot return.
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This landscape, though fair, is not quite our home.
I’d write “Climb the Tower” but my gifts are small.
22
I’d attend as pupil your lotus seat
To see for myself how celestial blooms descend.
The poem’s realm, known through the realm of Zen,
You hold forth, never making it disperse.
*
A small, natural portrait sketches your form
Of peerless beauty that enraptures all.
One must deride those pupils of West Lake:
In service they can’t match the person limned.
267.221 1. Excerpt from Recreated Heaven 2. Answering My Husband 3. My Husband Returns From Suzhou 4.
Two excerpts from Jingui jie 5. Excerpt from Zai zaotian\fn{by Hou Zhi aka Ruzhi (1764-1829)} Nanjing, Jiangsu
Province, China (F) 1
1
As a female ruler she occupied the throne,
And her fame spread throughout the world
The khan of the Huns came suing for peace,
And the king of Korea laid down his arms.
People all blame her for her use of vixen-like charms,
But what ruler has measured up to her imperial fortitude?
In the Southern Court she punished her favorite eunuch,
In the Phoenix Pavilion she dressed down her virile lover.
Her law made no allowance for personal favors,
For her ministers she selected the finest men.
She recognized quality, and rewarded it well;
She even admired a rebel for his fine writing.
For what lack of virtue should she feel ashamed?
There was no one talented enough to put her down.
She was a golden goblet, with no defect or failing,
The most divine of monarchs in a thousand years!
2
Being a wife is always a matter of serving one's parents-in-law,
How would I dare, for all our simple fare, to speak of hardships?
I serve them but cannot offer more than a single dish.
Planting millet, our family is poor, we can only concoct thin wine.
Owing rice, it is naturally hard to have any surplus,
I am lucky to have clothes and skirts to pawn.
The trivial business of the women's quarters is all like this.
Please bear with me as I pour out my frustrations in talking this way.
3
To our happiness, both our parents are happy and healthy.
Our children are roughly familiar with writing.
It is our household teaching that frugality makes honesty.
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Literature is often at odds with a fulfilled life; but all is up to Heaven.
You are without illness, we must recognize our good fortune.
To have poetry and books at home is already to live like an immortal.
As long as we have days that lack no simple necessities,
We can consider that spring is at our door.
4
In poetry I dared not neglect learning.
I was publicly granting audiences as a teacher.
I did not meet the expectations of students who stood outside my door.
While the spring wind laughed at my presumption at holding forth in my chair.
*
I was not able to lavish food on my elders,
So I entertained them with words instead of drink.
My original intention was to receive smiles and happy sighs from my mother-in-law,
How can I have the heart to haggle about payment with the publisher?
Nowadays I hear my manuscripts have increased the price of paper.
As a mere wife, I have no time for this activity, I only dust and clean.
I created these mundane stories to be told by blind singers.
Moreover tanci allow me to point out the minutest moral flaws.
5
Steadfast in probing depths and sources,
I knew I learned a lot,
But for people to pass on my fame as a poet—
I fear that time will not come.
It was better to switch to tanci,
In which case I might be praised as a good writer.
1765

204.87 Excerpts from Jottings Of Sea Voyages\fn{by Xie Qinggao (1765?-1821?)} Jiaying, Guangdong Province,
China (M) 1
No one, from the monarch to the commoner, has two wives. A man may remarry after his wife dies or, if the
husband dies, the wife may remarry. When those who have borne a daughter wish to choose a son-in-law, the
man’s family will certainly dispute her dowry and will only agree when their wishes have been satisfied. Since
parents are put to shame by a daughter who is unable to secure a marriage they are unstinting in respect of the
dowry, even if it exhausts the family’s wealth. On the other hand, whether or not a man has a wife is of little
consequence.
It is not forbidden to marry someone with the same surname; only siblings may not marry each other. When
widows remarry, however, even uncles and nephews make a suitable match. When those marrying are close
relatives, it is necessary to seek permission from their religious leader, and if this is granted, they may then marry.
This leader is the head monk of the temple. Since the common people are all Catholics, many temples have been
established. Every seven days, all the women attend religious services at the temples. When getting married, the
man and woman both go to the temple to hear the head monk preach, after which they can go home together. If
the man is joining the woman’s family they return to her home.
When a man and woman are discussing marriage, their parents and the matchmaker must first inform the
religious leader. The leader then makes a proclamation to inform the general public. If there is a private agreement
between a man and woman, they can make their love known and, once that is done, this private agreement must
be complied with; even their parents cannot dispute it.
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If a woman has had illicit sexual relations or committed other crimes but desires to reform, she enters a temple
and confesses to a monk. The monk sits inside a small booth with a window on one side. The woman kneels
beneath the window and, whispering to the monk, confesses the truth of her situation. The monk gives her an
exposition of the relevant moral precepts. This is known as the absolution of guilt. If the monk tells others of her
affairs and it becomes widely known, the monk has behaved improperly and his crime is punishable by hanging.
Whenever a man or woman has committed a crime and fears rebuke from the household head, that person goes
to the temple to beseech the help of the monk. If the monk promises to intervene on his or her behalf, and puts the
case to the family head by means of a letter, the family head cannot continue with his blame, even though he may
be angry.
Everyone who dies is buried in the temple. When a person dies, a predecessor’s grave is chosen, its skeleton
exhumed and discarded in a corner of the temple. This allows the later arrival to be buried in its place.
Births and deaths are all reported to the temple for the monks to record their genealogy. However, their
knowledge of their ancestors is limited to only three generations.
*
When soldiers or civilians see the monarch or an important official, they remove their hats if out of doors, and
if indoors they hasten forward, stroke the superior’s foot and kiss it. Then, dropping their hands to their sides and
bowing, they shuffle a few steps backwards, then stand up straight and speak; they do not kneel.
When a son sees his father after a long absence, he similarly removes his hat if outdoors, hastens forward and
embraces his father around the waist. The father pats his son’s back with both hands and they kiss mouth to mouth
four times. The son then bows and shuffles a few steps backwards before he stands up straight and speaks. One
who has not yet come of age does not embrace his father but hastening forward, takes his father’s hand and kisses
it. The rest of the ceremony is the same.
On meeting his mother, it is the mother who embraces the son. They also kiss each other on the mouth four
times. The son then drops his hands to his sides and moves backwards, bowing and shuffling backwards as above.
If he sees her frequently he merely drops his hands behind him, bows, and shuffles backwards as above.
Whenever young children meet their father or mother in the mornings and evenings, they take hold of a hand
and kiss it before continuing as above. …
When friends or relatives chance to meet, each removes his hat. When away from home taking one’s family to
one’s parents’ home, if a relative visits, the women always keep the guests company in the sitting room. When a
woman goes out sightseeing, her husband or the head of the family takes her arm and goes with her. A man may
sometimes take the arms of two females whilst walking. The above is a general description.
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274.81a 1. Spontaneously Written After Reading the Record Of The Huang Mountains 2-3. From Her
Poetry Collection Defengting Chuji\fn{by Wang Zhenyi (1768-1797)} China (F) 1
1
The Huang Mountains are famous throughout the world,
Their splendid beauty has achieved perfection.
Travelers from various places take a stroll in the mountains,
Bundling some food they hike for a thousand li.
When climbing, it does not matter far or near,
When trekking, one is also joyful in heart.
Travelers either narrate their journey,
Or compose a poem to keep a record.
Such travel writings mostly
End up with pieces written for the occasions.
The special collections are too many,
By naming one good one, I miss a hundred.
If one inscribes their titles on stone,
Wind and rain will easily wear them away.
I’ve only heard of the Huang Mountains’ reputation,
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And have not had a chance to tread on them with my light shoes.
In vain, I decide to visit them in my mind,
My mental wandering is inexhaustible.
I opened and read the Record of the Huang Mountains,
But felt as if I were only having a partial view.
Yet then I looked at a painting,
And got a better idea.
Fortunately there are texts there on the mountain top
That can serve as the history of the mountain clouds.
The tip of my brush is covered with cold mist,
In front of my eyes the color of lavender is overwhelming.
The delicate feather crown unfurls itself,
Hanging in the sky, the colorful banners stand tall.
The illusory sea prods my mind to practice detachment,
The ancient pine trees line up in the cracks of the stones.
Inside the myriad solemn layers of the rees
I suspect is where a couple of immortals dwell.
Titred of reading the book, I get up and wander;
Have I achieved a fair understanding of these mountains?
How can I explore their depths to my heart’s content,
And one by one exhaust all that my tracks can cover?
The clouds that hand over the thirty-six peaks,
I will carry them back with me and study them more.
2
I recall my past journeys through mountains and seas,
And how swiftly I crossed rivers and climbed mountains.
Trading ten thousand miles and reading ten thousand volumes.
I once compared my ambition to a kind even stronger than a man’s.
To Lintong in the West and to Heishui in the East,
I thrilled at riding a horse to urge the carriage as a girl.
I also learned archery and equitation,
And was reluctant to ride a horse with make-up
3
The major mountain marks the land of Shandong,
The lofty mountain overlooks the extreme East.
Clouds in the valley are steaming myriad peaks,
The sun over the sea is bathing the three Daoist temples.
Numerous air is in the control of Heaven,
Divine root is in touch with Earth.
Tall and flat, the mountaiun belittles the whole world,
My image and the world, equally, are barely discernible.
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267.83 1. Sitting At Night In The Quiet Green Studio 2. Peonies 3. Two poems from “An Inscription For A
Painting On ‘Four Guests Touring A Mountain On New Year’s Eve’ By Grand Scribe Wu Yusong” 4. Rising From
Illness 5. The Boat’s Inmmediate Scene 6. Written On A Cold Night Waiting For Zhushi, Who Does Not Return,
And Reading Honglou Meng Chuanqi: Six Poems\fn{by Jin Yi aka Xianxian (1770-1794)} Soochow, Jiangsu Province,
China (F) 2
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1
A courtyard of jade-like wutong
Stirs new cool in night’s tower.
The fallen flowers are all due to the rain;
Dead trees easily turn autumnal.
Much illness removes tea and wine;
Cloudy hills await my boat’s call.
The incense seems to have feelings,
For strands and strands would flow near me.
2
I see and care greatly for you
Who come twice in fresh fair weather,
Outdoing all other beauties—
The hundred gems of the tower.
Rain-soaked you vie with spring for glamor;
Wind-whipped you make piles of brocade.
Pity how those butterflies tire
From circling you a thiousand times.
3
One skiff will move you far from worldly air.
Bell-talk of mid-Heaven is heard below.
Leave we our shoes unused at winter’s end?
Mountain gods should know these four gentlemen.
Tea games are played though the hut turns misty cold;
The cliff’s leafless woods will not detain the clouds.
Past journeys’ traces are vaguely recalled,
But a sense of pure peace is felt by all.
*
An outing like a visit to the gods,
This treading of cold is best as night clears.
At snow-packed inns you’d find the wines of old;
Twilight bells cleave the mist across the stream.
Besides a lone monk there’s no other guest;
When you return, it will be another year.
You must recall in future New Year’s Eves
How oars found rest by the clouds at dusk.
4
The green trees move their shadows up the screens.
West court is empty, the morning sun is faint.
I can’t burn incense, rising from illness,
After a brief stand beneath flowers, my robe’s perfumed.
5
Water windows opened, the silk drapes drawn,
One leaflike sail in a mirror returns.
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Heaven seems to pity my loneliness:
Green hills have moved near to the painted boat.
6
Cloudiness pervades the snow with a penetrating chill.
Twisting and turning incense disappears on an agate plate.
I wait for you who’ve not yet returned; then abandoning my daydream, I get up.
No means to dispel sorrow, I borrow a book to read.
Their feelings run extraordinarily deep.
Their souls can hardly stand such exertion; they risk their lives.
Even the toll of tears seems not quite enough.
On second thought, what has this to do with me?
1771

269.12 & 267.82 1. Excerpt from Guochao Guixiu Zhengshi Ji: “Preface” 2. A poem in praise of
chrysanthemums\fn{by Yun Zhu (1771-1833)} Yanghu, Changzhou Prefecture, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 1
1
Of old when Confucius edited the Odes, he did not omit writings from the women’s apartments. When later
parochial scholars claimed that the tasks of wives and daughters should be limited to taking charge of making
wine and drawing water, or sewing clothes and embroidering, they were ignorant of the prescriptions for women’s
learning that fell under the jurisdiction of the Nine Concubines, as described in the Zhou Li.\fn{Rites Of Zhou}
These prescriptions begin with “womanly virtue,” followed by “womanly speech.” To be sure, “speech” does
not refer explicitly to writing, but speech is very close to written words. Given this fact, what harm can there
possibly be in a woman learning to write poetry?
But the “Greater Elegantiae” are no longer being composed, and the Way of poetry has become shallower day
by day. One writer may use frivolous or superficial phrases; another may employ excessively artful conventions.
At worst, her head may be turned by unrestrained self-indulgence, so that she utterly neglects the dictates of
modesty and gentility. The fault here, however, is not that she has learned poetry; the fault is that she has not
learned it.
From the time I lost my milk teeth, my father told me that I ought to read books to comprehend their
underlying principles, and so he ordered me to study in our family school alongside my two elder brothers. I was
tutored in the Four Books, the Classic of Filial Piety, the Book of Odes, and the Erya lexicon. When I grew a little
older, my father personally instructed me in the ancient and modern styles of poetry, repeatedly stressing the idea
that poetry must have a “correct beginning”.
At that point, I began learning to compose poems of my own. Since relatively few works from the women’s
quarters are in circulation, whenever I came upon the collected works of some famous woman poet, I would take
a moment when I wasn’t embroidering to copy down a verse or two to express my admiration for her.
After I married, I had to manage the “rice and salt,” so I set aside my brush and ink stone. As the years passed,
I grew absorbed in quiet sitting and meditation, and the only books left on my desk were a few volumes of Song
philosophy and the single chapter that makes up the Lengyan Jing.\fn{ Surangama Sutra}
Then one winter day in the year 1826, my eldest son, Linqing, while on leave from his duties on the Yellow
River conservancy, was searching through my old portfolios and found what was left in them, as well as poems
that other ladies had written and sent me as gifts, along with many recently obtained collections of poetry. He
copied them all into a manuscript. Altogether there were more than three thousand poems. He asked my
permission to give them to a woodblock carver so that they could be printed and distributed to a wide audience.
Resuming my customary practice of years past, I read them all through again. Concerned that there were too
many poems and undaunted by my own limitations, I made the final selection. I rejected any that did not conform
to refined standards. This included all poems depicting sensual images such as rosy clouds, and all poems that
conveyed emotion through erotic images, regardless of how well they were written. The poems retained in the
present volume are barely one half of the original collection.
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The final edited version I have entitled Correct Beginnings. The genres and their contents vary, but the
sentiment and tone of each is correct. Pure beauty, chaste emotion, conjugal harmony, limpid verse—none would
shame the Admonitions of the Female Scribe; all conform to the standards required of one who morally
transforms others.
2
Clusters of yellow flowers are attacked by the morning dew.
Lacking a good poem, I dare not count myself among their kindred spirits.
Impassioned, I imbibe their bright color and write a new rhyme.
Delicately, I savor their cold fragrance while voicing a bitter chant.
Quietly concentrating my thoughts, I trace their thin shadows.
In leisure polishing my lines, I recognize the other’s pure heart.
Unrestrained, the spirits\fn{Of Chrysanthemum and Tao Yuanming}join me in chanting poems from a side hedge,
I will write of the same autumnal thoughts from this moment on.
267.87 1. Sent To My Fourth Son, Shaowu 2. Sent To My Third Daughter, When She Failed To Come As
Expected 3. Farewell Feast At The Lantern Festival 4. To Be Shown To Pinxiang And Yingqing 5. Ru yan fei:
Five Poems\fn{by Liang Desheng aka Chusheng (1771-1847)} Hangzhou, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 2
1
Far away you are, blocked by passes and mountains;
My tender heart is churning—hard to go or stay.
In the splendid hail a night banquet is held,
Yet I look on in sorrow,
And the cypress wine, though strong, fails to make me smile.
*
These words I send: do free up your heart;
When the waters rise in spring, boating is good.
For you, tonight, in the remote serenity of your office,
I pine from afar.
Amidst the sound of firecrackers, another year is gone.
2
My ailing body, frail and weak, cannot bear my clothes;
For more than ten years now, nothing’s been the same.
In dreams, my spirit often roams the old capital city.
*
My heart suffered many wounds, so I took up Buddhism;
Sick so long, I might as well be a doctor.
My appearance is fading, I fight to hold on,
Awaiting your return.
3
To stay and to part are the same,
Today my feelings are like tumbleweeds.
Forcing my gaze on the lanterns,
I watch them compete in a dance.
Exquisite craft,
Fragrant haze in a misty space,
The lantern halos are red.
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*
Ill and afraid of willow-thread winds;
The farewell song just sung, my mood is lackluster.
My flesh and blood will be in the river country,
A thousand miles away in dreams.
Bleary eyes,
I turn my head; how many ranges of cloudy peaks will separate us now?
4
Amidst spring breezes,
We agreed to pour wine into golden goblets.
The green of willows covers the road along the dike,
The red of peach blossoms enters the village on the water.
Where to wash away traces of sorrow?
5
“White moon, clear wind, perhaps they hold some meaning; | Measured in bushels, carried on carts, the books are already
nameless.” So reads the elegiac couplet my late husband composed for himself. Whenever it happens to be mentioned,
sadness strikes my mournful heart, and I can’t control my feelings. Jotting down this piece may ease my grief somewhat.
*
For ten years, a wounded heart—
I still can’t bear to recall those days,
Much less speak of them again.
Lightly he said that in life he had nothing superfluous,
Only ten thousand shelves of books in elaborate covers.
Sad that mist locks in the pavilion, the veranda of old;
A touch of heart—it serves as both teacher and father,
Schooling these orphans on nights of white moon and clear wind.
Before the writing is done,
Tears come pouring out.
*
By now the trees on his grave are almost as thick as my arm—
When will he have his wish of a green case fulfilled,
And smile beneath the Springs?
From time to time his voice and face appear in a dream,
As if he were still in his Five-Three Studio.
What can I do? Falling leaves swish down to startle me.
Even if these orphans can establish themselves,
I fear that mother’s curtains may be taken down, her spring sunlight may die out.
I prop up my ailing bones,
For what I shoulder is hard to lay down.
1775

267.89 In Night Rain At Xiaoxiang—A Poem On A Picture About Burying Flowers\fn{by Li Peijin (1775?- )}
China (F) -1
Rain and wind, flowers and grass—
A dream of love, who has sympathy?
In the misty courtyard, catkins look like smoke.
Many turn into colorful clouds and disperse.
Quietly looking down at her troubles, those from attachment,
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At the place to bury sadness
And sweep away old resentments,
To give to the wailing cuckoo.
*
The weather that makes a person thin,
The season when flowers fall,
Youth flowing away like water,
I think of her—sickness coming upon her
As she quietly stands by the balustrade.
How many tears drop on the letters?
How much green resentments and red ruins?
Silk threads swirling,
Beautiful, youthful years, hard to bind.
Secret thoughts are expressed on the curved eyebrows.
1778

274.85c Visiting My Natal Family\fn{by Hao Feng (1778- )} Qihe, Shandong Province, China (F) -1
I, the daughter, am far from my mother,
And only visit mynatal family once per year.
Brothers happily inquire about my life,
Sisters cheerfully welcome me into the house.
*
Supporting each other, we enter the old room,
To chat about our parting sorrow when seated in a circle.
Holding my hands, Mother asks,
“Why are you so skinny?”
*
I recall the day of leaving the side of my parents;
My Mother was beset by illness at the time.
My frail physique causes pity from Mother;
I almost burst into tears but immediately stop.
*
As long as Mother is fine, I will be fine;
Please don’t be saddened by my emaciation.
The trivial matters such as hunger and cold,
How can I complain about these to Mother?

A street of stores in Shanghai, late Qing Dynasty
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China 2.123 Zhi Fei Lu\fn{by Kong Zhaojie (1780-1852)} China (F) 77
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267.90 On The Novel Honglou meng\fn{by Sun Sunyi (1783- )} China (F) -1

293

Such deep feeling,
Surprisingly willing
To break her heart for him,
To die for him.
She awakens in the Red Chamber and doesn’t see anyone.
The shadows of curtains blowing in the wind startle her awake.
In vain fresh grief pours like water.
Because there is karma from a previous life.
She throws this life away in a stream of tears of longing.
Let it be called out—
“Frowner” is her name.
*
Outside Xiaoxiang guan, how much of spring is left?
Set against traces of moss, a mass of fallen blossoms
Dotted with red, a touch of purple,
Drifting, the east wind pities her sad fate,
How her heart cherishes flowers!
Take a cock-break hoe and deeply bury the flowers;
As she returns to her rairy land, the world of dust is silent.
How does one know whether this resentment can end or not?
I fear that as of old
Her dark eyebrows will be locked [in sorrow].

Qing Dynasty soldiers, late Empire
China 3.1 Xiangduan Ji (Revealing Weakness)\fn{by Gao Fangyun (1783-1860)} Xiangcheng, Henan Province,
China (F) 35
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267.90a Untitled poem\fn{by Jin Ruolan (1785?- )} Shexian, Anhui Province, China (F) -1
You don’t ascent the Qihong ting,
The dream of many flowers is already over.
Plowing the mist, you plant precious grass,
Using drops of dew, you copy out your Daoist classic.
*
A thousand yards of waves, always blue,
Hill after hill, all dotted with green.
Riding the wind, the return home is fun,
As you lazily watch the crane comb its feathers.
150.2 & 207.130 & 284.1 1. A Letter To Queen Victoria 2. Letter of Moral Admonition To Queen Victoria 3.
Excerpt from Li-tai ming-jen shu-cha hsü-pien: “A Letter Recognizing Western Military Superiority” [Not the
title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Lin Tsê-hsü
(1785-1850)} Hou-kuan, Fukien Province, China (M) 4
1
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The ways of God are without partiality; it is not permissible to injure another in order to profit oneself. The
feelings of mankind are not diverse; for is there anyone who does not hate slaughter and love life? In your
honourable nation, which lies 20,000 li away, separated by several oceans, these ways of God and feelings of
mankind are the same; there is no one who does not understand the distinctions between death, life, profit, and
injury. Our divine House reckons as its family all within the Four Seas; and our great Emperor, as though with the
goodness of God, offers shelter to all alike, even distant wilds and far off countries sharing with us in life and in
the means of nourishment.
Now, ever since the restrictions on sea-borne trade at Canton were relaxed—several decades back—and a free
business intercourse followed, the people of the Inner Land and the barbarian ships from outside have been at
peace in the enjoyment of their profits. It may be added that rhubarb, tea, silk, etc., are among the most precious
products of the Middle Kingdom, and that if the Outside nations were unable to obtain these, they would be
deprived of the necessaries of life. That our divine House, regarding all with equal goodness, allows these goods
to be sold without stint for export beyond the sea, and extends its favours to sympathy with the foreigner, is solely
to model its own feelings upon those of God and Mother Earth.
There is, however, a class of treacherous barbarians who manufacture opium, smuggle it in for sale, and
deceive our foolish people, in order to injure their bodies and derive profit therefrom. Formerly, smokers were
few in number; but of late the contagion has spread, and its flowing poison has daily increased. In China, of those
who are thus involved, a great many are wealthy persons, but there are also among the foolish masses some who
cannot resist a whiff, and so injure their lives; in all such cases the penalty is self-inflicted, and there is really no
room for pity. But ever since the great Ch’ing dynasty united the empire, its aim has been to regulate manners and
customs with the view of rectifying the heart of man; how then can our House allow those who live within the
girdle of the Seas to poison themselves at their own sweet will?
Therefore, all who trade in or smoke opium in the Inner Land will be most severely punished, and the
introduction and circulation of the drug will be forever prohibited.
It appears that this particular form of poison is illegally prepared by scoundrels in the tributary tribes of your
honourable country and in the devil-regions under your jurisdiction; but of course it is neither prepared nor sold
by your sovereign orders. Further, that it is not all nations but only some which prepare this article; and that you
do not allow your own people to smoke, under severe penalties for disobedience, evidently knowing what a curse
it is and therefore strictly prohibiting the practice.
But better still than forbidding people to smoke, would it not be to forbid the sale and also the preparation of
opium? Surely this would be the method of purifying at the fountain-head. Not to smoke yourselves, but yet to
dare to prepare and sell to and beguile the foolish masses of the Inner Land—this is to protect one’s own life
while leading others to death, to gather profit for oneself while bringing injury upon others. Such behaviour is
repugnant to the feelings of human beings, and is not tolerated by the ways of God.
In view of the dominion exercised by our divine House over Chinese and barbarian alike, nothing would be
easier than to put, the guilty to death; but in respectful sympathy with the sacred intelligence and great leniency of
our Emperor it is only fitting that orders should be issued beforehand.
Hitherto, it has not been customary to send written communications to the princes of your honourable nation;
and now, if suddenly there came this stringent prohibition, you might try to plead ignorance as an excuse. I now
propose that we shall unite to put a final stop to this curse of opium; in the Inner Land by prohibiting its use, and
in your dominions by prohibiting its preparation. As to the stocks already prepared, your country must at once
issue orders that these shall be searched out and be consigned to the bottom of the sea, and never again allow this
poisonous thing to appear between heaven and earth. Not only will the people of the Inner Land benefit thereby,
but also the people of your honourable nation—for since they prepare it, who knows but that they smoke it?—if
the manufacture is forbidden, will not suffer injury from its use.
Will not this plan confer on both parties the blessings of perfect peace, and further manifest the sincerity of the
respectful conciliatoriness of your honourable country? Having this clear perception of divine principles,
Almighty God will not send down calamities upon you; and being thus in harmony with the feelings of mankind,
you will receive the approbation of our Holy Sages.
Further, inasmuch as under strict penalties smoking opium is now forbidden in the Inner Land, even if
prepared there will be no opportunity of selling it and therefore no profit to be made, rather than lose capital and
toil in vain, why not direct one’s energies into another line of business? Also, all opium discovered in the Inner
Land will be totally destroyed by fire and burning oil; and if barbarian ships again smuggle in opium, it will only
remain to burn them likewise, with the risk that they may have on board other goods, so that jade and pebbles
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perish alike. Thus, there would be no profit, with evident injury to self; a desire to injure others forestalled by
injury to self.
Our divine House controls the myriad nations by a spiritual majesty which is unfathomable; do not say that
you were not warned in time! And on receipt of this letter, make haste to reply, stating the measures which have
been adopted at all seaports for cutting off the supply.
Do not falsely colour the matter nor procrastinate!
Anxiously waiting; anxiously hoping.
2nd moon of the 19th year of Tao Kuang.
2
A communication: magnificently our great Emperor soothes and pacifies China and the foreign countries,
regarding all with the same kindness. If there is profit, then he shares it with the peoples of the world; if there is
harm, then he removes it on behalf of the world. This is because he takes the mind of Heaven and earth as his
mind.
The kings of your honorable country by a tradition handed down from generation to generation have always
been noted for their politeness and submissiveness. We have read your successive tributary memorials saying, “In
general our countrymen who go to trade in China have always received His Majesty the Emperor’s gracious
treatment and equal justice,” and so on. Privately we are delighted with the way in which the honorable rulers of
your country deeply understand the grand principles and are grateful for the Celestial grace. For this reason the
Celestial Court in soothing those from afar has redoubled its polite and kind treatment. The profit from trade has
been enjoyed by them continuously for two hundred years. This is the source from which your country has
become known for its wealth.
But after a long period of commercial intercourse, there appear among the crowd of barbarians both good
persons and bad, unevenly. Consequently there are those who smuggle opium to seduce the Chinese people and so
cause the spread of the poison to all provinces. Such persons who only care to profit themselves, and disregard
their harm to others, are not tolerated by the laws of Heaven and are unanimously hated by human beings. His
Majesty the Emperor, upon hearing of this, is in a towering rage. He has especially sent me, his commissioner, to
come to Kwangtung, and together with the governor-general and governor jointly to investigate and settle this
matter.
All those people in China who sell opium or smoke opium should receive the death penalty. If we trace the
crime of those barbarians who through the years have been selling opium, then the deep harm they have wrought
and the great profit they have usurped should fundamentally justify their execution according to law. We take into
consideration, however, the fact that the various barbarians have still known how to repent their crimes and return
to their allegiance to us by taking the 20,183 chests of opium from their storeships and petitioning us, through
their consular officer,\fn{Actually, the Superintendent of Trade } Elliot, to receive it. It has been entirely destroyed and
this has been faithfully reported to the Throne in several memorials by this commissioner and his colleagues.
Fortunately we have received a specially extended favor from His Majesty the Emperor, who considers that for
those who voluntarily surrender there are still some circumstances to palliate their crime, and so for the time being
he has magnanimously excused them from punishment. But as for those who again violate the opium prohibition,
it is difficult for the law to pardon them repeatedly.
Having established new regulations, we presume that the ruler of your honorable country, who takes delight in
our culture and whose disposition is inclined towards us, must be able to instruct the various barbarians to observe
the law with care. It is only necessary to explain to them the advantages and disadvantages and then they will
know that the legal code of the Celestial Court must be absolutely obeyed with awe.
We find that your country is sixty or seventy thousand li from China. Yet there are barbarian ships that strive to
come here for trade for the purpose of making a great profit. The wealth of China is used to profit the barbarians.
That is to say, the great profit made by barbarians is all taken from the rightful share of China.
By what right do they then in return use the poisonous drug to injure the Chinese people? Even though the
barbarians may not necessarily intend to do us harm, yet in coveting profit to an extreme, they have no regard for
injuring others.
Let us ask, where is your conscience? I have heard that the smoking of opium is very strictly forbidden by your
country; that is because the harm caused by opium is clearly understood. Since it is not permitted to do harm to
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your own country, then even less should you let it be passed on to the harm of other countries—how much less to
China!
Of all that China exports to foreign countries, there is not a single thing which is not beneficial to people: they
are of benefit when eaten, or of benefit when used, or of benefit when resold: all are beneficial. Is there a single
article from China which has done any harm to foreign countries? Take tea and rhubarb, for example; the foreign
countries cannot get along for a single day without them. If China cuts off these benefits with no sympathy for
those who are to suffer, then what can the barbarians rely upon to keep themselves alive?
Moreover the woolens, camlets, and longells\fn{I.e., textiles} of foreign countries cannot be woven unless they
obtain Chinese silk. If China, again, cuts off this beneficial export, what profit can the barbarians expect to make?
As for other foodstuffs, beginning with candy, ginger, cinnamon, and so forth, and articles for use, beginning with
silk, satin, chinaware, and so on, all the things that must be had by foreign countries are innumerable.
On the other hand, articles coming from the outside to China can only be used as toys. We can take them or get
along without them. Since they are not needed by China, what difficulty would there be if we closed the frontier
and stopped the trade?
Nevertheless our Celestial Court lets tea, silk, and other goods be shipped without limit and circulated
everywhere without begrudging it in the slightest. This is for no other reason but to share the benefit with the
people of the whole world.
The goods from China carried away by your country not only supply your own consumption and use, but also
can be divided up and sold to other countries, producing a triple profit. Even if you do not sell opium, you still
have this threefold profit.
How can you bear to go further, selling products injurious to others in order to fulfill your insatiable desire?
Suppose there were people from another country who carried opium for sale to England and seduced your
people into buying and smoking it; certainly your honorable ruler would deeply hate it and be bitterly aroused. We
have heard heretofore that your honorable ruler is kind and benevolent. Naturally you would not wish to give unto
others what you yourself do not want.
We have also heard that the ships coming to Canton have all had regulations promulgated and given to them in
which it is stated that it is not permitted to carry contraband goods. This indicates that the administrative orders of
your honorable rule have been originally strict and clear. Only because the trading ships are numerous, heretofore
perhaps they have not been examined with care. Now after this communication has been dispatched and you have
clearly understood the strictness of the prohibitory laws of the Celestial Court, certainly you will not let your
subjects dare again to violate the law.
We have further learned that in London, the capital of your honorable rule, and in Scotland,\fn{ Su-ko-lan}
Ireland,\fn{Ai-lun} and other places, originally no opium has been produced. Only in several places of India under
your control such as Bengal, Madras, Bombay, Raffia, Benares, and Malwa\fn{ Malaya:H} has opium been planted
from hill to hill, and ponds have been opened for its manufacture. For months and years work is continued in
order to accumulate the poison. The obnoxious odor ascends, irritating Heaven and frightening the spirits. Indeed
you, O King, can eradicate the opium plant in these places, hoe over the fields entirely, and sow in its stead the
five grains.
Anyone who dares again attempt to plant and manufacture opium should be severely punished. This will really
be a great, benevolent government policy that will increase the common weal and get rid of evil. For this, Heaven
must support you and the spirits must bring you good fortune, prolonging your old age and extending your
descendants. All will depend on this act.
As for the barbarian merchants who come to China, their food and drink and habitation are all received by the
gracious favor of our Celestial Court. Their accumulated wealth is all benefit given with pleasure by our Celestial
Court. They spend rather few days in their own country but more time in Canton. To digest clearly the legal
penalties as an aid to instruction has been a valid principle in all ages. Suppose a man of another country comes to
England to trade, he still has to obey the English laws; how much more should he obey in China the laws of the
Celestial Dynasty?
Now we have set up regulations governing the Chinese people. He who sells opium shall receive the death
penalty and he who smokes it also the death penalty. Now consider this: if the barbarians do not bring opium, then
how can the Chinese people resell it, and how can they smoke it?
The fact is that the wicked barbarians beguile the Chinese people into a death trap. How then can we grant life
only to those barbarians? He who takes the life of even one person still has to atone for it with his own life; yet is
the harm done by opium limited to the taking of one life only?
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Therefore in the new regulations, in regard to those barbarians who bring opium to China, the penalty is fixed
at decapitation or strangulation. This is what is called getting rid of a harmful thing on behalf of mankind.
Moreover we have found that in the middle of the second month of this year,\fn{ April 9} Consul Elliot of your
nation, because the opium prohibition law was very stern and severe, petitioned for an extension of the time limit.
He requested a limit of five months for India and its adjacent harbors and related territories, and ten months for
England proper, after which they would act in conformity with the new regulations.
Now we, the commissioner and others, have memorialized and have received the extraordinary Celestial grace
of His Majesty the Emperor, who has redoubled his consideration and compassion. All those who within the
period of the coming one year (from England) or six months (from India) bring opium to China by mistake, but
who voluntarily confess and completely surrender their opium, shall be exempt from their punishment. After this
limit of time, if there are still those who bring opium to China then they will plainly have committed a willful
violation and shall at once be executed according to law, with absolutely no clemency or pardon. This may be
called the height of kindness and the perfection of justice.
Our Celestial Dynasty rules over and supervises the myriad states, and surely possesses unfathomable spiritual
dignity. Yet the Emperor cannot bear to execute people without having first tried to reform them by instruction.
Therefore he especially promulgates these fixed regulations. The barbarian merchants of your country, if they
wish to do business for a prolonged period, are required to obey our statutes respectfully and to cut off
permanently the source of opium. They must by no means try to test the effectiveness of the law with their lives.
May you, O King, check your wicked and sift your vicious people before they come to China, in order to
guarantee the peace of your nation, to show further the sincerity of your politeness and submissiveness, and to let
the two countries enjoy together the blessings of peace. How fortunate, how fortunate indeed!
After receiving this dispatch will you immediately give us a prompt reply regarding the details and
circumstances of your cutting off the opium traffic?
Be sure not to put this off. The above is what has to be communicated. This is appropriately worded and quite
comprehensive. [Signed] Te-t’i chou-tao\fn{ The fact that all the points of parallel wording occur in the same order in both letters,
despite the much greater length of the second—in particular, the parallal orders of the concluding admonitions of both verseion—[V1: …
Our Divine House controls … myriad nations … a spiritual majesty which is unfathomable … make haste to reply, stating the measures … cutting off the supply … do not … proscrastinate ||| V2: Our Celestial Divinity rules … the myriad states … unfathomable
spiritual dignity … will you immediately give us a prompt reply, regarding the details … cutting off the opium traffic … not … put
this off]—seem to point conclusively to the idea that we have here to do with two versions of the same communication. Both of my
authorities credit its authorship to the same person; but as one of them also says that it was never sent leads me to believe that they were
merely drafts composed to be submitted to a higher departmental authority which, in the event, may never have been submitted at all, let
alone sent to the Queen. On the other hand, given the Byzantine visciousness at all levels of the Imperial Court, it is unlikely that they were
comosed in an idle moment, as it were: H}

3
… The rebels’ ships on the open sea came and went as they pleased, now in the south and now suddenly in the
north, changing successively between morning and evening. If we tried to put up a defense everywhere, not only
would we toil and expend ourselves without limit, but also how could we recruit and transport so many troops,
militia, artillery, and ammunition, and come to their support quickly?
When I was in office in Kwangtung and Kwangsi, I had made plans regarding the problems of ships and cannon
and a water force. Afraid that there was not enough time to build ships, I at first rented them. Afraid that there was
not enough time to cast cannon and that it would not be done according to the regulations, I at first bought foreign
ones.
The most painful thing was that when the Hu-men\fn{ The Bogue or “Tiger’s mouth,” the entrance to the Canton River } was
broken into, a large number of good cannon fell into the hands of the rebellious barbarians. I recall that after I had
been punished two years ago, I still took the risk of calling the Emperor’s attention to two things: ships and guns.
At that time, if these things could have been made and prepared, they still could have been used with effect to
fight against the enemy in Chekiang last fall.\fn{1841} Now it is even more difficult to check the wildfire.
After all, ships, guns, and a water force are absolutely indispensable. Even if the rebellious barbarians had fled
and returned beyond the seas, these things would still have to be urgently planned for, in order to work out the
permanent defense of our sea frontiers.
Moreover, unless we have weapons, what other help can we get now to drive away the crocodile and to get rid
of the whales?
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But at this time I must strictly observe the advice to seal my lips as one corks the mouth of a bottle. However,
toward those with identical aims and interests, I suddenly spit out the truth and am unable to control myself.
I extremely regret my foolishness and carelessness. Nevertheless, when I turn my thoughts to the depth of your
attention to me, then I cannot conceal these things from myself.
I only beg you to keep them confidential. By all means, please do not tell other persons.
1787

284.2 Excerpt from Ch’ou-pani-wu shih-mo—Tao-kuang: “A Supplementary Memorial” [Not the title of the work
from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its content]\fn{by Ch’i-ying (1787-1858)}
Peking, China (M) 2
Ch’i-ying presents a supplementary memorial: with further reference to the management of the barbarian
affairs of the various countries, his receptions of or interviews with the barbarian envoys and his controlling them
as the circumstances allowed –your slave has already from time to time presented memorials and reports …
He is mindful that the English barbarians were finally brought to the point of reconciliation in August 1842, and the
American and French barbarians have also followed in their footsteps in the summer and autumn of the present year.
Throughout this period of three years the barbarian situation has undergone deceptive changes in many respects and has
not produced a unified development.
The methods by which to conciliate the barbarians and get them under control similarly could not but shift about and
change their form. Certainly we have to curb them by sincerity, but it has been even more necessary to control them by
skillful methods.
There are times when it is possible to have them follow our directions but not let them understand the reasons.
Sometimes we expose everything so that they will not be suspicious, whereupon we can dissipate their rebellious
restlessness. Sometimes we have given them receptions and entertainment, after which they have had a feeling of
appreciation. And at still other times we have shown trust in them in a broad-minded way and deemed it unnecessary to go
deeply into minute discussions with them, whereupon we have been able to get their help in the business at hand.
This is because the barbarians are born and grow up outside the frontiers of China, so that there are many things in the
institutional system of the Celestial Dynasty with which they are not fully acquainted. Moreover, they are constantly
making arbitrary interpretations of things, and it is difficult to enlighten them by means of reason.
Thus for example when Imperial Utterances are handed down, they are all received and acted on by the Grand
Councillors, but the barbarians respect them as being written by the Imperial hand; if they were definitely informed that
these are not from the Imperial brush, then there would be no means of maintaining their confidence.
This, then, is something that ought not to be made known to them.
When the barbarians meet together and eat, it is called “a banquet.” Generally they assemble a large number of
people at a great banquet and eat and drink together for the fun of it. When your slave has been at the Bogue, Macao,
and such places, and has entertained the various barbarians with a feast, their chieftains, leaders, and headmen have
come, to the varied number of ten or more, or up to twenty or thirty persons. When on one occasion your slave has
gone to the barbarians’ storied residences or to the barbarian ships, the leaders and others have sat around in a circle in
attendance upon him, competing to bring him food and drink—he could not but share their cup and spoon so as to hold
their hearts.
Moreover, the barbarians commonly lay great stress on their women. Whenever they have a distinguished guest, the
wife is certain to come out to meet him.
For example, the American chief Parker and the French chief Lagrené both brought their foreign wives along with
them, and on occasions when your slave has gone to the barbarians’ storied residences to discuss business, these foreign
wives have rushed out and saluted him. Your slave was confounded and ill at ease, while they on the other hand were
deeply honored and delighted.
Thus in actual fact the customs of the various Western countries cannot be regulated according to the ceremonies of the
Middle Kingdom. If we should abruptly rebuke them, it would be no way of shattering their stupidity and might
give rise to their suspicion and dislike.
Furthermore, the various barbarians have come to live at peace and in harmony with us. We must give them
some sort of entertainment and cordial reception; but we are on guard against an intimate relationship in
intercourse with them.
For this reason at those times when the treaties with the various countries were to be discussed and settled in
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succession, your slave has always ordered the provincial treasurer Huang En-t’ung\fn{ d. 1881} to tell the various
barbarian envoys clearly that Chinese high officials when managing public affairs with other countries on no
account can overstep the bounds and have personal relations; if there should be gifts which they desire to present
as a courtesy, we can only firmly decline to accept them. If they were accepted in an underhanded manner, the
ordinances of the Celestial Dynasty are extremely strict; not only would such an official injure the fundamental
institutions of government, he would also have difficulty in escaping punishment according to the statutes of the
realm.
The barbarian envoys in question have heretofore had the sense to obey this instruction. But at times when
they have been received in interviews, they have occasionally had small gifts to present, such as foreign wine or
perfume, or the like. The value of these things has been very slight, and the barbarians’ intention has been quite
sincere. It has been inconvenient, right before their faces, to throw such gifts back at them. But he\fn{Ch’i-ying}
has conferred on them such things as snuff boxes and ornamental purses which are carried on the person simply in
order to uphold the principle that though little is received, much should be given. …
As to these various countries, although they have rulers, they may be either male or female, and they may rule
variously for a long or a short time, all of which is far beyond the bounds of any system of laws.
For example, the English barbarians are ruled by a female, the Americans and the French are ruled by males,
the English and French rulers both rule for life, while the ruler of the American barbarians is established by the
campaigning of his countrymen, and is changed once in four years—after he leaves the position, he is of equal
rank with the common people.
The official designations by which they call themselves also differ. [In China] most of them assume Chinese
characters\fn{I.e., titles of office} to make a false display and boast about themselves, as self-important as the Yehlang.\fn{The barbarian tribe who asked the Han envoy which state was larger, Yeh-lang or Han}
Those actions of course pay respect to their rulers, and have nothing to do with us. If we restrained them by the
ceremonial forms used for dependent tribes, they would certainly not consent to retire and remain in the status of
Annam and Liu-ch’iu, since they do not accept our calendar nor receive an Imperial patent of investiture.
With this type of people from outside the bounds of civilization, who are blind and unawakened in styles of
address and forms of ceremony, if we adhered to the proper forms in official documents and let them be weighed
according to the status of superior and inferior, even though our tongues were dry and our throats parched (from
urging them to follow our way), still they could not avoid closing their ears and acting as if deaf. Not only would
there be no way to bring them to their senses, but also it would immediately cause friction.
Truly it would be of no advantage in the essential business of subduing and conciliating them. To fight with
them over empty names and get no substantial result would not be so good as to pass over these small matters and
achieve our larger scheme.
The several measures stated above are all methods based on close investigation of the barbarian situation, an
estimation of the exigencies of the times, and a thorough judgment as to the importance or unimportance, urgency
or lack of urgency involved, and have had to be adopted as expedients and modifications to fit the circumstances.
Either because the affairs were fundamentally of little importance or because the needs of the time were too
urgently pressing, your slave has not ventured to memorialize especially and intrude them one by one upon the
Sacred Intelligence.
Now, since the barbarian affairs have been roughly brought to a conclusion; as is proper he states them, one
and all, in a supplementary memorial.
1791

203.99 Excerpts from Tracks In The Snow: Episodes From An Autobiographical Memoir\fn{by Linqing (17911846)} Peking, China (M) 10
23
Mount Hui lies to the west of Wuxi county in Jiangsu province, with nine peaks above and nine glens below.
The temple stands on the eastern foothills. To the right of the temple is the spring where Lu Yu of the Tang
dynasty once tasted the water and judged it to be the second best in the Empire. The spring is paved with stone,
and adjacent to it are two ponds, one square and one round in form, each sheltered by a pavilion.
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During Emperor Kangxi’s tour of the south, His Majesty kindled a fire in the Bamboo Stove preserved in this
temple by Brother Xinghai, and boiled water from the spring to make tea. This event made the spring even more
famous.
The Qin family garden, which is on the same hill, to the left, was originally a monastery; it was called
Southern Hermitage, and then Abode of Profuse Fragrance. It was acquired by a President of one of the Six
Ministries in the Ming dynasty, Qin Jin, who made it into a garden and named it Traveller’s Lodge in Phoenix
Valley. His descendants enlarged it and beautified it from one generation to the next and gave it a new name—the
Garden of Good Cheer. In the reigns of Kangxi and Qianlong, the garden was several times honoured by the
Imperial presence.
An isolated hill stands above the garden, which used to be called Hill of Beauty, until one of Their Majesties
graciously bestowed upon it the title Solitary Eminence.
In the middle of the ninth month, when the moon was full, I went to the house of my aunt, Madame Gu (my
mother’s sister). My cousin Chungu invited me to go for a ramble on Mount Hui. We sampled the “second spring
in the Empire”, and having enjoyed our tea we went on into the Temple and begged the monk to show us the
famous bamboo stove. We were informed by the monk that there was an official injunction forbidding its public
display. So we continued on our way, proceeding to the Garden of Good Cheer. From a distance we could already
see the sea of bosky green shade, provided by the almost one thousand ancient trees of the garden, which towered
into the sunny sky. And although we were still half a mile from the Garden, we could detect, wafted on the breeze,
the heady fragrance of the cassia flowers that were in full bloom before the Hall of Heavenly Fragrance.
As soon as we entered the gate, we saw the Fish Gazebo, with a pond around it, filled with water from the
Temple spring, which came gurgling along a stone channel. Beyond the pond and over a bridge, we reached the
Hall of the Lovely Tree. Following a winding path along the slope of the hill, we climbed to the highest spot,
where stood the Plum Flower Pavilion, then turning to our right we reached in turn the Hall of the Imperial Brush,
the Gallery of Celestial Fragrance, the Nest in the Clouds, the Tower Piercing the Void—but the crag known as
Solitary Eminence stood still further south.
The blossoming cassia groves tempted us to stay longer. Attracted by the richness and purity of their fragrance,
I plucked a slender spray, and culled a few blades of the grass known as “domino”—on the back of this grass are
little raised yellow dots, just like the dots on dominoes, in all the twenty-one varieties found in a set. The grass is
also reputed to have healing properties. It is a rarity, so I took some back with me to my boat.
Upon investigation, I found that the literary name of this Mr. Qin was Guosheng, and that he was a jinshi and
Board President of the late Ming, noted for his suppression of the Yao bandits in Chen county (Hunan province)
and in Guangxi.
As to the story of the Nine Elders of the Qin Garden, this refers to the occasion when the members of the Qin
family who held official status as students in the Provincial Academy came to the Garden to welcome and do
homage to the Emperor Qianlong, when he graciously visited the Garden on one of his Southern Excursions. On
that occasion, His Majesty favoured these loyal elders by graciously composing a poem, which contained the
following two lines:
Six hundred are the accumulated years of the Nine Elders of the Qin family;
This rare gathering outshines even the celebrated assembly of Bo Juyi.

25
Orchid Pavilion is at Lanzhu Hill, twenty-seven li south-west of Shanyin county in the province of Zhejiang.
In the Yonghe reign of the Jin dynasty,\fn{ 353AD} Wang Xizhi, the Chief Secretary of Kuaiji, invited forty-two
celebrities (including Xie An) to assemble here and observe the traditional venerable spring festival of Lustration.
He composed a Preface to the collection of poems written by the participants in that famous gathering, and his
handwritten copy of that Preface has become a great treasure of calligraphy, up to the present day. The “Pavilion”
has also as a result acquired an everlasting fame.
Afterwards the Prefect Wang Yizhi built a pavilion in the rivulet, and the Minister of Works He Wuji moved
the pavilion to the top of the hill. Since then the building has been repeatedly destroyed by fire but this elegant
poetical gathering for the purpose of drinking and versifying has been much talked of and celebrated.
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In the present dynasty, in the thirty-eighth year of the reign of His Majesty Kangxi, our Sage Ancestor and
Benevolent Monarch had the pavilion rebuilt by special decree, and bestowed a copy of the Preface written in his
own Imperial hand: this was to be carved on a stone stele, which was to be erected in the pavilion.
In the tenth month of the year jisi,\fn{1809AD} I went to Zhejiang. My parents were enjoying the hospitality of
Mr. Li Hengyuan of Kuaiji, and I hastened to his house to pay my filial respects. During the hours of leisure,
besides my morning and evening homage and service to my parents, I went with Uncle Kang Jie to visit this
place. High hills and precipitous ridges, flourishing forests and tall bamboos grace it now as they did at the time
of Wang’s description. And all along the path, an impression of great charm is created by flowery meadows,
paddy fields, wooden bridges and thatched cottages. An old proverb says:
“All the way through Shanyin, you see picturesque scenery without intermission.” This in no way exaggerates
the truth.
Investigation reveals that the authentic copy of the Preface in Wang’s own hand was once in the collection of
the famous Zen Master and calligrapher Zhiyong. Then Xiao Yi, by special order of the Tang Emperor Taizong,
succeeded in obtaining it by a swindle, and at the Emperor’s decease, it was buried with His Majesty in the Zhao
Mausoleum, and hence is no longer to be seen. However, before it came into the possession of the Emperor, there
had already been more than one facsimile copy made, and these were in turn carved on stone. One was the handwritten copy of the Master Zhiyong himself; another was the Kaihuang copy of the Sui dynasty; yet another was
the Dingwu copy made by Ouyang Xun. During the Song dynasty, when Song Jingwen was Governor and
Garrison Commandant of Dingzhou, he deposited this last copy in the Official Treasury in Dingzhou.
Later Xue Shaopeng substituted a fascimile copy for the Dingwu copy and moved it to Chang’an. In the
Daguan regin of the Song dynasty,\fn{ I.e., during the reign of Huizong (1102-1125AD) } this Dingwu copy was brought to
Kaifeng and placed in the Xuanhe hall of the Imperial Palace.\fn{ Where Huizong’s fabulous collection of art objects was
housed} Subsequently, at the invasion of the Jin Jurchens and the debacle of the Song, many treasures including
this piece of calligraphy and the Stone Drums of the Qin from Qiyang were transported north. Since then the
Dingwu copy has been irretrievably lost, like the Guangling melody.
In my own collection I have a rubbing of the original Dingwu version. Before the text there is a portrait of
Wang Xizhi, and the text itself is identical to the text in the collection of Chen Zhensun, in which the character
hui is completely corroded, and a small seal has been impressed on the blank space. At the end there are two
colophons written by the Prefect Wang Menglou, and three colophons written by Assistant Prefect Wang
Mengquan, asserting that this copy is a rubbing of a Song dynasty stone-carving, and quoting the words of Zhao
Songxue as evidence. This copy was really the woodblock-printed copy from the Hall of Partial Leisure of the Jia
family.
As for the Zhiyong copy, it is known to be in the collection of the Fang family of Tongcheng county in Anhui
province, but I have never seen it. The Kaihuang copy is now in the collection of the Zha family of Haining
county; it has been reproduced recently as part of the Collection of Calligraphy in the Hall of Spring Grass.
34
In the westernmost part of the prefectural Yamen of Tai’an, there were several mu of spare land. When my
father1 assumed office and moved in, he weeded the grass and constructed paths, rockeries in the shape of hills
and built a gallery of three bays facing directly towards Mount Tai. He composed a couplet for this gallery:
First I planted the mulberry and flax, now I tend to my flowerbeds and paths;
Returning from the hills of Tiantai and Yandang, I pay homage to the clouds of the Eastern Peak.

In the summer of the year bingzi,\fn{1816} my father composed four poems to record the beauties of the
garden:
I
A small shelter built in the vicinity of the cavern of clouds,
Its luminous casement receives much of the Mountain’s glory.
When I return from the yamen, the drum of duty is quiet,
And in the mild warmth of the evening, a gentle breeze blows.
Silver pots are collected in the stone paths,\fn{An ancient prophecy says that if the ruler was sober at a banquet, a silver pot would materialize before
him as a favorable omen}
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Jade bridles congregate in the highways of the metropolis.\fn{Reins and bridles so trimmed were in vogue with wealthy aristocrats}
Abundant harvest goes with the laudable mores of the people,
Everywhere we hear the jubilant Rice Shoot Songs.\fn{Peasant songs celebrating the fertility of the soil}
II
I hoe these few gong\fn{A varying length of between eight and five feet} of moonlit land,
And enjoy flowers a-plenty in the four seasons.
The pure white are taken for flying snowflakes,
The crimson rival the splendour of sunset clouds.
Wild vegetables provide the repast,
And mountain berries serve for tea.
To welcome in the living fragrance
Push back the green gauze from the ornamented windows.
III
Favoured with the blessings of the immortals,
I bring my family to this mountain verdure.
My wife and children frequently gather and converse,
Friends are invited to assemble here.
My head on the pillow, I listen to the gushing spring;
The wine cup put away, the night scene stretches afar.
The mountain genius favours me
With a myriad spectacles of alpine illusion.
IV
Dare I be so derelict as to indulge in lute and crane?
May the floating clouds see into my heart!
Though these few rooms are my transient lodging,
Yet the three paths are my garden and grove.
I remind the domestics to weed the rank grass,
And bid my sons compose short songs.
My short stay here of a few years
Is no less bliss than retreating to a mountain hermitage.

My mother and I both wrote poems in response to my father’s. I stayed in the side room of the gallery,\fn{ I.e.,
and finding myself in such
close proximity to the Fairy Mount, I would regularly perform my obeisance to it from a distance every morning
and evening, buming incense and supplicating the genius loci to bless my parents with perennial health and youth.
On the thirteenth of the seventh month, I had just ascended the terrace, set out a small table and lit the incense,
when a red-crowned crane with black skirt-feathers rose soaring serenely into the clouds. Was this a reincarnation
of the Taoist Ding Lingwei, I wondered, or of the Buddhist monk Zhang Caizhi? I had this picture made to
commemorate this unusual and wonderful occasion.
in the side or humbler room, as a dutiful and reverent son, rather than as a guest in the room of honor }

51
Upon leaving the Fairy Hermitage and its delights, I lifted my head and saw that the setting sun was
approaching the hills. Adjusting my dress, I was about to go on my way, when Wang Pushan asked me if I had
ever visited Sui Garden.
“No,"”I replied. Wang pointed to the east, to a pagoda, and said:
“That is Mount Xiaocang, and at its foot lies the garden first owned and constructed by a Director of the
Imperial Silk Textile Workshop named Sui. In the days of Qianlong, the Academician Yuan expanded the garden
when it came into his possession, and changed its name to another Sui, written differently and meaning something
different. At various times he wrote six short essays in praise of his garden. Let me quote his own words:
My garden is both deep and spacious. Pass from one room to another: each one is enhanced with the shining
radiance of mirrors, so luminous and bright, that when walking through them one loses one’s way. It is a place suitable
for both walking and sitting. A high tower stands as “screen” to the west. A clear stream flows eddying through it, ten
thousand bamboos form a sea of verdure. You need never fear the oppressive heat of summer, neither heat-wave nor
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heat-stroke; and in winter since the windows are fitted with transparent glass, you may see the snow and not feel the
wind. There are one hundred plum trees, more than ten groves of cassia trees. The trees cast clear shadows when the
moon rises, their fragrance wafts on a gentle breeze. This is a place for the pleasures of spring and autumn alike. With
continuous corridors and walkways to stroll in, one need not abandon one’s pleasure in walking even during rain,
lightning, thunder or gale—it is a place suited even to stormy weather.

“The Academician has passed away; the garden is deserted. And yet the charm of the place is unchanged! Why
don’t you go there and take a look?” concluded Wang.
“I most certainly will!” said I.
I found the path and had soon reached the garden. I saw that it backed onto the hill, which formed its rear wall.
Buildings stood beside the stream, and a pavilion was hidden in the depths of a valley, while a bridge led to a
short embankment. There was nothing grand or imposing about it, but it had a subtle charm and intricacy of its
own, very like the delightful literary style of its most recent owner, the Academician Yuan of Xiaocang Mountain
Studio.
This Academician was named Yuan Mei, and hailed from Qiantang in Zhejiang province. In the year jiwei of
the Qianlong reign\fn{1739} he passed his jinshi examination under my great-great-grand-uncle Sire Songyi, of
whom this same Academician once wrote a biographical study, in which he expressed his profound gratitude to
the kind favour of the senior scholar, who had been both his principal examiner and also on another occasion his
sponsor. This biographical essay was included in Yuan Mei’s Complete Works from the Xiaocang Mountain
Studio. I only regret that I was born too late to have had the privilege of paying homage to him in his garden.
Among the successful jinshi candidates of that year under my ancestor, those that went on to serve in lucrative
official posts, or to enjoy great literary fame, were too many to be counted on one’s fingers. However, with Yuan
Mei, there were Shen Guiyu, Board President, and Qi Cifeng, Board Vice-President. Together they were known as
the Three Legs of the Tripod.
86
In the spring of the year gengyin,\fn{1830} an Imperial Censor presented an impeachment, to the effect that the
post-horses in the province of Henan had not been maintained to the correct number, and specifying other areas of
official negligence, including the levy of private carts, neglect in searching for and arresting wanted criminals,
and the absence of proper regulations to enforce the performance of these duties. His Majesty sent two VicePresidents, Zhong Chang and Yang Yizeng, as commissioners to Henan to investigate this matter in the fourth
month of the same year, and ordered the provincial officers concerned to report forthwith. Popular sentiment was
in a state of great agitation, and wild surmises and irresponsible opinions flew back and forth.
I\fn{Linqing was posed as Provincial Judge in Henan from 1829-1832 } asked two members of my staff, He Huwen and Yu
Lifu, to check and verify the relevant documents in the Archive and also the precedents, and to work together with
me to draft a reply. To put the reply in succinct form, we said that Henan province maintained forty-seven poststations and that the total stipulated number of post-horses in all the various zhou and xian districts was 3,608
horses. There had been certified expenditure for daily rations, and any natural death of a horse had been duly
listed and permission granted for it to be replaced. This was all entered in the annual report to the Ministry. There
should not have been any default.
As to the levy of carts, since the various post-stations had never possessed any, whenever there was an official
requirement for one, they had always been hired on a temporary basis. Occasionally they were requisitioned
according to the farm acreage, or with compensation according to the mileage travelled by the cart. In certain
regions local constables had taken charge of this, and in certain other regions the constables had been responsible,
but under the supervision of the local gentry or elders. However the supplier-owners had always been given
compensation according to the regulations.
In summary, we could say that no levy of any kind occurred unless there was an absolute official requirement,
and that there was partial alleviation during times of poor harvest, and restoration of the normal practice after an
abundant crop.
In conclusion, we pointed out that this post-station system had drawn upon aid from the people in the form of
corvée for more than 180 years. If this practice had been a heavy burden on the people, naturally we should
rectify it and inaugurate a better system. To review the practice in the province, it never violated the principle of
working three days out of every ten for the State and had been generally deemed satisfactory by all. It seemed that
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we should continue with the old practice, but be constantly alert in watching and restraining the officers and
magistrates, and especially the minor clerks and agents.
As to the searching for and arresting of urgently wanted criminals still at large, it behoved to organize the
constables to superintend strictly the general and mutual watch for protection, to track down offenders and to
follow up persistently any clues as to their whereabouts. It was not difficult to expatiate theoretically about this
subject on paper, but actual performance and results must be demanded. Since Governor Yang had assumed
office, he made it a practice to supervise his subordinate officers in this respect. They had searched for and
arrested the Nian rebel Wang Fakui and others—altogether 215 persons; the robber Xie Tiangui and others—
altogether 103 persons; the rebel Xing Mingshun and others—altogether 110 persons; the escaped robber from a
neighbouring province Ji Bingyin and others—altogether twelve persons. I personally, in my capacity as
Commissioner of Justice, during my tenure of office, had superintended the search and arrest of the religious rebel
Nie Shizhen and others—altogether fifty-four persons. From the first month of this year up to the present I have
arrested more than fifty Nian rebels. I do not include all the normal homicide cases.
I sent off my duly signed report to the fore-mentioned Imperial Commissioners for review and corroboration.
They then memorialized the Throne concerning the facts submitted by me, and His Majesty was quite satisfied,
and his mind was set at ease.
When I had started to draft this report, the twin pomegranate trees in the courtyard in front of the yamen were
about to burst into crimson bloom. By the time the Imperial Rescript arrived, conferring His Majesty’s acceptance
and approval, they were in full bloom and blazing with dazzling splendour. I gave a banquet to thank the members
of my staff.
137
The Reverend Master Jie’an, whose Dharma name is Juchao, and one of whose literary names is Qingheng,
was once in charge of instruction at the Mount Jiao Buddhist Seminary. In my youth the fame of three monk-poets
reached my ears—Jie’an, Guyan and Liantang. Now both Guyan and Liantang have passed away into Nirvana,
and only the octogenarian Jie’an is still alive. He has retreated to the Monastery of the Pure Dharma on Mount
Ping. His disciple, Brother Xingyuan, from time to time sent copies of my various poetical compositions, such as
“The Deliverance of the Crocodile”, to his master, who would compose verses in response to mine and send them
to me the very same day.
On my return trip I went to call on him at Mount Ping. We greeted each other with expressions of mutual regret
at the lateness of our encounter. When it was time for me to leave, Jie’an walked with me, leaning on his staff, and
saw me off. We passed by the Tower of Lyric Incantation to the west of Lake Baozhang. This tower faces east,
and according to legend it was the very place where Su Dongpo composed one of his lyrics to the tune “West
River Moon”. The present building was put up by a local gentleman named Li Zhixun. In the twenty-seventh year
of Qianlong,\fn{1763} His Majesty graciously visited this building and bestowed upon it its present name. There is
an open terrace to the south of the tower, and thence by crossing a bridge you come to the Pavilion of Boundless
Vista. Turning west and crossing another little bridge, you come to the Hall of Five Blessings, which is
surrounded by mounds of earth. To the north of the tower, there is the Bower of Verdure, and behind this the
Gallery of the Rising Sun. To the left of the gallery and over yet another bridge, lies the Hill Retreat of the
Flourishing Cassia. To the east is a knoll constructed from piled up yellow rocks, with rising and falling
formations and a rugged angular appearance. Above this knoll stands a small pavilion, and turning north along the
path you come to the Double Painted Boat, also called the Boat of Flowing Fragrance.
The lay-out of the garden and its buildings has been preserved, but it is in an extremely dilapidated and
desolate condition. Jie’an pointed to the garden and said:
“The glory of Mount Ping lies not in its rivers and hills, but in its gardens and pavilions. The glory of this
garden has three aspects: at the front, the rocks; at the rear, the bamboos; and in the centre, the water. And then the
way its long covered walkways interconnect, the way its intricately designed buildings are juxtaposed and joined
—this is what makes it the glory of the entire Yangzhou district. I myself have personally shared in the pleasures
of this garden. Now when I recollect the past and think of the present, I find the contrast between the ‘gorgeous
mansion’ and this desolate ‘hillside’ unbearably poignant.”\fn{ A reference to the lines from the poem “Konghou yin” by Can
Zhi: “In life we may live in a splendid house | But broken and fallen we revert to the mountain grave” } I smiled and recited the
aforementioned lyric verse of the Grand Old Poet, Su Dongpo. When I came to the lines:
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Say not that
All of Creation
In the turn of a head
Is Void;
Before the head even tums
All is dream.

Jie'an brought his palms together in Buddhist salutation and said:
“How enlightened! How very to the point!”
Whereupon we both laughed, and bade each other adieu.
145
In the pond of the Garden of Clear Tranquillity\fn{ Part of the residence of the Director of Southern River Consevancy,
there is a pavilion which catches the first rays of the moon, with a
serpentine bridge meandering to the left of it, like a “thirsty rainbow”—I dubbed it “companion of the rainbow
and catcher of the moon”. Thirty-odd large willow-trees are dotted round the pond at pleasing intervals, and the
entire pond is planted with lotuses. It reminds one of the Buddhist Lotus Throne. I composed a “pillar couplet” as
follows:
where Linqing was stationed from 1833-1842 }

Green shade on every side is nurtured by the spring;
Red rain in the pond is a composition in water.

In the hot summer months I always used to bring some volumes of poetry and official documents with me and
sit in the pavilion, to soothe away the unrest and purge the impurities of life.
In the summer of the year bingshen,\fn{1836} when I looked through the archives and found a host of
unresolved cases, I decided to set up a schedule for myself—to read and resolve two cases each day. From the
summer to the autumn I had succeeded in dispatching 266 such cases, and the same number of cases in the
ensuing winter.
Then I found out that the recorded number of documents in the archives did not tally with the actual number of
documents deposited there. So I memorialized the Throne about the matter, giving an account of my thorough
investigations. Subsequently a certain Censor in the Central Government memorialized the Throne censuring
various practices at this office such as the poor standard of construction work, the messy state of the accounts,
corruption among members of the staff, the employment of senile and infirm officers, etc, etc. His Majesty
appointed Board President Zhu Shiyan to come down to the South to investigate. He arrived in the sixth month of
the year dingyou\fn{1837} at Qingjiangpu, and called for the relevant documents and accounts to make a
thorough-going investigation, as a result of which he rebutted the charges item by item. Then in the eighth month
he inspected all the construction works, and memorialized the Throne in the following terms:
He found the works all to be strong and solid. He added that the water was flowing at a smooth rate. The Shen
brothers had not been working in the yamen. Among the officers, apart from those who were already deceased,
and staff who were working without any delinquency, there was only one person who was over seventy years of
age, who should have been retired from service. The River Conservancy accounts were in a mess, and the
Treasury Intendant should be dishonorably discharged at once. As to the multiplicity and complexity of the
accounts items during the period from the eighth year to the sixteenth year, the River Conservancy DirectorGeneral had already memorialized the Throne about the thorough investigation being carried out. It was suggested
that this matter remain the charge of the Director-General.
The Imperial Rescript indicated His Majesty’s approval and acceptance of the memorial.
Then I set up a special bureau and appointed Liu Xiaowu and Wang Jingxuan to do the work of investigating
the Treasury accounts, and appointed Prefect Chen Jucheng to be the responsible chief of this special work. The
work was not completed until more than one year later. When the final report was presented to the Emperor, His
Majesty ordered that it should be sent to the relevant Board for thorough scrutiny.
In the sixth month of the year wuxu,\fn{1838} I was sitting in the pavilion, when I received a special
communication from the Board. Instantly I felt every vulgar dusty feeling vanish. I leant on the balustrade to gaze
at the water in the pond, ruffled by a slight breeze, and watched the bubbles emerging from below and popping
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continuously like flying stars chasing each other. My younger daughter Fobao threw some petals into the pond,
and they performed a butterfly-dance—the red tumbling and fluttering with the green.
At that time my eldest daughter Miaolianbao, in respectful fulfilment of my mother’s wish, had completed the
continuation volume to my mother’s Anthology of Women Poets Compiled on Orthodox Principles, and had also
obtained two prefaces to the second volume, one by Aunt Pan Xubai and another by Miss Weng Xiujun. She came
to see me with the manuscripts and prefaces for my comments, and as she crossed the bridge with a leisurely step,
accompanied by her maid, she pointed to the cranes and the deer, and seemed to breathe in the poetry of the
moment.
Now when I recall this scene, I realize how very precious such moments are—and how hard to come by!
153
“Green Wilderness” is the name given by Mr. Ruan Yuntai to a little boat of his. After having served as Grand
Secretary, he begged for leave to retire and returned to his native city of Yangzhou. His scholarly
accomplishments and statesmanship were looked up to throughout the Empire. I respectfully called on him to pay
my homage, with the due reverence of a disciple of the second generation. It was the cyclic year gengzi,\fn{1840}
the third day of the third month, guisi, which is the first si day, the holiday known as the Day of Cold Food, and
the old man invited me to go for an outing in his boat to Pingshan Hall.
Soon after daybreak of that day I went to the outskirts of the city, to the riverside, and found him already
waiting for me in his boat at the appointed place. We rowed westward, and saw the various gardens and villas
along the bank, the water and trees fresh and radiant in the morning sun. Our first turn brought us to Red Bridge
and the Poetry Club of Vernal Enchantment, the next turn brought us to the spot known as Bright Clouds at the
White Pagoda. There Mr. Ruan had provided sedan-chairs for us—he invited me to be seated in the chair that had
been presented to him by His Majesty.\fn{ Before his retirement he had been honored with the special privilege of sitting in a
sedan-chair in the Forbidden City, to wait upon His Majesty or to attend other Court duties and functions } We ascended Little
Golden Hill, visited the Lotus Nature Temple, and took a little rest in front of the White Pagoda. Then we returned
to our boat and rowed with gusto across Baozhang Lake, where the sparkling ripples were dyed green and the
willows exuded a green haze. There was a gentle breeze on the water which dispersed every dusty mundane care.
As our boat advanced, a veritable “green wilderness” unfolded before our eyes—compared with Pei Du’s garden,
that he named the Green Wilderness, ours was truly supenor. Then, proceeding further northward, we passed
Lotus Bridge, above which stood five pavilions, while below it there were four wings. Each wing had three arches
beneath it, and these twelve arches together with the three main arches beneath the bridge formed altogether
fifteen arches. Legend has it that on the night of the full moon, each of these fifteen arches has one full moon in it.
I regret that I never witnessed this.
Still further north, we passed the Pond of Nine Turns, where the crowds of reeds become a sort of forest, and
the undergrowth of plants in the water obstructed our oars. Looking at the Hillock of Shu in the distance, I saw
thousands of pines piling layer upon layer of greenness, their scales spreading and twigs and manes bristling.
They formed a deep, dusky shade.
When we reached the Hillock of Shu, we travelled up the steps in our sedan-chairs and entered the Monastery
of the Purity of the Dharma, and then went up to Pingshan Hall. There the whole misty panorama of the Twentyfour Bridges, and the clear waves of the Thirty-six Lakes were laid before us to behold and enjoy. There are no
hills or mountains in Yangzhou, but here the hills on the south side of the Great River all seem to come to the
front of this Hall. Therefore we can most appropriately call this the Hall of Green Wilderness too.
Then I was invited to go the One-and-a-Half-Foot Tower. The Grand Old Man commented:
“The gardens in Pingshan were well kept and at their best in the days of the Emperor Qianlong. In the Jiaqing
days they became gradually neglected. Now, forty years after Jiaqing, those gardens that have been in the care of
monks have still preserved their former splendour. But those gardens belonging to people of the commercial class
have merely been entrusted to employed gardeners, and most of them have become deserted and ruinous. This is
the only one that has survived, with every one of its fountains, its springs, trees and plants still intact.” I replied:
“Prosperity and decline turn like a wheel. Such is the law of past and present. Since the springs and trees—the
beauties of Nature—are still there, when the times become more prosperous, the former splendour will certainly
be restored. It is only to be regretted that nobody has made a record of their glory in days of former prosperity.
Visitors of a later age can only ask the wild hazels and creepers and tendrils for information.” The Grand Master
said:
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“Your regret is a correct and timely one. My fellow native of this place, the xiucai Li Aitang, did indeed
compile a Record of the Painted Pleasure Boats in eighteen volumes, which I should send you as a gift soon.”
Smilingly he intoned the line:
Two men sailed a boat named Green Wilderness

to which I responded:
To observe the Spring Purification at Red Bridge.

154
The Priory of the Twin Trees lies to the west of the Bridge of Eternal Spring, and east of the Twenty-four
Bridges. I had returned with Ruan Yuan from the One-and-a-Half-Foot Tower, and we rowed our boat to the east.
In the distance we saw a bay with peach blossom along the bank, fragrant grass fresh and soft, and a dazzling
carpet of fallen petals. It had all the qualities of the ancient Peach Blossom Retreat. South of the blossom stood a
pavilion, on the wall of which was mounted a stone inscribed with the words
Garden of Enchantment

My distinguished host commented:
“This is the misty rain of the four bridges.” To the north of the stream there was the rustling and whistling of
trees and plants in the wind. There too were the irregular fences and hedges surrounding dwellings. Once again
the Grand Old Man commented:
“This is the agriculture and sericulture of Yangzhou.”
Going along the stream and following the flowers, we came directly to the gate of Peach Blossom Priory. We
entered and saw the Hall of Enlightenment. I recollected that when I had been here last, it was in the sixth month
of the cyclic year bingshen.\fn{1836} The lotus flowers had been in their full bloom and glory. Now it was the
third month, and so the peach flowers were in full splendour. Then our conversation turned to the qiong or jasper
flower.\fn{A kind of hortensia which is said to confer immortality when eaten} My Grand Master said:
“The flower was once in the Fanli Temple within the city, but now it is unknown. The old records say that it
was twice transplanted in the Song dynasty, and then once lifted up and transported in the Jin dynasty. It withered
in the Yuan dynasty. Nowadays people consider the flower of the Eight Immortals (the hortensia) or the Jade Bud
(hydrangea) to be the qiong flower, and so the controversy goes on. Lord Han Wei of the Song dynasty once wrote
a poem on the qiong flower, as follows:
The flower of one tree in Weiyang\fn{Yangzhou}
Has no peer in the world.
Each year it blooms in the Earth Temple,
Precious as the most precious jade.
Within, it contains the fragrance of hail and ice,
Without, it attracts the fluttering butterflies.
The tumi has not its delicate scent,
The peony6 is put to shame.
It spreads its green around,
Scatters its orient pearls …

“According to this poem, it seems to have been an unusual sort of flower. It is regrettable that no one has ever
painted a representation of it. Recently there have been two magnolia trees in the Priory of the Twin Trees, and
they are towering beauties in full bloom. Why do we not go and see the sight?”
So we directed our boat southward to the Bridge of Eternal Spring, and then disembarked and walked about
two li until we saw a long wall winding its way around an enclosure, the lower part constructed of stone patterned
like a tiger’s stripes. When we entered the gate we saw myriad bamboos towering into the sky, casting a deep pool
of green shade. Going further north-west along the fence, our sedan-chairs carried us into the Priory proper. As
soon as we entered we saw two trees of a circumference so large that it would have required two persons joining
hands to reach around one of them. The old trunks spread their branches out in all directions, reaching up to the
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empyrean and striving to reach the Milky Way. Turning right along the covered way, we could smell the drifting
fragrance of the precious qiong flowers.
The monk Shengliang boiled water for tea and entertained us in front of the trees. He also brought out the
portfolio of all the presented poems and paintings collected by his Master the Reverend Qing, to entertain us and
for our comments. I wrote a complimentary colophon:
In the cyclic year gengzi of the reign of Daoguang,\fn{1840} on the first si day in the third month, and coincidentally on the festival of Cold Food, the Grand Scholar from Yizheng invited me to accompany him to go boating in his
specially made boat called Green Wilderness, and to observe the traditional rites of Spring Purification at Red Bridge;
and then to take a little rest in the hills. Master Shengliang showed us this portfolio and asked for some comment.
Scrutinising and enjoying the collection I have found all the poets and painters represented here to be renowned
scholars and artists, which fact provides eloquent testimony to Master Qing’s noble attainments. I avail myself of this
opportunity to append these few words to commemorate the providential cause of the meeting.

After I had written this colophon, we left the monastery, embarked on the boat and returned.
155
The yamen of the Salt Administration is in the inner city of Yangzhou. The main hall is called the Office of the
Administration of the Laws, and there hangs a specimen of the Imperial calligraphy of the Emperor Kangxi—the
two horizontal characters ziyuan—Purple Wall (or Constellation). To the west are two buildings—the Hall of the
Four Rarities, and the Peach Spring Study, below the steps leading up to which is a stone well, named the Peach
Blossom Spring.
In the second month of the cyclic year gengzi,\fn{1840} when I was attending the office, I received an official
message from the Ministry, saying:
“We have respectfully received the cinnabar command.\fn{ I.e., the Imperial command} In the triennial review of all
officers, the important matter is to encourage them to do their work better than ever. Of all the officials, Manchu
or Chinese, those who have worked loyally and industriously, and those who have worked wholeheartedly and
painstakingly, should of course be singled out and commended. The Director-General of River Conservancy
South of the Yangtze, Linqing, has been conscientious and meticulous in his work, and has maintained the River
in a state of peace and tranquillity. Let him be additionally favoured by sending his name to the Ministry for
deliberation and commendation. Let this be reverently obeyed.”\fn{ The conventional end of an Imperial Edict}
Just prior to this, in the first month, the Imperial legate, the Ministry Vice-President Engui and the Assistant
Justice of the Supreme Court He Rulin were sent down from Peking to visit and investigate the building materials
and construction work on site. They found that the Conservancy construction materials stored at the Yangzhou
grain stores were less than the reported quantity, and that the official work at the Su’nan Office was occasionally
lax. They requested that the officers responsible be dismissed. The Censor explicitly impeached the DirectorGeneral for dereliction of duty. He later received an Imperial Edict. This stated that since the Director-General had
not taken delivery of the said materials, the officers concerned should be leniently exculpated from any judicial
investigation.
In my memorial of gratitude to the Central Government, I wrote the following words:
“My humble and grateful thanks to my sagacious sovereign’s Heaven-like Broadmindedness and
Magnanimous Liberality, for forgiving my culpability and commending my insignificant merit. Your humble
servant, stricken in his conscience, feels all the more shamed upon self-examination,” etc.
The salt from the area North of the Huai, regulated by the Ticket system, was reported as all sold, and the
Throne was memorialized in the first month of the year. The Transport system for salt in the area South of the
Huai should have its accounts completely settled by the second month of the year, according to regulations. When
I assumed the post of salt administrator and received the seal in the previous year, my predecessor had already
issued the Transport salt for ten months but had only collected 700,000 taels of silver. There were only two
months left, and in those months there would be the “closure of the seal”.\fn{ The New Year recess, extending to about
three weeks} I was terrified that the uncollected taxes would be classified as a debit amount. Moreover the system
of amalgamated accounting practised over the past years had been disallowed by the Ministry in the previous
year. Then I memorialized the Throne to borrow 360,000 taels from the Salt Administration of the North Huai
area, offering to put down in writing that this amount would be fully returned within three months by the salt
merchants. This was approved by His Majesty.
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Reaching Yangzhou I considered and devised all kinds of methods to accelerate the collection work. I informed
all the merchants in person. Any merchant who handed in the full amount due would be rewarded with a bonus.
They were all enthusiastic and ready to pay the due amount. Thus the eighty-one percent of the Transport sales,
the remaining unpaid amounts of the “D” and “E” categories of Transport sales, and also the appended “B” tax
were all duly paid, and altogether 2,290,000 taels were collected.
This was certainly not what I had initially expected. The fortunate outcome was all due to the assistance of the
many friends among my staff members. So, on the second day after the first si day, I held a tea party in the Peach
Spring Study, and invited my staff members Xiao Meisheng, Shen Yonglou, and Shen Fengchao, to enjoy some
Biluochun tea,\fn{Said to be the best of the green teas} made with boiled water from the spring, and to appreciate some
of my paintings and poems. We reclined, wandered about, sat or stood, adopting whatever posture we liked,
speaking freely and without restraint. My only regret was that since none of us was any good at chess, we could
not do justice to the chess handbook of Fan Xiping.
1792

203.188 1. Plum Tree Infirmary 2. On The Departure Of The Jinshi Scholar Xia: Two Essays\fn{by Gong Zizhen
(1792-1841)} Hangzhou, Zhejiang Province, China (M) 1
1
Plum trees are grown in Longpan in Jiangning,\fn{ Now Nanjing} Dengwei\fn{A hill in the southwest part of Suzhou}
in Suzhou and Xixi\fn{Northwest of Mount Lingyin in Hangzhou} in Hangzhou.
Some would have it that a plum tree, if it is to be considered beautiful, must be misshapen, for regular
branches are unappealing; that a tree’s branches must be crooked, otherwise the shadow it casts is unaesthetic;
that its branches must be sparse since luxuriant growth gives no shape.
There can be no doubt about it, such ideas originated with scholars and artists. These gentlemen know exactly
what their motives are, but deem it unwise to call for all plums to be deformed as a general rule. Nor can they
order people to hack off healthy branches, to prune and twist them out of shape, thus murdering and maiming
plum trees as a way of making a living. Though common people with an eye on their purses may be keen on
profit, they are incapable of dreaming up misshapen, over-pruned and twisted plum trees by themselves, the
purveyors of plum trees have had these bizarre tastes of the artists and literati made clear to them. They hack off
the main trunk and train the branches, prune away the luxuriant growth, cut down the new shoots, dig up the roots
and keep them from flourishing, for such plums will command a high price.
And so all the plum trees in Jiangsu and Zhejiang are sick. What a catastrophe these literati and artists have
authored!
I bought three hundred pots of plum saplings, and all were sick, not one was whole. I wept over them for three
days and then pledged myself to heal them, to free the branches and allow them to grow as nature intended. I
broke the pots and set the plants into the earth and loosed the bonds from their branches. In five years’ time, they
should have recovered their original shape and natural constitution.
As I am neither a literatus nor an artist, I’m willing to suffer abuse for my actions. I have set up an “infirmary
for sick plum trees” where I receive plants. Alas. If only I had greater leisure and more vacant land for the
collection and care of the sick plums of Jiangning, Hangzhou and Suzhou! Then I could devote my life to
rehabilitating plum trees.
2
In the mid-Qianlong period, there was a high official who was dissatisfied with one of his subordinates. When
the emperor asked him why, the official replied that the man was just a bookman. The emperor said,
“What is wrong with being a bookman? I am one myself.”
The official was stunned. Ah! What a marvellous pronouncement! Outshining all the six classics, it will be
treasured for generations to come.
In the spring of the twenty-second year of Jiaqing\fn{ 1817} the jinshi scholar Xia Huang, who came from my
hometown of Hangzhou, made a detour to Shanghai to bid me farewell while on his way to the capital to receive
his appointment as County Magistrate. As we talked, I found that he had become more advanced in his learning
than before. This was reflected in his appearance: he looked pleasant and refined. In our discussion of the events
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of three thousand years of Chinese history, we sometimes agreed and sometimes did not, but always we
exchanged smiles of appreciation. I remarked,
“This is a true bookman, not a common official.”
People in Shanghai and the country folk also said that he was not a common official. When he arrived in the
capital, the eminent men with whom I am acquainted all got to know Xia as well and all concurred that he was not
a common official.
Though this was the case, watching him closely, I detected that he harboured fears that others would despise
him for being a bookman, and that he was uncomfortable about being called a bookman. All this is revealed in his
tone and his mien. Affairs of state should be entrusted to none other than bookmen. True bookmen are few, and
here is one—why then should he fear the disdain of others, or resent being called a bookman?
Even if a man like Xia, when faced with the accusation of a hundred or even ten thousand people, were to bite
his finger to swear that he is no bookman and defend himself vigorously, he would never be able to behave like a
common official. If he tries and yet falls short, the more inept will he appear. Should he defend his ineptitude, he
would lack conviction as either a bookman or a common official.
Alas. Compounding ineptitude with the tone and deportment of a bookman and then going so far as to defend
himself, he would end by losing his ground. If it were truly to come to this, what a handicap it would be to his
ability to perform the duties of his office!
Within three days after her wedding, we know whether a bride is capable of running the household; within
three days of taking up his post, we know whether an official is capable of carrying out his duties. I have known
Scholar Xia for ten years. I was happy that he had honoured our hometown by his appointment, and yet I feared
that he would not be firm in the faith, that he might hesitate on the way forward. And so, before he left, I
respectfully recited the emperor’s words to him, in line with that charge given us by the ancients to proffer a few
words to a friend as a parting gift.
269.103 1. To My Sister’s Memory 2. Moved On Reading Master Sun Zixiao’s “The Death Of Apricots,” I
Composed this Poem In The Same Genre 3. Ancient Sword 4. Moved By Events: Four Poems\fn{by Zhang Qieying
(1792-after 1863)} Changzhou, China (F) 1½
1
From the magnificent dwellings of the immortals, no news;
If your soul returned, it would be hard to recover those brilliant gifts.
The single slim volume of your poems in my writing case
Is my only source for recovering your feelings.
Ten years of weeping
Have made me thin and haggard.
Leaning toward the old moon’s chill beams,
I ask: who taught you to be so perfectly round?
*
The night is deep, the wind is sharp, piercing my body,
Over the Clear Bright Hall flies a crisp snow.
When I roll up the bamboo screen to gaze,
Who takes pity on my pair of cold sleeves?
In the frosty glitter my wind-tossed hair is a shadow;
Events long past come unbidden to my mind.
I dare not complain that the night is long;
Knowing how you suffered so much more.
2
Striking my eye, stopping my heart, a scene exactly as I knew it,
Tears course down my face, soak through my jacket.
Grievous aching of the heart, its cause the same pain,
Fraught images so vivid, the poem seems like a painting.
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*
Twice in six years I have seen souls die,
For months at a time my whole family’s had no more tears to shed.
Early in my life I was to learn the reality of “each in its own time,”
Elder sister, then younger sister, each lost precious “pearls in the palm.”
The little souls had no symptoms, so a cure was not carefully considered,
How I regret that we used needles and herbs as if we were treating an ordinary illness.
The children gave no hint of dying, then suddenly they were gone.
Everyone had wished them long life, but their lives were not long at all.
As the illness worsened, we administered powerful drugs,
The doctors all insisted they had good remedies.
Hardest hit was the loving mother, her heart cut to the quick,
From sunset till dawn burning incense, praying for unseen help.
The moment when the crisis came, I now can bear to recall,
They seemed about to depart and yet unable to bear to leave.
Calling their mother in low tones, their spirits ebbing away,
Looking at their father, eyes straight ahead, tears still welling.
*
Their share of this life over, with no days left to live,
While for half my own life I’ve made empty talk about rearing children.
After twelve years with a heart near breaking,
I am ready to reread “The Death of Apricots.”
3
Brave hearts from a hundred battles live on in you:
Why speak of the seven precious gems that adorn your surface?
Your sharp bright edge congeals a killing force,
Spirits and ghosts weep at the sight of your cold sharp point.
Your thunderous sound fills the hall with chill,
The sweep of a rainbow arching against the sky.
Must good men be forever vanquished?
In your gilded brilliance I recognize Ganjiang.
4
A glowing autumn just at its peak,
When drifting clouds suddenly cover the sun!
No sooner clear than rain returns,
Transforming the face of autumn into chaos;
Song Yu’s grief at autumn was so rightly bitter!
My ears roar with autumn squalls,
My breast fills with distress and indignation.
But how can my soundless words make any difference?
The flowing current, how I long to turn it back!
How can I bear the pain of these passing years?
My eyes search abroad, the wilted grass laden with frost,
Amid desolate smoke, a lone tree,
Shaking, spent, utterly without direction.
The shrieking partridge cries “You can’t go on!”
But my slip of a heart is hard to pour out.
Wu Zixu’s ghost flew on the crest of the waves;
The Miluo River where Qu Yuan drowned is deep and wide;
But all I offer is the voice of an aggrieved bird spirit!
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Deeply buried is that remonstrating memorial
What can I do? Swallow my anger forever?
1793

268.1 1. Mourning Xiaoqing At Plum Flower Island 2. At Zhiguo Temple, Mourning At The Tomb Of The Ming Woman
Yang Yunyou 3. Mourning At Bian Sai’s Tomb In The Brocade Forest Of The Ming Capital 4. On Yuan Shuyun’s
Posthumous Collection Jianxianglou yigao 5. On A Small Portrait Of “The Lady Of Hedong” 6. At Namping (Near West
Lake), Mourning By Zhang Huangyan’s Grave 7. On A Small Painting Of Hibiscus By Sun Yunfeng 8. On Ou Bingyun’s
Painting Of White Lotuses 9. Song On An Abandoned Se Zither 10. On A Fall Night Hearing The Sound Of Crickets 11.
Wu Zao Sends Me A Poem, To Which I Now Reply 12. For Wu Guichen 13. Untitled poem on Li Si 14. Untitled poem on
a painting of Cockcrow Hill 15. Untitled poem on a visit to Tai Lake 16. Record Of A Dream\fn{by Wang Duan (1793-1839)}
Hangzhou, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 4½
1
Dusk darkens the mountain and lake where she is buried.
The beautiful woman’s inborn talent was the source of much sorrow.
“Autumn laments” and “distant flutes” linger in her surviving writing;
“Rain against dark windows” recalls her tears of old.
*
In springtime by the peaceful pond where she once met her reflection
I stand in the shade of the western hail and vainly invoke her spirit.
Each year women travel here to consecrate the spot with fine wine.
Cold beauty and chilly incense mark the door of your tomb.
2
To what place does your fragrant spirit return in the moonlight?
It is buried in pure earth near the temple door.
The feeling in your poetry is like faraway trees capturing the spring rain.
The essence of your painting is like a clear lake reflecting the evening glow.
*
Beside your grave mandarin ducks hear Buddhists chanting in Sanskrit.
Before the wind butterflies change into gauze dresses.
I am sorry that you are separated from your dear friend.
Hearing a tune on the pipa, I wipe away my own tears.
3
Fall shadows at the Mao and Xiang Rivers outline dewy buds.
On the shores of Lake Grieve-Not lies the home of a former beauty.
In the cold, the butterflies flap their silk skirts against the evening moon.
At dusk a crow stands on spring mud to mourn at the fragrant tomb.
*
With one tune from an icy string I grieve for your rare abilities.
It was writings from the Buddhist sutras that brought you to enlightenment.
Your attendant, coming to present an inkstone, was touched by your brilliant talent.
Conveying regret for a beauty, the frontier bugle weeps.
4
The learning of your family was transmitted generation after generation in the house of Mao Cang,
Yet your life was cut short, leaving only the fragrance of your writing.
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Falling flowers are stirred up by the wind, but the strings of the qin are cold.
The new moon’s light is sinking, and the mirror frame is cold.
I couldn’t allow your jade flute to depart with you.
I am certain that the Immortals’ Register must have recorded your autumn music.
The Qing and Huai Rivers are covered by clouds and trees, above them the mountain hovers like black eyebrows.
Where exactly were you buried under the setting sun?
5
Your rosy face has become ashes, proving the hollowness of life.
You loved to dress like an immortal scholar.
After the war, you and your husband plowed in the field of literature.
Even before your later ordeals, your reputation had spread far afield.
You need not envy Zhang Nong, who received an official title;
You can compete with Ge Nen, who died for a loyalist cause.
You maintained your integrity, putting your husband to shame.
A talented woman facing a tragic choice, you have my sincere sympathy.
6
At the end of the island, the gibbon’s cry is heard from the far-off forest;
At Wengzhou, a martial spirit galvanizes the chill of fall.
A lone minister, you were prepared to eat the foods of a recluse,
Allied with other stalwarts you planned to take to the sea.
You died a martyr at the river as cold waves rose.
Now at your grave beside the lake the dark mist is deep.
Like a green mountain in the setting sun, your writings still survive.
Do they differ from the patriotic diaries of Qu Shisi and Zhang Tongchang?
7
Scarlet maple mingles with evening reeds.
Fall colors cover your vignette of the river, which shines with an evening glow.
Hibiscus fails to blossom in the winds of spring.
You need to avoid the extravagant flowers of the world.
8
Beautiful is the one playing with pearls.
Autumn water washes her immortal bones.
You can see her from afar but you cannot know her,
In the silver pond drenched by the cool moon.
9
The king of Qi loved the yu, the king of Qin loved the zheng.
What person can understand the music of these stringed instruments?
This se’s clear tone and remarkable melody have long not been heard.
From its desolate pearl-inlaid bridges fragrant dust arises.
Its twenty-five strings are half destroyed.
A beauty of Handan long ago used it for her lament.
Exiled, she experienced the bright moon of Dongting in the autumn marshes.
Her grieving heart surely aroused the sympathy of the Xiang river spirit.
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10
Hearing the sound of crickets means it is the cold part of fall.
I casually hang a golden cage near the moonlight.
The wutong leaves wither around the well, the mist turns dark.
Bean flowers are scattered around the bamboo fence as the rain abates.
*
The embroidered palindrome records bygone words of passion.
The new threads that sustain life twist my inexorable sorrow.
With grieving heart, the beauty casts aside the shuttle.
The evening lamp and the rays of the moon fill her small red boudoir.
11
Your small calligraphy, precious as pearls, arrived in several lines.
The parting words at the river bridge were hard to forget.
Beside a plum tree, the sound of a bamboo pipe flowed into Dispersed Incense Pavilion,
Below the moon you repaired a flute in Jade Tea Hall.
*
Flower shadows cover the staircases, while crickets swallow the dew.
Now as sounds of fall reach my pillow, the geese cry frosty tears.
Bridges and pavilions of Hangzhou: I will be late for my date to see you.
I lie here sick, immersed in the steam of brewing tea and dreams of my old home.
12
In the rainy season of Jiangnan I meet you again.
The Song of West Bamboo reminds me of your last absence.
Accompanied by Green Duckweed, you were full of heroic spirit.
Like a heavenly being, you carried a flowering bough and wore a white silk skirt.
*
Amidst the fragrance of lotus blossoms you languidly await the moon.
In the shadow of the wutong tree you record your homesickness.
Your new collection, which I have here with me, is as fine as Li Qingzhao’s.
On a cool night, it complements the natural warmth of my hands.
13
Cruel and vindictive, Li Si assisted the First Emperor of Qin,
By the time the Classics' ashes had scattered, the state too had collapsed.
If he had much earlier allowed himself to be expelled as a foreigner,
He wouldn't be sighing now in Xianyang over his brown hunting dogs.
14
The painting of Cockcrow Hill's scenery unfolds:
On the waves of Xuanwu Lake green algae drift.
The former dynasty's archives lost in wind and rain,
The new era's towers filled with orioles and flowers.
In the cool mist, the waterfowl disappear into the clouds,
In the setting sun, fishing boats arrive singing of the night.
All that remains of the past is the new song by Wu Weiye:
The willows at the water's edge are overcome by grief.
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15
The heavens' blue here looks like mist and rain,
The mountain peaks are reflected here in a mirror.
And thirty thousand acres of cool clouds
All of a sudden surround this Tai Lake.
On the banks between fields idle petals fall;
A distant flute mourns in a fishing village.
I climb on high, express my autumn sorrow:
Where is there a Zither Terrace in this world?
16
After I had finished compiling my Thirty Poets of the Ming, one night I dreamt that I came to an old
monastery. In the main hall there was a shrine, within which there was a lotus pedestal. The standing image of
over three feet high was dressed in a gauze cap and a scarlet gown, and its impressive-looking face sported a
white beard. Next to the statue stood an elderly woman in a brown dress who smiled at me and said:
“Do you know who this is? It is the Chan monk, Fenggan. During the Ming dynasty he was reborn as Song
Lan, and now he has become a Buddha. Why don’t you pay your respects to him?”
“So this is the Cultured and Exemplary Duke!” I said, “I have revered him all of my life!” I immediately
bowed to him, and then said to the woman:
“If the Cultured and Exemplary Duke is here, there should also be images of the other gentlemen such as Liu Ji
and Gao Qi. I would like to pay obeisance to all of them.” The woman pointed to another room and said:
“They are all in there. You will be able to recognize them yourself.”
When I walked into the room, I saw some tens of sculpted images: some in official gown and cap, some in the
garb of a Confucian student, some dressed in full armor, and some in straw capes and bamboo hats. Before each
image rested a pear-wood tablet inscribed with a name, but when I tried to look at the tablets more closely, I found
the characters had been smudged by the incense smoke that wafted up from the burners and so I was unable to
read them.
I then woke up with a start. I then had the following thoughts:
Liu Ji and Song Lan were equally famous for their contribution to the foundation of the Ming dynasty. Liu Ji
became well known for his military planning, while Song Dan was famous for his literary prose. Now although
Eu Ji’s poems are gloriously represented in the first chapter of my anthology, Song Dan’s poems have not been
included at all. This must be the first cause of his unhappiness.
Moreover, in my anthology I discuss at length the authors and their times. The selections of poems by Gao Qi
and the others are all preceded by an evaluation, and the cases of slander and praise, failure and right of the
several centuries of the Ming, I have completely corrected and revised. Yet I do not devote a single word to the
Cultured and Exemplary Duke. That must be the second cause of his unhappiness.
Furthermore, the Cultured and Exemplary Duke served the founder of the Ming for tens of years and was the
acknowledged leader of the Confucian scholars. Even though it is doubtful he committed any crime, [the
emperor] did not relent in the least even after he had executed his sons and grandsons but rather availed himself of
the opportunity to drown both him and his descendants. Even when Empress Ma and the heir-apparent came to his
rescue, the Cultured and Exemplary Duke still could not avoid being banished to the southern wilds, and upon his
death, his family was not permitted to take his corpse back to his hometown for burial. This is truly lamentable!
Moreover, he is listed among the officials of the Yuan dynasty by Wang Shizhen\fn{ 1526-1590} in his
Miscellaneous Writings, and Wang Ao\fn{ 1450-1521} states in his Brush Records that he had been a compiler in
Yuan dynasty times. Now, Liu Ji twice served the Yuan dynasty, but that is never regarded as a blemish on his
achievements in supporting the Mandate. So what is wrong with the Cultured and Exemplary Duke having served
the Yuan? If one checks the facts in his biography in the Histoy of the Ming, one finds that he was recommended
to serve as compiler in the Hanlin Academy sometime during the Zhizheng reign period,\fn{ 1342-1367} but that he
declined the appointment because of his parents’ old age and never took it up—he retired to the Longmen
Mountains and devoted himself to writing. In Liu Ji’s collection, one can find the text of a poem written to see
Song Lian off upon entering the Way. Both the Collected Poems of the Successive Reigns and the Compendium
of Ming Poems mention the fact that Song Lian declined the appointment and retired from the world.
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It should therefore be an incontrovertible fact that he never actually served the Yuan. Wang Shizhen and his ilk
heap abuse on their betters and besmirch both their careers and their characters. What kind of attitude is that?
In his Nanjing Collection, my father-in-law has completely cleared the names of all the civil and military
officials of the early Ming who were unjustly condemned. … I believe that I too have spared no effort to reach a
fair judgment on the gentlemen of the Ming. The reason that I appear to be in default with respect to the Cultured
and Exemplary Duke is that even though his poetic talent and force may have been wide and expansive, his
poems are not as refined and pure as his prose writings. Now, in my anthology I include people on the basis of
their poetry, which is not the same as selecting poetry on the basis of the person. If I were to include his poems in
the main selection, I would have to lower my standards, but if I were to include him in an appendix, I am afraid I
would be belittling him. For that reason I did not include him in my anthology. This is a guideline that applies to
the book as a whole. Because I did not include his poetry, I also did not discuss the facts of his life—that is based
on another guideline. This means that the injustice the Cultured and Exemplary Duke suffered has not been made
manifest to later generations in this book. Could this be the reason that he appeared to me in a dream?
The Cultured and Exemplary Duke’s character was most correct, his scholarship was most solid, he served the
emperor longer than anyone else and offered him more counsel than anyone else. As he was also fully conversant
with Buddhist scholarship, it is indeed quite fitting that he, having been a reincarnation of Fenggan, should be
reborn in heaven as a buddha. It was my good fortune that in my dream I could pay my respects to him with a
little incense. Even though I did not include his poems, I cannot help but discuss his personality. I therefore have
appended this account in order to record my mistake. It may also serve as a warning to all those later generations
in the whole world who are too severe in their judgment of earlier men and besmirch the reputation of the famous
and worthy.
It is said that when Gu Sili\fn{ 1655-1722} completed his selection of Yuan dynasty poetry, several hundred
people in ancient-style caps and gowns appeared to him to express their gratitude. In my dream, I also saw some
tens of statues that were the recipients of smoke offerings upon which their souls could rely. But how could I dare
accept the suggestion that this has been due to my efforts to open up and display that which has been obscured
and hidden.\fn{Written in 1820}
274.85d To My Husband When Visiting My Natal Family\fn{by Ji Lanyun (1793-1848)} China (F) -1
1
Boundless sorrow of parting evokes myriad emotions,
In my heart, I only hope that both of us remain safe.
Don’t burden yourself with longing for a good dream,
Don’t reduce your meals for a lack of news.
*
To rid boredom, we’d read our poems,
To end yearning, let’s unfold and view the paintings.
Even within a single foot, we consider it a long distance.
Now separated by one city, the road becomes more endless.
2
In order to send regards to my parents,
I was separated from you for an additional ten days.
But you, concerned about my vulnerability in the chilling spring wind,
Leaning against the pillow, still finished your last letter.
1794

194.110 Excerpt from Military Operations of the Present Dynasty\fn{by Wei Yüan (1794-1857)} Shaoyang, Hunan
Province, China (M) 22
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The Manchu Annals introduce the history of the English opium war with a statement that, early in the summer
of 1838, the Director of the Court of State Ceremonial, Hwang Tsioh-tsz, a represented in a Memorial to the
Throne that the growing consumption of foreign opium was at the root of all China’s troubles. Silver—and coined
dollars proportionately—was becoming scarce and relatively dear, the tael\fn{The standard measurement of weight for
coined silver in Imperial China. By “coined dollars” is here meant Spanish silver dollars, each of which was worth 750 cash in 1800AD.}
having advanced from 1,000 to 1,600 cash in price; the revenue was in confusion, speculation rife, and trade
disorganized. Opium, he said, came from England; but, though those foreigners were ready enough to weaken
China and absorb her wealth by encouraging its use, so severely did they forbid smoking amongst themselves that
offending ships were sunk by heavy guns. They had possessed themselves of Java by this means, and had
endeavoured to seduce Annam,\fn{A once powerful state occupying much of north and central Vietnam, made part of Vietnam in
1949} which state, however, had firmly discouraged any relations with them. They were now ruining the bodies
and the fortunes of the Chinese with their abominable poison; and the memorialist proposed that the penalty of
death should be decreed against all offenders.\fn{ This account is introduced by the following short preface written by E. H.
Parker: The following story of the Opium War is to all intents and purposes a translation of the last two chapters of the Sheng Wu-ki, or
Military Operations of the present Dynasty.\fn{I have only reproduced the first of them:H}The author is Wei Yuan, a Chinese who held, about
forty years ago,\fn{I.e., c.1848} the post of Department Magistrate at Kao-yu, north of Yangchow; and Wei Yuan’s style has been followed
in the translation. Dates have been altered so as to convey definite ideas of time to European readers, and in some cases the Cantonese or
other popular pronunciation is given to the names of places and persons well known in the south. In some parts the original is digested,
and wearisome portions have been omitted. The paper illustrates the extraordinary faithfulness with which the Chinese endeavour to
perfect their histories; and this seems to have always been a national characteristic. In the work of solving the riddles of ancient and
mediæval history, the Chinese records (if correctly translated) are likely to be found as faithful as any, though there may be mistakes. I have
endeavored to render the text more clear by sub-dividing the numerous lengthy paragraphs which comprise it and splitting the body of the
text itself (by means of the *) into what I hope are appropriate portions; simplifying names of diacritical marks (e.g., Lin Tsêh-sü becomes
Lin Tseh-su); eliminating Chinese renderings of European names (i.e. Chatun becames Jardine, Tointi becomes Dent, Ilut becomes Elliot);
and interjecting explanatory notes of my own where appropriate. Of course, not one word of the original text has been altered; and where it
seems an English word has inadvertently been omitted, it is inserted between brackets: [ ]: H }

In consequence of this the Emperor at once remitted the matter to the consideration of all the high provincial
authorities. Without a single exception, those officers recommended the most stringent measures, and he amongst
them who wrote the most uncompromisingly was Lin Tseh-su, Viceroy of Hu Kwang, who was at once sent for to
Peking, whence, after receiving the Emperor’s instructions, he was despatched as Special Imperial Commissioner
to Canton, armed with full Admiral’s powers in addition.
A hundred and fifty years or so earlier, opium had been admitted into China and taxed as an ordinary drug; but,
previous to the year 1765, the annual import had never exceeded 200 chests. In consequence of the rapidly
increasing number of smokers, the import was first forbidden in 1796. Notwithstanding this prohibition, the
annual clandestine sa1es had, by the year 1820, reached nearly 4,000 chests. First stored at Macao, the opium
gradually gravitated to Whampoa; but, after the publication of the first severe prohibitions in the 1830s, it was
finally stowed in hulks lying off the Ling-ting Islands, a convenient spot commanding several water routes. The
foreign ships used to deposit their opium here, and then proceed to the ports with the rest of their cargoes. The
Foochow, Ningpo, and Shanghai junks imported their opium from the high seas, whilst the Canton merchants
used to arrange the price in Canton, and then bring it from the hulks.
At first there were only five of these hulks, and the maximum quantity of opium on board did not exceed from
4,000 to 5,000 chests, so that the whole might easily have been set on fire; but, as the Viceroy Juan Yuan had
asked for some delay, in order to devise a plan for driving the hulks away, time went on until there were as many
as twenty-five hulks, and 20,000 chests of opium. This was in the year 1826, some time after the Viceroy Li
Hung-pin had established his service of cruising junks. These junks,\fn{ I.e., the owners of these junks} for a monthly
bribe of 36,000 taels, allowed the opium to pass freely into port.
It had previously been the rule that no silver was to go out of the country, and that merchandise was to be
exchanged for merchandise: as much bullion as $500,000 a year was brought by foreign traders to adjust the
balance: but it gradually came to pass that a balance of silver had to be annually made up on the Chinese side. To
remedy this, the Viceroy Lu kun abolished the cruisers altogether in 1832.
In 1837 the Viceroy Teng Ting-cheng re-established the cruising navy; but the Commodore Han Shao-king
arranged with the foreign ships to convoy the opium for a percentage, which percentage he represented as being
captured opium, and even undertook the import of opium himself. For these eminent services he received a
peacock’s feather, and was made a rear-admiral; in consequence of which the yearly import gradually reached a
figure of 40,000 or 50,000 chests.
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*
The suggestion made by certain Peking officials that this opium should be regularly taxed as a drug was
rejected; and in the spring of 1839 Commissioner Lin appeared upon the scene. Lin called upon the hong\fn{ Hong
Kong?} merchant Ng I-wo to deliver up Jardine and Dent, who had been for many years in the habit of dealing in
opium. Jardine, having got wind of this, had already made his escape, but Dent came with the English Company’s
Consul Elliot from Macao to the Canton Foreign Factory.
Lin sent a body of soldiers to keep a watch upou them there aud to surround the Liptak Fort, in the Canton
River, with a cordon of rafts, so as to prevent communication therewith. He then ordered the surrender, within a
given date, of all the opium on board the 25 hulks at Ling-ting, and a free pardon, failing which, he threatened to
stop supplies of fuel and water, and to prevent trade. He proceeded to catechise the young gentry attached to the
local university, and learnt from their unanimous testimony that the failure of the opium laws was entirely owing
to the connivance of the navy. Han Shao-king was cashiered at his recommendation; but it was impossible to
punish him capitally or according to his full deserts, as the Viceroy Teng had recommended him for the
post.\fn{And so would lose face if his protégé were executed:H}
The Company’s Consul was a foreign official despatched by the King of England to superintend trading
operations. Foreign traders of other nationalities looked after their own trade as individuals. England alone had a
separate company, consisting of the richest merchants in the kingdom, who had subscribed a capital of
$30,000,000; and the King sent this consular officer to manage the whole concern. All the holding-out for
rights\fn{Trading rights with internal cities in China as well as on her coast were involved, as well as the rights of Christian missionaries
to propagate their faith unregulated by Chinese law—a practice most insulting to the Celestial Empire:H } and the overbearing
demands made upon China were the doing of this Consul. Hence the traders of the other countries were as the
individual salt-dealers of China, whilst the Company was like the salt-monopolists.\fn{ A reference to the lucrative
practice in Imperial China—and Imperial France, before the Revolution—of taxing salt, one of the many abuses practiced by the wealthy to
enrich themselves at popular expense—an abuse since life depends upon salt and so must be bought, whatever the price may be:H } Their

charter was first for 30 years, but was afterwards renewed for 60 years.
In 1833 the Company’s charter ceased to be exclusive in China, and there was no longer a Consul at Canton.
This was the first great change in foreign affairs. When the Viceroy Lu K’un first came to Canton, he was
ignorant of our true interests, gave ear to the suggestions of the foreign traders, and sent a despatch to England
directing a Consul to be sent as before. The first was Lord Napier, who forced his ships past the Bogue, began
hostilities, and was finally constrained to return home.
The next was Elliot, who had been at Canton for three years when he was besieged in the factory as above
described. Within a week or two he sent in an official petition, offering to surrender the opium as instructed, and
also to send back to Canton all the opium-ships on their way to Japan. The total number of chests thus surrendered
was 20,283, or, at 120 catties\fn{1 catty = c.1.3 lbs} apiece, 2,376,000 catties of the drug. Lin and the Viceroy Teng
proceeded to the Bogue to superintend the delivery, which was completed in the mouth of May. It was agreed to
bestow three catties of tea for each one of opium, and the opium was ordered by the Emperor to be destroyed,
instead of being sent to Peking as proposed—the object being to impress the people by this public spectacle.
This destruction was carried out at the Bogue in the presence of Lin, the Viceroy, and the Governor. At an
elevated spot on the shore a space was barricaded in; here a pit was dug, and filled with opium mixed with brine:
into this, again, lime was thrown, forming a scalding furnace, which made a kind of boiling soup of the opium. In
the evening the mixture was let out by sluices, and allowed to flow out to sea with the ebb tide.
Opium is of four sorts: the best is Kung pan tou; the Pak tou comes next, and the Kem fa t’ou next again—each
chest containing 40 balls. Besides these, there is a dearer sort called the smaller Kung pan. They all come from
Bengal and Bombay in India. At the Indian auctions as many as 12,000 chests are sometimes sold in a month.
Though some of this goes to countries farther south, the greater part goes to China, which takes from 50,000 to
60,000 chests a year. Its price in India is about .$250 a chest, which price is more than doubled by the time it
reaches Canton. Thus, the destruction of property was from $5,000,000 to $86,000,000 cost price, or over
$810,000,000 including the profit. A number of traders from other countries came to witness the spectacle, and
composed eulogistic essays upon the excellence of China’s policy in this matter.
Commissioner Lin then issued orders for the ejection of all the opium hulks, and also of the disloyal traders at
Macao, who were forbidden to tarry upon Chinese soil. Ships arriving with opium would not be interfered with if
they at once turned round and went back, and all ships entering port must give bonds agreeing that those found
smuggling opium should be confiscated with their cargoes, and that the individuals concerned should be executed
at once.
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These orders were, however, far too stringent, and, anyhow, contrary to the law which provides that "Mongols,
and other persons beyond the pale of civilization, shall be at liberty to ransom capital offences by a fine payable in
cattle.” The American and other nations, however, gave the bonds required.
On this, Elliot went down from Canton to Macao, and sent in a petition asking that a deputy might be
despatched to Macao to discuss with him a set of rules under which a stop might be permanently put to the opium
trade; and enlarging upon the abuses of the hulk system. He also requested that British ships might be permitted to
anchor and discharge at Macao.
*
This was the second great turning-point in foreign affairs. Lin, however, resolutely objected to this proposal,
grounding his objections on the fact that twenty-five ships were the fixed number sanctioned for Macao; and that,
if the British did not come to Whampoa, the Maritime Customs would have no work to do, nor would there be any
means of putting a check upon opium smuggling.
To this Elliot replied that, unless permission were granted to anchor at Macao, there would be no basis for an
understauding. He declined either to receive the tea bestowed upon him, or to give bonds; and said he must await
instructions from his Government before he could allow ships to enter port. Elliot had already sent despatches
home by a trading ship, to which a reply might be expected in six months, so that a little delay would have made
no difference.
But in the month of July\fn{ July 7} there occurred the Tsimsha Point\fn{ Opposite Hong Kong} case, in which a
Chinese named Lin Wei-hi was killed by a foreign sailor. Orders were sent to Elliot to surrender the offender in
satisfaction; but Elliot—who, however, had no intention of deliberately disobeying—only had up for examination
five black barbarians, not the real criminals, whilst he offered rewards to any who should come forward as
informers.
In August the Commissioner Lin and the Viceroy Teng, in accordance with law, cut off the supply of fuel and
provisions from Macao. They also held that, as the foreigners resident in Macao were there for purposes of trade,
they had no right to tarry at Macao, seeing that they no longer entered port to trade. On this Elliot, together with
his family and compatriots at Macao, fifty-seven families in all, removed from Macao, and took quarters on board
the trading ships at Tsimsha Point.
Elliot, now being exasperated, then secretly sent for two men-of-war from the foreign ports, and, with three
large trading ships fitted up as cruisers, proceeded to Kowloon; here, under pretext of demandiug food, he
engaged our naval force in battle. Captain Lai En-tsioh succeeded in sinking a two-masted foreign ship, two
sampans, and a Spanish hulk hired by the British.
In the eighth moon [October] Elliot got the Europeans at Macao to send a message for him, to the effect that he
was willing to send away the hulks and the disloyal traders, and also that the trading ships were willing to give
bonds agreeing to the confiscation of ship and cargo in cases of smuggling [opium1; but he objected to the words
“the individuals concerned to be executed at once.”
*
This was the third turning-point in Canton affairs. Lin, however, insisted upon the insertion of these words, so
that the bonds of all nationalities might be alike; and, moreover, demanded the surrender of the murderer. Shortly
after this, two English trading ships did sign bonds as required, but Elliot sent two men-of-war\fn{ The Volage and
Hyacinth} after them to prevent it. He also petitioned us not to attack and destroy the ships at Tsimsha Point, so that
he might await despatches from England; but Admiral Kwan Tien-pei returned his petition because the murderer
was not given up.
During these premises, five of our warships went to preserve order on the sea-board, and, the petition having
been rejected, the English mistook our red flags for a declaration of war, and opened fire—for in Europe a red flag
means war, and a white one peace. Admiral Kwan returned their fire, and knocked the figurehead off one ship,
causing the death by drowning of many European soldiers.
In November they next unsuccessfully attacked our fort north of Tsimsha Point; but, as we had poisoned the
wells, and they feared a night attack, they made off to their ships again.
On receipt of the news of the Kowloon Affair, the Emperor wrote on the memorialists’ report:
I do not fear your rashness, gentlemen, so much as I fear your cowardice.

The Imperial Edict of the 8th of the 11th moon\fn{December} ran:
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The English, ever since the opium interdiction, have been vacillating in their conduct. It is no longer consistent with
dignity to continue to permit their trade. The trifle of customs duties is of no importance to us. Our dynasty, in
conciliating foreigners, has shown kindness exceeding deep; but the English, instead of being grateful for this, have
indulged in ferocious violence, so that they are in the wrong whilst we [are] in the right, as all the world must know. As
they have placed themselves outside the pale of Our favour, they are not entitled to pity. Let, therefore, the English
trade be at once stopped.

In the original memorial there was a proposal that those ships which obeyed the law should receive protection,
whilst those which were recalcitrant should suffer by being repelled, on which the Emperor wrote:
They are all men of the same country: if they are dealt with differently, there must be inconsistency in it.

The above is the history of the cutting-off of English trade, owing to the opium prohibition.
Meanwhile, one Tseng Wang-yen, Director of the Revision Court, had recommended the Emperor to close the
Customs Houses, and put a complete stop to sea-going trade with all countries. This suggestion was referred to
Commissioner Lin, who strongly objected to it, arguing that, if those who had not brolcen the prohibition were
excluded from trade without reason, they would join in a general attack npon us. The matter [was] then dropped.
After the closing of the ports to the English, from twenty to thirty ships arrived, none of which were allowed to
enter, much to the chagrin of everybody. Elliot now sent in a second petition, saying that he had served some
years at Canton, and was really desirous of peace; that he was very much distressed at the confusion into which
affairs had drifted; that he would be very pleased to act in obedience to the laws of the Great Pure Dynasty, so
long as he had not to break his own country’s laws: and he begged that his countrymen might be allowed to return
to Macao pending the arrival of instructions from home, when trade could be reopened.
*
This is the fourth turning-point in Canton affairs. Lin held, however, in view of the Emperor’s recent
instructions, that any divergence therefrom was inexpedient, and therefore repeated the interdiction in the
strongest terms. Over ten ships then weighed anchor and went out to Lo-man Shan, where, in company with a
number of new arrivals, they gave opium in exchange for provisions brought to them by the fishing boats.
Lin was now made Viceroy, and arranged with Admiral Kwan a plan for utilizing the tanka boatmen and
fishing-craft in an attack upon the disloyal junks, the Chinese war-junks being unfitted for the high seas. A
number of boats were disposed in the various creeks and inlets, and it was arranged that an attack should be made
simultaneously from four directions, going out and returning on one tide. Twenty-three junks, engaged in
exchanging supplies for opium, were burnt at Chang-sha Wan, in the month of March, a number of disloyal
Chinese were burnt in their huts on shore, or drowned; and a dozen or so were taken prisoners.
The foreign ships hurriedly moved off to escape the fire-boats.
*
The eighteen months’ law condemning opium-smokers to strangulation, and opium-dealers to decapitation had
now been in force the best part of a year, and as the watch kept all over the Empire was very strict, over half the
smokers were already cured. Meantime, the news of the stoppage of trade reached England, and no one would sell
the stocks of tea at the various emporia, which thus accumulated until famine prices were reached, so that during
this time a profitable trade was done by Canton and Foochow junks with Singapore and other places in the south.
There was no silver available in the capital of London, where the merchants were obliged to borrow large sums
from neighbouring emporia in order to meet their engagements. Elliot had sent home for troops, and the Queen
directed Parliament to deliberate upon the matter. The official body, civil and military, were for war, whilst the
mercantile interest was for peace. Discussion went on for several days without any definite result, and at last lots
were drawn in the Lo Chan-sz Temple\fn{ There was a division before the Lord Chancellor? } and three tickets were found
in favour of war, which was therefore decided upon. The Queen ordered her relative by marriage, Sir Gordon
Bremer, to take a dozen or so of warships under his command, to which were added twenty or thirty guard-ships
from India. This was reported to the Throne by Lin in the month of June; but the Emperor still said:
What can they do if we quietly wait on the defensive and watch their movements?

During the night of the 9th of the fifth moon\fn{Some time in June} Lin sent another naval force to the seaboard
off Mo-tau and succeeded in burning with his fireships two foreign sampans, besides killing four white foreigners;
and one large foreign ship was obliged to escape the fire by leaving its anchor behind. Eleven fishing boats were
burnt, and thirteen traitorous Chinese taken prisoners.

356

Towards the end of June, fifteen British men-of-war, including three steamers, assembled at the Cum-sing
Moon, the rest remaining at Lo-man Shan. Lin sent down ten fireships in pairs, each pair connected by iron
chains, which swept down thus with the tide. The foreign ships all made off hastily: but two sampans were burnt;
and from this time the English did not venture again into port.
From the time of his arrival in Canton, Lin had sent out spies daily to get foreign information, and to translate
European works. He had also purchased newspapers, and discovered therefrom that the Europeans held the
Chinese navy in the utmost contempt, but were in great dread of our pirates and fishermen. He therefore engaged
5,000 sturdy men at $6 a month, with 86 extra for each of their families, which sum was defrayed by subscription
amongst the members of the co-hong, the salt-dealers, and the Swatow merchants. He also extended a chain
barrier and a system of rafts across the Bogue, and set up on both banks over 200 guns which he had purchased
from the different European countries. He further hired sixty boats of various sorts, which he equipped for
fighting, and also prepared 20 fireships and over 100 smaller boats to attack the foreign ships. Besides all this, he
purchased an old foreign ship, and practised his men in the art of taking her by assault from the windward with
the neap tides\fn{The lowest tides in the lunar month} in their favour.
Lin reviewed his fleet in person, and offered $200 for each white man, with half the amount for each black
man killed. For Elliot’s head $20,000 was offered, with graduated amounts, according to rank, for those of the
military officers under him. Every man-of-war captured would be prize to the captors, with the exception of the
arms and ammunition, which would be surrendered to the viceregal government.
The result of this action was that the traitorous Chinese became objects of suspicion to the English, and were
all sent away. The river inlets west of Macao and east of the Bogue were guarded by strong detachments of
troops; and, as all the other passages were too rocky and shallow for the foreign ships, they went cruising along
the coasts of China. Thirty-one of them appeared off the Chekiang coasts, and five made an attack upon
Amoy,\fn{A large seaport city south of Chekiang Province, in southern Fukien Province } but one of the largest\fn{The Blonde?}
was sunk through the dispositions of the Viceroy Teng Ting-cheng.\fn{ Who had been transferred to Foochow, the capital of
Fukien Province, on the 6th of February}
He also shipped a number of braves on board trading junks, and attacked the foreign ships at Namoa. For want
of wind, these latter were unable to get away, and, having no guns astern, were unable with rifles alone to injure
our junks, protected as they were with bullet-proof mantlets of hide. We damaged their sterns, and treated them to
a volley of stink-pots and fire-balls, killing several dozen of the barbarian soldiers.\fn{ The Hellas was attacked on the
22nd of May while becalmed, and all her hands were wounded } On the wind getting up, the barbarian ships managed to
escape.
In the sixth moon\fn{July 5, 1840} their whole fleet attacked and captured Chusan\fn{ Ancient Tinghai, a coastal city
on Chou Shan Island, off the coast of northern Chekiang Province } and blockading detachments then swept the coasts of
Fukien and Kwangtung.
A month later the foreign ships made a sudden attack upon the neck of land behind Macao, but several of their
small boats were sunk by our guns, and a score or more of their eyes\fn{ Officers} and men were wounded.
A month later Lin observing a squadron of five ships\fn{ Enterprise, Larne, Louisa, Hyacinth} off Mo-tau, under
[Commodore] Smith’s command, sent five junks to sea to annihilate them, each junk carrying 600 men. Captain
Ma Chen happened to engage Smith’s ship first, and succeeded in damaging her bows, so that she reeled over, and
some marines were drowned. For a long time we surrounded her, until all her ammunition was fired off; but the
other ships sent a dozen or so of boats to surround Ma Chen’s junk, and, whilst Ma Chen was engaged with these,
Smith’s ship managed to escape.
We picked up several corpses, and captured some arms and a flag: the facts were duly reported to the Emperor,
who said Lin
had caused the war by his excessive zeal, and had killed people in order to close their mouths.

The meaning of this was that the Chekiang anthorities were totally unable to do anything for the recovery of
Chusan, and there was no possibility of anyone doing so except by fighting at sea, at which exercjse the foreign
ships excelled us; whilst it had been whispered to the Emperor that the forejgners might take advantage of China’s
unreadiness for war to invade the country.
*
The Emperor had also now heard that, before the opium was surrendered, a promise, since broken, had been
made to pay for it, which was the cause of hostilities: others told him that the Viceroy Teng’s report of the Amoy
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affair was untrue. Ilipu, a Viceroy at Nanking, was therefore sent as Imperial Commissioner to Ningpo, and orders
were sent to all the Governors of the Coast Provinces to receive at once and report to the Emperor the contents of
any letters handed in by foreign ships.
The Under Secretaries Hwang Tsioh-tsz and Ki Tsun-tsao were sent to observe the conrse of events in Fukien
Province. In the month of August, the foreign chief Bremer and five ships arrived at Tientsin, with letters from the
Parliament office addressed to the “Premier of the Great Pure Dynasty,” and containing a number of categorical
demands.
First, he demanded the value of “the produce” (as the first letters euphoniously styled “opium”), or “opium”
(as he afterwards plainly called it).
Secondly, he demanded that Canton, Amoy, Foochow, Ting-hai, and Shanghai should be opened to trade.
Thirdly, terms of equality.
Fourthly, a war indemnity.
Fifthly, that merchants on shore must not be he]d responsible for the doings of opium-ships on the seas.
Sixthly, the abolition of the co-hong monopoly.
These demands were referred to Peking by Kishen, Viceroy of Chihli, and meanwhile the foreign ships had not
come north, as it was hoped that the negotiations for commercial privileges would be successful; so that, if things
had been properly managed, the treaty would have been concluded on the spot. The Tientsin taotai Luh Kien-ying
represented that the three first demands were the most important, and suggested that the opium should be paid for
by remission of duties; that Macao should be an open port; and that the Hoppo be placed on terms of equality with
them; but that, adhering to the principle of rigidly excluding opium, these concessions should be conditional upon
opium not coming; and that the abolition of the co-hong question should be referred by them to Lin at Canton. In
this way satisfaction would be given without compromising China’s dignity.
*
This is the fifth turning-point in western affairs. However, those charged with the negotiations thought that
they would not gain so much credit by concluding an arrangement at once at Tientsin as if they magnified and
dragged on the negotiations; and therefore they would give no decided answers to any of the demands. Moreover,
in the reply, it was hinted that Lin would be severely punished if it were found by the Emperor’s Commissioner
that there was anything crooked in the alleged “delivery-up of the opium” promise of last year.
An Imperial edict appointed Kishen as Commissioner to enquire into the matter. Lin and Teng Ting-Cheng
were degraded, but ordered to await the result of investigation at Canton. Orders were also given to all the coast
authorities not to fire upon the European ships. The applicants then left Tientsin, and declined to surrender
Chusan, on the ground that the Chinese Government would give no decided answer. Half of their naval force left
Chusan for Canton.
Lin had represented, meanwhile, that the other nationalities were very indignant at the prolonged stoppage of
trade by the British, and had said that they wonld send home for armed forces of their own if the English did not
return quickly. This, he said, was just what we wanted—to set one enemy against the other. Three million taels
would buy all the ships and guns that China wanted; and, by thus imitating the enemy’s best methods, we should
be able to constrain him with his own weapons, and allow him to wear himself out in seeking to attack us. He
offered to redeem his past errors by proceeding to Chekiang with a view to recovering Chusan.
The Emperor, however, would not agree to his proposals.
In November Elliot returned to Chekiang, and had an interview with Ilipu at Chen-hai. He demanded the
surrender of the captured chief [Captain] Anstruther; and also of the foreign ship\fn{ The Kite} which had been
stranded on a sandbank off Ningpo in September, together with a score or two of white and black barbarians. He
left unsuccessful.
Ilipu after this sent his slave Chang-hi to the foreign ships with a present of beef and wine, and the “welcome
news” of the degradation of Lin and Ting. The foreign chief Bremer shook his head, and said:
Mr. Lin is one of China’s best Viceroys, and an able and plucky man, though he does not understand foreign ways.
You can stop the opium trade, but you cannot stop all our trade, for, if you do that, you will stop our means of
subsistence; and we must struggle for trading privileges with all our might. You are very wrong if you think we have
come here out of any feeling of hostility towards the Viceroy Lin.

Meanwhile the people of Chih Li and Shan Tung vied with each other in their representations of the modest
character of the enemy; in consequence of whieh Togunpu, a Governor of Shantung, sent presents to the foreign
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fleet, and then represented to the Emperor that the foreigners had come ashore and made obeisauce in a body! At
the same time the new Viceroy, Iliang. reported that half of our fleet which had been thrown out of commission at
Canton, had fallen into the enemy’s hands. In November Kishen arrived in Canton; and, finding the official
despatches from Elliot surrendering the opium, tried to find faults in Lin’s conduct; but was unsuccessful. He then
lost the good-will of the military by proposing to execute the captain who, as he made out, had provoked the naval
engagement by firing the first shot.
The consequence of this was that a number of Chinese braves were discharged and went over to the English;
nay, even received posts of trust from them. The sunken piles were removed from the river at Wang-tong, and
several interviews were had with Elliot at the Bogue, in consequence of which the foreign ships were able to
survey the river and make charts, not to mention finding out all about our dispositions. On the advice of the Salt
Comptroller Wang Tuh, the services of all the civil and military officials were dispensed with, and
communications were entrusted entirely to a wretched Chinese traitor named Pao Peng, who had once been the
pet boy of the traitor Dent, and whom Elliot regarded as a menial, conceiving thereupon a greater contempt for
China’s resources in men than ever. Elliot wrote to Kishen,
If you increase the number of your soldiers against us, I will not consent to peace

and the result was that we dared not re-engage the discharged men. Whenever the traitorous spies were
deuounced, the denouncers were accused of being spies; and whenever persons offered information about the
foreigners, they were told:
I am not like Viceroy Lin, who, as one of China’s great officers, kept spying upon the foreigners all day.

In short, the whole policy of the former incumbents was reversed.
Perhaps the idea in all this was to captivate the foreign mind; but the real fact was that the enemy was
manufacturing a still larger number of boats and junks of all shapes and sizes, besides engaging opium-running
snake-boats, etc., all armed with rockets, stink-pots, ladders, and every kind of equipment. Admiral Kwan
confidentially recommended an increase of troops; but Kishen firmly refused, fearing that this would jeopardise
the peace negotiations. Notwithstanding an indemnity of seven million taels offered by him for the opium
destroyed, a port was also demanded. Kishen at first thought of Amoy and Hong Kong, and consulted Teng Tingcheng; but the latter objected to Amoy as being the key to Fukien; and, as to Hong Kong, he argued that this
island occupied a prominent and central position in Canton waters, sheltered from bad weather by the two islands
of Tsimsha Tsui and Kwen-tai Lou which, if fortified by the English, would be a perpetual menace to Canton.
Kishen had represented this to the Throne, and therefore could not go back upon his own word, and accept
Elliot’s proposals. Correspondence and interviews led to no result; so at last Elliot, on the 7 th of January 1841,
suddenly attacked the Sha-kok and the Tai-kok forts—the first important line of defence outside the Bogue. The
guns of the fleet bombarded the forts in front, and about 2,000 Chinese traitors scaled the hills and attacked them
in the rear. A hundred or more of these were blown up by exploded mines; but the rest, far outnumbering the
garrison of 600 men, came swrming up notwithstading. Two or three hundred more were killed by our
gingalls;\fn{Long, heavy muskets or crude cannon, fired from a rest, often with a swivel } but at last our powder was exhausted,
and the steam-launches got round to Sam-mun Hau, and burnt our fleet, the crews of which either decamped or
perished.
The Wang-tong, Tsing-yun and Wai-yun forts only just managed to escape destruction themselves, and were
unable to offer any succour. The commandant at Tai-kok, Chen Lien-sheng and his son were killed, and the two
forts fell into the rebels’ hands. The other three forts, commanded by Admiral Kwan; Rear-Admiral Li Ting-yu
and Captain Ma Chen, had only a few hundred men in them, who could do nothing but regard each other with
weeping eyes. Admiral Kwab sent Li to Canton to crave more troops, in which request he was supported by the
whole official body; but Kishen was obdurate, and simply spent the night in writing out further peace proposals,
which he sent by Pao Peng to Elliot. Hong Kong was offered in addition to the opium indemnity, and the
Chekiang prisoners\fn{The men from the Kite?} were exchanged for Ting-hai. A treaty was made, and Kishen gave a
dinner to Elliot of the Bogue.
On the 11th of February the Emperor’s refusal to ratify was received, and everything was upset again.
*
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Now, when Kishen took leave of the Emperor, he had already been instructed to grant free trade, if that should
be all the English asked; but, if their demands were exorbitant, he was to keep them in good humour, strengthen
his defences, and ask for reinforceinents: but he was never told to discharge his men and secure peace at all costs.
The Emperor was furious when he heard of the capture of the forts and the menacing attitude of the rebels, and
said he would not give a cent for the opium nor yield an inch of territory. Troops from the south-western
provinces were ordered to Canton, and both Lin and Teng were ordered to associate themselves with Kishen.
Kishen, however, would not consult Lin upon any matter; and, though the peace negotiations had fallen
through, he would not allow Admiral Kwan to strengthen himself with more troops. On the other hand, the enemy
enrolled more men than ever, added to their equipments, and became a hundred times more ferocious than before.
Early in February, the Emperor had launched a decree descanting, upon the crimes of the rebels, and ordering
the Imperial Clansman Yikshan to Canton as Rebel Quelling Generalissimo. Yang Fang, General of Hunan
Province, and Lungwen, President of the Board of Revenue, were associated with him as advisers. Kikung,
President of the Board of Punishments, was ordered to Kiangsi Province to be in charge of the Commissariat.
General Fang arrived, after audience, in March; but the English had already taken the Wang-tong and Bogue
forts on the 5th of the 2n Moon,\fn{February 26} when Admiral Kwan was killed. Over 300 guns, together with the
200 or more of foreign guns purchased by Lin, had fallen into the enemy’s hands.
The thousand or so of men newly arrived from Hunan were at once seut by Kishen to the front. The Cantonese
fled the moment the engagement began; but the Hunan men fought as they retreatred, aud half of them were
drowned, together with their Commander Siangfuh.
There were only two places on the Canton River narrow enough to be defended, namely, Liptak aud Ishamei
(20 li) by the east channel, and Tai-wong Kao (15 li) by the southwest. Yang Fang sent Brigadier Twan Yung-Fuh
with 1,000 men to occupy a temple, about three miles distant southeast from Canton, and two miles inland from
the river. Another Brigadier, Chang Chun, was sent to occupy Phoenix Hill, about two miles behind Tai-wong
Kao.
In neither case were measures taken sufficient to stop the ships. At Liptak and Ishamei, though junks filled
with stones had been sunk, there were no soldiers to prevent the ships from removing them. The English were at
first rather awed at Yang’s military reputation, and, not knowing what our dispositions were, sent some white
foreigners to Phoenix Hill with peace proposals. Some traitorous Chinese were with tbem, and they took
soundings as they came. Chang Chung sent the letter on to Canton, and meanwhile allowed the traitors to show
the foreigners all oyer the camp; when, of course, they reported that tbere were no defences, and advanced,
capturing Phoenix Hill and the forts commanding Liptak and Ishamei.
Meanwhile Kishen was deprived of his titles and honours, and the Emperor was rendered more furious than
ever at receiving from Iliang an English “proclamation,” posted at Hong Kong\fn{ February 1, 1841}saying:
As ye are now subjects of Great England, ye ought in right to obey her.

Kishen’s family was subjected to a domiciliary visit, and he himself\fn{ March 12, 1841} was hauled in chains to
Peking. The English, perceiving the Emperor’s rage, and seeing the pass things had aome to, feared that peace
was farther off then ever, and were most anxious for trade, in order that they might recoup themselves the great
expense of the war; besides, the other countries blamed them for keeping the trade closed for so long. They
therefore sent a letter by the American headman and Howqua, saying:
If you want peace, and do not press other matters, all we ask is trade as before; and any ships smuggling opium may
be confiscated with their cargoes;

i.e. they dared not ask for either the opium indemnity or for Hong Kong as had been promised to them by Kishen.
Yang Fang ordered them back ont of the Bogue; to which Elliot replied:
The ships will retire when the Decree authorizing trade is received.

which was duly reported to the Throne by Iliang and Yang Feng.
The enemy was now at our gates; our soldiers were routed, the people flying, and we had no arms; and so there
was no other way of obtaining a truce and the retirement of the enemy but by temporarily giving way: and, as
neither the opium indemnity nor a port was demanded, China could have done so with much better grace than
before Kishen’s degradation.
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This is the sixth turning-point in Canton affairs.
*
Yang Fang, on his way to Canton, had heard that peace was likely to be made; so that, in order to back up
Kishen in anticipation, and secure his own position, he had separately recommended to the Emperor that a “haven
for stowage should be granted,” which proposal had considerably shaken the Emperor’s confidence in him. And
now, as he did not take the ground in his reports that the pirates had since been admitted, that he had been
defeated, and that some compromise was necessary to get rid of the foe; nor the ground that the foreigners were
by this time awe-stricken, that China’s dignity had been vindicated, and that affairs had taken a turn of such
importance that further mistakes should be avoided; nor, again, that defensive preparations were now complete,
and extermination would at once follow further outrages; but simply indulged in empty and equivocal vapourings;
the Emperor put him down as an unsoldierly, undiplomatic individual, and would not agree to his
recommendations.
By this time the Ting-hai fleet had come, making a total of fifty large ships, half at Hong Kong, and half in the
river; and flags stuck up in the boats advertised opium for sale all along the river. Yikshan remained awhile on the
Kwangtung frontier whilst means of attack were being hurried up from the provinces. He, Lungwen, and the new
Viceroy Kikung, arrived in Canton on the 14 th of April. Yikshan consulted Yang Fang and Lin as to what was to be
done, and they both said that Canton was entirely defenceless, and that the only thing was to get the foreign ships
by some ruse or other outside Liptak and Tai Wong-kao, and then work day and night to block up the river, fortify
the banks, and station bodies of soldiers at suitable places, so as to avoid being at the mercy of the western men.
After reinforcing aud equipping ourselves we could then (they said) resume the offensive, and seize the first
favourable opportunity of wind and tide to attack and burn the fleet.
This month, however, Lin received orders to proceed to Chekiang, the Emperor having now formed changed
ideas of the respective merits both of him and of Kishen from the reports received from the Nanking and Foochow
authorities; and Yukien, a Viceroy at Nanking, was ordered to replace Ilipu as Commissioner.
At first Yikshan was sensible enough to listen to Yang Fang’s advice and not risk a second fight until the new
forces should have arrived; but, yielding to a desire for glory, he at last secretly ordered a sudden night attack
upon the fleet from threc different quarters, and only informed Yang Fang when the men had actually left the city.
Yang Fang stamped and swore; but it was too late.
The attack was made by 400 braves from Sechuan and by 300 Cantonese, who, at a signal from a gun, rushed
on the fleet in fire-boats carrying stink-pots, fire-balls, and long boarding-pikes. A certain amount of injury was
done to two ships, and five sampans and several hundred foreign soldiers were drowned. Elliot managed to effect
his escape from the factory where he was, and after his departure the place was completely rifled by the Hunan
and Sechuaan soldiery. Several Americans were wounded by mistake.
At daylight the fleet made a movement up to Canton, and all the combustible material, which had been brought
deown at such expense from Kwangsi, was set on fire by the steam-launches of the enemy and by the Chinese
traitors.
Three days later Elliot handed in a missive saying that a general attack would take place the next morning; and
next day the city was attacked from the three sides which were surrounded by water. The 8,000 catty\fn{ Five-ton}
guns, which had been newly cast at Fatshan, were much dreaded by the foreigners; but, unfortunately, no suitable
positions could be found for aiming them, either on shore or afloat. Our soldiers, who had been detached,
regardless of what province they came from, in such a. way that men and officers were strangers to each other,
broke and fled, indulged in mutual recriminations, and began to complain about their pay. Kiung, moreover, was
too stingy to allow more than one tent to fifteen men; so that the troops were all huddled together without
discipline, and looted around just as they liked.
Add to this, Yikshan had disposed the greater part of his forces so as to defend the south and east sides, the
mud rampart behind the city to the north-west being left undefended, so that the heights were taken in one day.
These consisted of the T'ien-tsz Fort under Twan Yung Fuh, with 8,000 catty guns—which were spiked before
they had a. chance of firing; the mud rampart under Captains Tai Chang and Liyu Ta-chung, and the Square Fort
under Chang Chun, which last commanded a view of the whole city, and had resisted the Manchus for six whole
months when they invested Canton 200 years ago, and the capture of which enabled them at last to take the city. It
ought to have been razed long ago, and all approaches to the hill should have been obstructed. But, again, as it is
three miles away from the river, and full of crags, one single man might have done something to defend it; yet,
after the mud rampart had fallen, the enemy worked round northeast without meeting with any opposition
whatever.
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Only 100 or so of them had appeared at the foot, when the garrison of the fort made off helter-skelter, several
being killed by falls in their hurry; so that this important position fell into the foreigners’ hands without a strnggle,
and was speedily fortified by them so as to dominate the helpless city; which they proceeded to bombard.
On the seventh day the Tartar-General and his advisers took refuge in the Governor’s palace from the missiles
which came raining down on the south-east quarter of the inner or Tartar city, and, after a consultation, sent the
prefect of Canton outside to propose terms. Elliot promptly demanded, in addition to the opium-money, a war
indemnity of $6,000,000, the question of Hong Kong to remain for discussion. The money was to be paid within
five days, and the ships were to retire beyond the Bogue as soon as the Tartar-General and the soldiers from other
provinces should have quitted Canton.\fn{The total British losses were seventy killed and wounded}
All this was acceded to; white flags were exhibited on the city walls; the hong merchants were ordered to
furnish $2,000,000, and the rest was contributed by the Treasurers, Salt Commissioner’s, and Hoppo’s chests.
This was reported to the Throne, omitting all reference to the opium and Hong Kong.
The foreign soldiers in Square Fort then rejoined the ships, and Elliot insisted on the Tartar-General and his
advisers leaving the city. Accordingly Yikshan and Lungwen retired with their troops to Kin Shan,\fn{ Cumshan}a
dozen miles or so from the river, and withdrew the Hunan troops; but Yang Fang was left in Canton to maintain
order.
Lungwen died of shame and mortification shortly after his arrival at Cumshan.
*
Now, on their first arrival in Canton, the Tartar-General and his advisers had represented to the Throne that all
the Cantonese people were disloyal, and all the Cantonese soldiers marauders, and therefore marines had been
brought all the way from Fukien, to the exclusion of Cantonese: disloyal persons detected were executed without
trial; and thus the Cantonese people suffered from a feeling of injustice.
On the other hand, the English did not kill the Cantonese, and always released any local braves which they had
taken prisoners, occasionally even attacking parties of bandits, and prohibiting all looting, so as to gain the
people’s sympathies.
Consequently no response was made to tbe offers of reward for tbe enemies’ heads. The people had witnessed
the attack upon Canton from the walls; and, when several of the city volunteers were unjustly killed by the Hunan
braves, the former rushed, to the number of several hundred, into the Examination Hall to take revenge, and drove
the soldiers helter-skelter to the Tartar-General’s palace. Here they were somewhat pacified by Brigadier Twan’s
being deprived of his button and feather on the spot.
Tbe foreign soldiers also earned the ill-will of the people by giving way to plundering and lust; and as 1,500 of
their number did this the day after the peace, on their way down from Square Fort to tbe Mud Rampart, the
exasperated villagers of Sam-yun surrounded and killed 200 of them, including their General, Pehmeh
Hapih,\fn{A note reads: This name cannot be identified. Possibly it may refer to Lieutenant Hadfield, who, however, was not killed }
whose bead was as large as a bucket, and whose baton, orders, and double-barrelled pistol were also taken.
The villagers of Sam-shan attacked and killed another hundred of them, and captured two guns and 1,000
small-arms. Elliot hastened to the rescue, and, as the crowds of villagers became more numerous, had to seek the
assistance of the Prefect. At this moment only a quarter of the ransom money had been paid, and the Fukien
marines just arrived that very day. If orders had been given to surround and slay the foreign soldiers and take the
[civilian] foreigners prisoners, we might have held them as hostages, ordered the ships beyond the Bogue, and
then discussed terms at leisure, entirely as it should have suited us.
This is the seventh turning-point in Canton affairs.
*
However, onr generals had not the wit to see this, but sent the Prefect to use his persuasive powers with the
people. After a whole day, he at last succeeded in getting Elliot safely out of the crowd on board his ship. The
foreign ships now left one after the other; some of the largest got ashore, and the country people offered to burn
and plunder them; but Kikung would not hear of it. Notwithstanding, a military graduate did succeed in blowing
up one of the foreign ships at Chuenpee by means of some fire-ships he had got together, and all the others then
made off.
Another success was that of the Fatshan volunteers, who got to the windward of the Kwai-kong Fort, and
killed a score or more of the enemy by throwing a poisonous dust into their eyes. They also succeeded in routing a
foreign sampan sent to the rescue. All these facts were duly reported to the Emperor, who sarcastically replied,
that the
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village volunteers had apparently been able to accomplish more than the whole of the armies of China!

Elliot, too, was very much mortified, and issued a “proclamation,” forsooth, calling upon the people
not to test the leniency of Great England’s officers again!

The people sent him a defiant reply saying:
As you profess that your ships and guns are invincible, why did you not attack Canton during Commissioner Lin’s
Viceroyalty? The other day, when you were surrounded, why could not you fight your way out without begging aid
from the Prefect? Having now entrapped our disloyal statesmen into peace proposals and withdrawal of the troops, you
have succeeded in getting far into the country. If you dare to show your faces in the river again, and we do not assemble
in myriads to burn your ships and annihilate your ugly selves, then we are not good subjects of the Great Ts’ing
Empire!

At this juncture there were 36,000 volunteers training night and day in the two Canton districts; and, when
Elliot heard of these preparations, he dared not accept the challenge, but, knowing that it was hopeless to regain
trade at Canton, changed his policy; and a month later the Amoy Affair occurred.
*
It was the closing of trade, and not the forced surrender of the opium, that brought on the Canton War, the
events leading to which were, the objections, generally, to sign away the lives of opium traders, and, specifically
to deliver over the homicide.\fn{A note reads: Great Britain had already sacrificed the gunner of the Lady Hughes in 1784, and the
Americans the Italian Terranuova in 1821 } It is plain that Elliot had not a rebellious heart, inasmuch as he offered to
agree to confiscation, offered rewards for the discovery of the murderer,\fn{ Of the Chinese, some pages back:H} and
wished to await news from home. Finally, the laws provide for the ransom of Mongols and other uncivilized
criminals by a fine in cattle, so that our demands upon him were altogether too exacting.
The Rear-Admiral Han should have been executed for his corruption, instead of being merely degraded. The
Hoppo and his men, whose irregular charges more than doubled the regular import duties, and who had been
battening for years upon the co-hong merchants, should have been compelled, instead of the latter, to pay for the
war. It would have been better to sacrifice the Customs’ interests for a time; to devote full attention to measures of
defence, and, by abolishing the Hoppo’s extortions, to secure the good-will of the other foreigners.
Just as the Astronomical Board avails itself of foreign astronomers’ labours, so we might have got a few
Americans, Dutchmen, and Portuguese to instruct skilled Chinese artificers at Canton in the art of shipbuilding,
and have offered to purchase foreign ships, guns, rockets, and powder from any persons wishing to sell. Not on]y
could we have obtained these articles in exchange for our produce, but we might have accepted them in payment
of duties.
In this way we might have been content to extract a few millions only from the co-hong merchants, and in a
short time we should have been able to confront foreign skill with Chinese skill. We could have leisurely
strengthened the walls of outer Canton and the forts upon the river; got our armies properly together, and trained
them up to naval tactics, gradually extending the same reforms to Amoy, Ningpo, and Shanghai; after which a
grand review of all the fleets might have been held at Tientsin, and such a spectacle of naval greatness witnessed
as China had never seen before.
What enemy would then have dared to attack us? How could opium then have ventured into China? What
slanderers would have then dared to open their mouths? This would have been what may be called “setting your
own house in order first.”
Why, then, the hurry to make a show on the high seas and abroad? Some say that if the efforts of
Commissioner Lin, who preserved the proud integrity of Canton without charging for a single extra soldier, had
been imitated farther north, the Emperor would have had no cause for serious anxiety at all, and the island pirates
would have been reduced to impotence; that, therefore, it is unfair to lay all the blame on him, instead of on the
unpreparedness in the north, and the cowardice afterwards shewn at Canton.
Moreover, Lin earnestly recommended that foreigner should be got to fight foreigner after the fall of Ting-hai,
and that the integrity of our possessions should be maintained, and the three millions at Canton spent upon ships
and guns. What a pity his advice was not tried! …
2
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The yielding to terms on the part of the English at Canton in May 1841 was owing partly to our armies having
to escape from immediate peril, and partly to the anxiety of the enemy to replenish his military chest with our
money; so that neither side had leisure to think of trade arrangements: and the foreign soldiers, knowing, after
their narrow escape at Sam-yun Village, that they had drawn upon themselves the hatred of the people of Canton,
whose ferocity they now had reason to fear, did not dare to enter the Canton River any more for purposes of trade.
The co-hong merchants were unwilling to go to Hong Kong on account of the perils of the sea, and therefore it
was proposed to exchange Hong Kong for Tsim-sha Point and Kowloon.
As the Emperor had not yet been invited to agree to Hong Kong being given up, the Tartar-General and the
Viceroy felt that the other two places were still more out of the question, and therefore arranged that [the
foreigners] should come to Whampoa as before. But the enemy would not allow us to repair the Bogue Forts,
which they razed, conveying the masonry to Hong Kong for use there. They also wanted us to remove the piles
and other obstructions in the river.
Whilst haggling was going on as to these points, trade existed only in name. The Prefect had agreed with Elliot
to pay a military indemnity of six million dollars in addition to the value of the opium; but the Tartar-General
called the former sum a “balance owing by the co-hong merchants,” and never reported the latter at all. As soon as
the foreign ships had withdrawn, we re-blocked the more important river approaches, and rebuilt the forts; and, in
short, put our defences in such a state that the enemy could not force his way in as before.
The hostile community now blamed Elliot for not having exacted another port, and spread a report that the
King of England had blamed him for incapacity, and had appointed as military general in his stead, Pottinger, who
was going up the coast, and would repeat the demands made last year at Tientsin.\fn{ He arrived on August 10th}
There was a typhoon at Hong Kong in July\fn{July 21 st} and Kikung joined Iliang in despatching a hasty
memorial, which reported that innumerable foreign ships had been dashed to pieces, innumerable foreign soldiers
and Chinese traitors swept into the sea; that all their tents and mat-sheds, the new Praya, etc., had been utterly
aunihilated; that the sea was literally covered with corpses; and so on. The Emperor thereupon returned solemn
thanks to the god of the seas, and announced the event to the whole Empire. Over a hundred promotions were
sanctioned for the gallant defence of Canton—and meanwhile the whole fleet of foreign ships had gone to Fukien
and taken Amoy!
*
When Amoy was attacked the previous year, the Admiral, Chen, had lost no time in obtaining sick-leave: Teng
Ting-cheng and the taotai Liu Yao-chun had confined themselves to defending the old forts and piling up ramparts
of sand, the natural strength of which kept the enemy off. Admiral Yen Peh-tao, on taking over charge, at once
denounced his predecessor’s cowardice in the most furious terms, aud likewise Kishen and Yang Fang for
recommending peace at Canton: but he was in fact himself only a bragging and self-glorifying fool. He
represented Teng’s cautious, defensive policy in slighting terms and requested the Emperor’s sanction to an
expenditure of two million taels, to be spent on fifty new ships of war, with which he proposed to sweep the
English from the seas. He raised 9,000 new infantry and marines, and built three new forts on the islands off
Amoy, all of which preparation proved waste labour when the news arrived of the peace negotiations at Canton,
and the new levies had to be dismissed.
On the 26th of August, however, the foreign fleets appeared suddenly off Amoy, and handed in a document
calling for the surrender of the port until all the demands made the previous year at Tientsin should have been
conceded. The next morning the ships sailed into the inner harbour, and began to reconnoitre with steam-launches
in order to find out the range and direction of our guns, which were ascertained to be all fixtures;\fn{ I.e., fixed into
revetments such that they could not be elevated or turned around } after which, of course, they kept out of range.
A number of boats now advanced together, and their attack was met by our soldiers stationed on Kulang Su
and on two of the other islands. Two steam-launches and one man-of-war were sunk, and one mast was damaged
besides. Two or three of their ships now concentrated their fire on one fort, and, after this had fallen, proceeded to
another, causing considerable loss of life. Finally the great fort was attacked, and our dismissed marines turned
renegade and assisted in the attack. Yen and Liu beat a retreat at the same moment; the pirates landed, and turned
our own guns upon the city of Amoy, the public buildings, markets, etc., of which place were demolished within
twenty-four hours; Yen and Liu retired upon Tung-an City, and Amoy fell into the pirates’ hands.\fn{ With a loss of
two killed and seven wounded}
However, the foreigners, having thus possessed themselves of Amoy, did not keep it, but proceeded in a few
days with the greater part of their fleet on to Ningpo, leaving only a few ships anchored off Kulang Su.
Accordingly, about the 22nd of September, Admiral Yen reported the “recapture” of Amoy to the Emperor; but the
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Sub-prefect of the place remained in hiding notwithstanding, and did not venture to reassume his official duties.
The Emperor degraded the Admiral to the third rank, but left him at his post, and despatched the Undersecretary
Twanhwa to ascertain the true facts for his information.
Meanwhile the foreigners on Kulang Su were employing workmen to build for them more boats, with a view
to reconnoitring up the river. With thirty of these, and five larger vessels, they advanced up the Muh-chwang
Creek, and sank five of our war-junks with their guns. Two of our captains were killed, but a resistance was
offered by the Admiral and Rear-Admiral in charge, who succeeded in sinking one large foreign vessel. The
enemy then withdrew out into the open sea. They dared not venture up the Five Tiger Passage of the Foochow
River, for this only contains enough water when the tide is in.
*
To return to Ningpo. The foreign fleet had already left Ting-hai when Yukien arrived in January as Imperial
Commissioner in succession to Ilipu, and the Generals in command did their best to repair the walls and
fortifications, and to get their troops together again. Yukien was as hot-headed as Yen Peh-tao, and totally ignorant
of warfare: he was entirely in the hands of Lin long as Lin was there: but, owing to the Canton Salt Commissioner
having, at an audience of the Emperor, vigorously supported Kishen at the expense of Lin, Lin was ordered, first
to Kashgaria, and then to the Yellow River works, so that the affairs of Chekiang were left more without a guiding
head than ever.
At best Ting-hai was but a solitary island, not worth defending at the cost of weakening the mainland armies.
To make matters worse, all the three Brigadiers were destitute of military science or strategy, and would have built
one great wall enclosing as an hypothenuse the outer as well as the inner town, which was hemmed in on the other
sides by the mountains, had the absurdity of such a system of defence not been dinned into Yukien’s ears by the
people.
The result was that nothing was done at all, let alone anything sensible. When the news of the peace and orders
to disband came, five thousand of the best soldiers were at Ting-hai, four thousand more being stationed at
different points around Chen-hai and Ningpo. About the beginning of September\fn{ I.e., on the 4th} the foreign
ships\fn{The Nemesis} first attacked Shih Pu, but were unable to do much damage on account of the rocks: they
then cruised up and down for a time, and finally attacked Ting-hai on the 26 th of September. Our guns damaged
one of the steam-launches, which made off at once.
Two days later, the whole fleet commenced an attack upon the Hiao-feng Hill, but our troops were protected by
the rocks, and a party of men who landed in a boat were driven off by our gingalls. Attacks made in other parts of
the island were also repulsed by our guns.
On the 1st of October, the pirates took advantage of the exhausted state of our troops to advance from three
different points, so as to confuse us; and the boats of one party were sent back, so as to prevent the men from
thinking of retreat. As the front ranks of the pirates fell, they were filled up from the rear. Our guus on the heights
could not do much against a contrary wind, and by midday got too overheated to use. The pirates then recklessly
scaled the hills and entered the city, the three Brigadiers all losing their lives in the fight: and thus Ting-hai fell a
second time.\fn{A note reads: The Repository says that the Chinese defence was very noble}
With regard to the 4,000 troops garrisoning Chen-hai, Yukien employed about 1,000 of them to guard the
precincts of the city; the General Yu Pu-yun occupied Chao-pao Shan with another 1,000; and the Brigadier Sie
Chao-en defended Golden Fowl Hill across the river with a third.
Observing a white flag hoisted on Chao-pao Shan, Yukien saw that Yu Pu-yun was unfaithful, and did his best
to rouse the religious patriotism of the soldiers; whilst Yu Pu-yun pretended that his foot so ailed him that he
could not kneel down to join in the solemn vow.
Yukien reported to the Emperor that the foreign ships had, including black soldiers and disloyal Chinese, a
force of quite 10,000 men; and that his idea was to defend the several critical points if the pirate fleet advanced in
one body, and to work at the defences day and night should they defer the attack. He pointed out the
disadvantages under which the Chinese lay in point of discipline and unity as compared with the invaders; but
vowed not to leave Chen-hai alive, or to receive any propositions from the enemy on that account.
On the 10th of October the foreign fleet attacked the above-mentioned three positions. General Yu and his men
bolted without firing a shot, and the force on Golden Fowl Hill was soon silenced and routed. Seeing that there
was no escape for Chen-hai, Yukien sent his aide-de-camp to the Governor with the Imperial Commissioner’s
seal, and drowned himself in a pond.\fn{ A note reads: He was rescued, but swallowed gold afterwards, and expired near Yu-yao
City—Repository}
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On the 13th, four men-of-war, two steam-launches, and a flotilla of boats appeared before Ningpo, whence Yu
Pu-Yun again bolted, followed by the taotai and the Prefect Teng Ting-tsai,\fn{ Brother of the Viceroy Teng} to Shangyu City. The cities of Tsz-ki and Yu-yao were captured by small boats, were found deserted by their populations,
and were plundered and burnt: robber bands started up; and the whole province was thrown into a state of panic.
The dastardly Yu Pu-yun reported to the Emperor that poor Yukien had been the first to flee; and spread a
report that the foreigners had attacked Ningpo in order to avenge the death of the white barbarian Stead whose
head had been stuck upon a pole during the summer by Yukien. This was represented to the Emperor by the
Governor Liu Yun-ko; but, unfortunately for this argument, the enemy had already gone back on his treaty at
Canton, unsuccessfully demanded Kowloon and Tsim-sha, and refused permission to rebuild the Bogue Forts; and
had moreover already announced his intention to take Amoy first and Ting-hai afterwards: finally, the foreigners
had stated by proclamation and letter that their intention was to exact ports for trade, not saying one word about
Yukien.
And it may here be mentioned in anticipation that, the following year, when Ilipuat Cha-pu asked the British
chief why he was again invading us, the letter of reply contained not one word alluding to Yukien, whose only
fault was that his capacity was not equal to his ardour.\fn{ The British losses at Ting-hai and Chen-hai were 17 killed and 36
wounded}
The Emperor now appointed the imperial clansman Yikking as Generalissimo, with two other Manchu
dignitaries as advisers. Niu Kien Governor of Honan, was appointed Viceroy at Nanking, and Iliang was made
Imperial Commissioner for Fukien. Niu’s idea was to hire as many braves, robbers, and scoundrels of all
descriptions as could be got together from the provinces; to keep up a harassing guerilla warfare; and to station
agents in the places occupied by the foreigners, so as to prepare for rendering assistance when a suitable time
should come. The Ningpo people, like the Cantonese, were put down as “disloyal.”
All this was approved by the Emperor, who ordered Yikking to put the enemy off guard by discharging his
functions in the first instance from Soochow. There his staff behaved so extravagantly and dissolutely that he
decided to remove his headquarters to Kia-hing. Here he and one of his advisers both had an identical dream, to
the effect that the foreigners had swarmed on board their ships, and had left in a panic; which fitted in exactly
with a piece of intelligence, reported from Ningpo that very day, to the effect that the foreigners were getting their
arms on board the ships. This filled them both with a desire to fight at once; and the whole party, suites included,
proceeded to Hangchow, where the second adviser, Thishun, was placed in charge, whilst Yikking, with his fellow
dreamer Wenwei went to Shao-hing City.
*
Now there had been a great deal of snow during the winter, followed by heavy rains, so that all the stock of
fire-boats and the fuel collected was out of condition and useless. Notwithstanding the prayers of everyone that he
would postpone the attack for at least a fortnight, Yikking obstinately refused to wait, and fixed the 15 th of March,
1842, as the date for the. recovery of the occupied cities in full force, thus ignoring the previously agreed upon
arrangement about guerilla fighting.
The enemy, hearing of these preparations, naturally prepared themselves too: the foreign officers all went on
board, leaving only a few hundred men in charge of the large guns on the city wall, to deal with any army
advancing by the west gate. At Chen-hai they proceeded to take possession of the Chao-pao Shan, so as to be able
to bombard thence our men as they poured into that city. This was the interpretation of the dream! Our troops
were strictly enjoined not to use fire or rockets, lest they should set fire to the town; the only thing to be done was
to try and get the Chinese traitors to betray the foreigners, especially the chiefs, into our hands, when the
recapture of the cities would be easy, and we could arrange our own terms with the hostages in our hands.
Yikking entrenched himself with 3,000 men in the east suburb of Shao-hing. Wenwei occupied the heights of
Chang-Ki, one mile from Tsz-ki City, with 4,000 men, half of whom were under Colonel Chu and intended for an
attack on Chen-hai. General Twan Yung-fuh lay concealed outside the walls of Ningpo with 4,000 men, destined
for an attack upon that city; and a Colonel with 1,000 more men guarded the Ningpo and Chen-hai road at Camel
Bridge, halfway between the two cities.
Boats were also sunk at Mei Hu, so as to prevent river communication; and a reserve force of volunteers was
stationed at Shang-yu City.
*
When the appointed time came, our men marched towards the west gate, when, the guard having been killed
by our friends in the city, who also spiked the guns on the walls, the men advanced through the gate right up to the
Prefect’s and Magistrate’s yamens before the foreigners knew what was taking place. Then followed a street fight,
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and our troops found themselves taken in the rear by a foreign force which had come to the rescue from the north
gate.
Finding it impossible to withstand the rockets and guns with which the foreigners peppered them from the
housetops, they retired, fighting as they went, with a loss of 250 men.
General Twan, coming up with reinforcements, turned round and bolted, not even attempting to rally the men,
or even to fall back upon and defend his camp at Tayin Shan.
General Yu Pu-yun, who was advancing with 2,000 men from Fung-hwa, as soon as he heard of the defeat,
turned and fled all night long into the open country.
So much for our arms at Ningpo.
Of the force at Tsz-ki, a part, that is 500 men, succeeded in getting into Chen-hai in the same way as had been
done at Ningpo; but our agents in the city were too few to secure the persons of the pirates, and it was daylight
before our firearms could be sent for. The enemy then gave us a broadside from his position on Chao-pao Shan,
which drove our men helter-skelter out of the city.
Colonel Chu, with his reinforcements, lost his way in the wind and rain, and never came up to Chen-hai at all.
So much for our arms at Chen-hai.
Then it was that the error of all these hasty arrangements was manifest: but no irreparable disaster had yet
occurred, as our total losses did not exceed 300 men. The position at Tsz-ki was again reoccupied with 1,700 men,
and the city itself was guarded by volunteers. Yikking neglected alike to decapitate the cowardly generals, and to
himself advance up to Shang-yu; and, as the commander of the local volunteers at Tsz-ki was sent for to consult
on the situation, the volunteers found themselves left without a head, and so dispersed.
*
A week later, the enemy sent steam-launches to burn our fire-boats, and landed between 2,000 and 3,000 men
to attack our position near Tsz-ki: as before, their boats were withdrawn to prevent the men from thinking of
retreat. Colonel Chu met them with 400 of his men armed with gingalls. Over 400 foreign soldiers were killed,
including their chief Pa-men-tsun;\fn{Bramston?} not one of our men being even wounded behind their shelter.
If at this moment the foreigners could only have been taken in the rear, we might have gained a complete
victory; or even if we had had a few hundred men to guard the rear of our position on the hill, we might at least
have prevented a defeat. Wenwei’s camp was only a few miles off; but he refused to send any reinforcements until
the evening, when it was too late; for the foreigners had taken us in the rear, and defeated us, Colonel Chu and his
son both falling in the fight.
The enemy was exceedingly unlikely to have gone on to Chang-ki that night: but the cowardly Wenwei
deserted his position and bolted during the darkness, distributing lavish rewards to boatmen and chairmen as he
went, so as to escape the pursuit of the English. As he had bolted, his troops naturally broke too, leaving all their
stores and arms to take care of themselves.
Wenwei then reported to the Emperor that his camp had been burnt by “disloyal Chinese;” whereas the English
had not come up even on the evening of the following day!
The idea which now suggested itself was to fix the headquarters at Shang-yu, entice the foreign soldiers farther
inland, and to try fight after fight in order to prevent their harrying Kiangsu Province, and in order to discourage
them from placing their demands too high. Yikking and Wenwei, however, had now completely lost the.ir heads.
They represented to the Emperor that only seven of our men had escaped alive in one fight, in which, as a matter
of fact, only seven had been even wounded; that over a thousand instead of just over a hundred had been killed at
Tsi-ki; and that 17,000 English instead of between 2,000 and 3,000 had landed there. They then retired from Shaohing to Si-hing, whence Yikking finally crossed to Hangchow.
These were our efforts by land.
*
Our naval programme had been to collect a force of fishing boats at Cha-pu, and endeavour to recapture Tinghai: over 10,000 marines had been stationed in various places with this object in view; but Yikking continued to
listen to the craven counsels of his aide-de-camp Jungchao, and ordered them to disperse: he also withdrew the
war-junks and fire-boats, in consequence of which the destitute fisherman marines now went over to the
foreigners.
These were our doings afloat.
There was one officer, Cheng Ting-chen notwithstanding, who had the courage to disobey orders, and Yikking
was half inclined to listen to Jungchao’s advice to have him executed, only refraining from this dastardly act
owing to the indignant remonstrances of Tsang Hu-ching, the literatus who had originally recommended guerilla
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warfare. Yikking now ventured back across the river once more, and issued orders in all directions for all the
soldiers to fight as they best could: the result of this was that over 300 British and Sikh heads were brought in
within a fortnight: also four English officers and over 50 soldiers, white and black, were sent prisoners to Ningpo,
with two disloyal Chinese advisers.
Meanwhile Cheng Ting-chen, with his fireboats, managed to burn or sink four large men-of-war and about a
dozen boats, during which operations from 500 to 600 foreign sailors were drowned. The magistrate of Chen-hai
also earned a laurel by a bold attack upon the fleet in the open, off Chen-hai, and Yikking received a double
peacock’s feather in consequence; whilst the two heroes themselves received proportionate rewards.
This created a tremendous commotion at headquarters. Those who had defended Cheng clamoured for their
share of notice, whilst those who had attacked him vowed that the victory was imaginary.\fn{ A note reads: The
Repository of 1842, pages 455 and 470, shows that this victory was purely imaginary. No fight took place at all, still less was any foreigner
killed} The Governor Liu Yun-ko became the mouthpiece of the second clique; but Cheng closed their mouths by

sending four large boats full of charred and splintered foreign planks, as well as the heads and original clothes of
his pirate victims. The Governor, however, had already asked that Ilipu might come to Ningpo to discuss terms of
peace, and the Emperor had appointed the imperial clansman Kiying as Imperial Commissioner, to be assisted by
the Acting Tartar-General at Hangchow and by one Tsishen as associates. They were ordered not to advance, nor
to take the heads of stray barbarians, the penalty for doing which was now declared capital.
*
The repairs to the Yellow River having now been completed, Lin was again ordered to Kashgaria, and the
Grand Secretary Wang Ting,, who had been associated with him, died of grief and mortification.
Meanwhile the English made reconnoitring expeditions round Shanghai and up the Yangtsze; obtained at
Ningpo maps of the Empire and charts of the Yangtsze and Yellow River; turned onr discharged fisherman
marines into pilots and guides; manufactured a number of small boats for use in the creeks; and exacted from the
gentry of Ningpo, as the price of their retirement, an indemnity of $200,000, withdrawing on board their ships on
the 7th of May.
Yilkking and his party accordingly reported that he had “forced the British troops to retire,” and had recovered
Ningpo. The real facts were that a steamer had been sent to England to report the capture of Ningpo, and that six
months later a reply had been received from the King ordering the ships to proceed again to Tientsin to ask for
open ports and free trade, the retirement of the troops from Ningpo having nothing whatever to do with the
movements of our armies.
Towards the middle of May the foreign ships at Chen-hai also left the place for the north, leaving only four
ships and 1,000 men in charge of Ting-hai. The two promontories at the mouth of the Hangchow River had lately
silted up so much that the foreigners could not get up to Hangchow with ships; but on the 18 th of May they
bombarded Cha-pu, and landed a force to attack the east gate. Here they were met by troops from Shen Si and
Kan Suh armed with gingalls, receiving such rough treatment that they went round to the south gate. As the
Manchu garrison had been in. the habit of calling the Chinese “disloyalists,” the Fu Kien braves sided with the
enemy and set fire to the town. The foreigners then got over the wall and burnt the Manchu quarter, the Assistant
Tartar-General and the Acting Sub-Prefect. losing their lives, and the taotai escaping to Kashing, which place, as
also Hangchow, was now threatened too.
When Ilipu arrived at Cha-pu, the English demands were so extravagant that nothing definite could be arrived
at; and, when the Governor requested the Emperor’s sanction to the restoration of the score or two of white and
black barbarian prisoners, the foreign ships had left Cha- pu. The prisoners were then sent to Chen-hai, and it was
suggested that bygones should be bygones; but the English would not listen any more. The Emperor ordered the
Tartar-General or one of the Associates to proceed to Kashing; and on this Yikking crossed over north.
No sooner had the Imperial Commissioner Kiying arrived at Kashing, than he received the Emperor’s orders to
go to Canton, and Tehjshun was ordered to act as Tartar-General of Hangchow. This was because the Censor Su
Ting-kwei had represented that the Nepalese had attacked the English garrisons in India, and that the fleet had had
to go to the rescue: accordingly Kiying was ordered to see if he could not seize the opportunity to retake Hong
Kong. When matters became pressing at Nanking, he was equally suddenly ordered back, before he had reached
Canton.
At this time there were fourteen foreign ships at Hong Kong, a score or two of sampans and small craft; about
one thousand foreign soldiers; and a large sprinkling of disloyal Chinese. Yikshan having succeeded in drawing
off over 3,000 of these last, the chief men of those remaining in Hong Kong also for the most part showed a wish
to come back to their allegiance. These disloyalists proposed to put the Bogue Forts in order, take advantage of
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the winter neap tides, join with the Hong Kong disloyalists, make a surprise attack on the fleet, and annihilate the
whole foreign community at one blow: but Yikshan was afraid of exciting Kikung’s anger, and would not allow it.
The Emperor deprived Yikshan of his chief official titles for his incapacity, and Iliang was ordered to replace
Yen Peh-tao, also degraded for failing to destroy the fleet at Amoy.
On the 18th of the 4th moon the foreign ships left Cha-pu,\fn{ A note reads: The forces withdrew from Chapu on the 23rd
May: the dates here appear to be somewhat confused, and cannot be identified } and a number of them arrived off Wusung on
the 3rd of the 5th moon; and on the 5th Niu Kien received instructions from Yikking to temporize: but, as he
delayed sending his orders to the foreign fleet for two days, it was already too late. The Magistrate of Pao-shan
City, near Wusung, had proposed to lay an ambush and entice the foreigners ashore, leaving the forts to
themselves; but the infatuated Niu Kien did nothing but allow the remnants of tbe troops, who had fled so
ignominiously at Ningpo, to plunder the natives, who thus felt their hearts fill with rancour.
On the 16th of June, the General commanding at the forts opened fire upon the foreign ships, sinking two,
cutting in two the masts of two others, and causing the death by drowning of over 200 foreign soldiers.\fn{ A note
reads: No such losses are mentioned in the Repository} The foreigners attacked Siao Sha-pei in boats, routed with a
ridiculously small force the cowardly contingent from Ningpo, landed a few men, killed the general with a cannon
shot, and put to flight the several thousand soldiers who lined the bank. Niu Kien fled to Kia-ting City, and the
easternmost fort was also abandoned; so that Pao-shan City, with a vast amount of war materiel, fell into the
enemyps hands; to the .great consternation of Shanghai, which place was at once abandoned by both the civil and
military authorities, who fled to Sung-kiang. The Fukien marines thereupon became bandits., and took to burning
and plundering.
On the 19th eight. or nine foreign ships came up to Shanghai, but that city was already deserted.
Two days later, the foreigners took two steam-launches and four or five sampans up to a point near Sungkiang, where they were opposed by 2,000 Shen Si and Kan Suh soldiers, and retired after a protracted fusilade on
both sides, repeating the operation with the same results the next day; so that Sung-kiang escaped.\fn{ A note reads:
Admiral Parker with two small iron steamers proceeded about 50 miles above Shanghai on the 22 nd June}
The pirates next made a reconnaissance towards Soochow; but their launches were piloted by our fishermen
onto the shallows, and had to go back.
On the 23rd the ships withdrew to Wusung, intending to enter the Yangtsze.
On the 18th of July they were off Kwa Chou; but, finding that city deserted, they turned to Chinkiang.on the
opposite side. Hailing, the Assistant Tartar-General over the Manchu garrison there, was an imbecile creature, and
Niu Kien, after failing to close the Wusung river to attack, should have hastened to Chinkiang, concerted
measures of defence with the Associate Tsishen and the General Liu Yun-hiao, and assumed supreme command
over the Tartar Hailing: if this had been done, the foreign ships would not have gone straight on to Nanking, and
we might have tried to burn them; or, anyhow, should have treated with them without being at their mercy.
But Niu Kien fled straight to Nanking, and Hailing told Tsishen and Liu to leave him alone and defend the
outer city. He would not allow anyone to leave the city, and slaughtered a number of disloyal Chinese, thereby
exciting a general panic of indignation. He made no preparations, collected no stores for defence, and made no
attempt to organize a volunteer force.
The thousand or so of Manchu garrison troops, and the 600 Chinese troops were scattered about anyhow. The
troops outside the city kept off those pirates who had landed during a couple of days; after which the
English,\fn{July 21st} whilst making a feint of an attack upon the north gate, secretly sent a body of men to scale
the wall on the south-west side, and swarmed into the city, with a loss of only one or two men.\fn{ A note reads: The
Repository says we lost 169 killed and wounded} The English first burnt the Manchu camp, Hailing falling at the hands of
his own men,\fn{A note reads: The Repository says he committed suicide, and received high posthumous honors } and Chinkiang
was then given over to plunder and massacre. The Ningpo barbarian chieftain Pottinger wished to proceed thence
to Tientsin at once; but Morrison prevented him, saying:
This is the key to China’s rice-tribute supply, and as long as we keep our finger on it, we shall have our own way,

and so he did not go.
At this moment there were over eighty foreign ships thundering in the river, and reaching up as far as I-cheng,
where all the salt-junks were set on fire, notwithstanding the offer of 500,000 taels on the part of the Yangchow
salt-merchants.
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On the 9th of August the ships had all reached Nanking, and the Emperor, anxious about the tribute-rice
communications, gave Kiying carte blanche to act as he should see fit. The enemy had already received the
King’s instructions not to insist upon a military indemnity or the value of the opium, if only trading privileges
were extended to the other provinces; and no more opium would come to China. It was for this reason that the
foreign army left Ningpo in May, and issued a “proclamation” at Cha-pu, saying that they were going to Tientsin
to seek peace in accordance with the King’s commands.
Ilipu now sent Chang Hi and others to the foreign ships. The foreign chieftains demanded
(1) twenty million dollars, to be paid up over a period of three years;
(2) Hongkong as a trading place;
(3) permission to trade at Canton, Foochow, Amoy, Ningpo, and Shanghai;
(4) foreign officials to be on terms of equality with Chinese officials;
(5) and the rest as proposed last year.
Chang Hi said that $6,000,000 had already been given at Canton last year towards the indemnity and the
opium, and asked if the money demand now made was not excessive, and the number of ports named too great
altogether. MORRISON said:
This is the sum we require, and, of course, not the sum which China offers. Moreover, our leading idea now is open
trade, and not to get money. If we only obtain one or two ports for trade, China may decide for herself about the
indemnity and the opium.

But the high authorities, instead of giving a prompt answer, sent back Chang Hi with a message; and, whilst he
was moving to and fro during a period of two days, the enemy had learnt from disloyal Chinese that new troops
were being ordered up, and said
that we were only trying to gain time, and that unless an agreement were come to that day hostilities would commence
on the morrow;

their desire being for a speedy peace, as they did not really expect to get all they asked. But all our leaders now
lost conrage, and sent a reply that night, submitting to everything, and not alluding at all to the rule about opium
being excluded from China.
The English were overjoyed, and our leaders followed the example of those at Canton after the Square Fort
had fallen, and reported to the Emperor that the enemy’s guns were on Mount Chung, and that the whole of
Nanking was at their mercy. They also pleaded that in times gone by the Emperor Kien-lung, when unsuccessful
in Burmah, had abandoned 5,000 li of “territory beyond the frontier,” thus maligning the acts of past sacred
monarchs by trumping up false parallels; for, as a matter of fact, the slab over the Tung-pih Gate of Yun Nan
declaring that “China’s territory ends here” was put up by Kang-Hi, whose maps, still extant, could hardly accuse
his successor of having “lost” 5,000 li beyond it!
The enemy also said that the document treating of conditions must bear the seal of the Emperor of China, and
that they would send it home by steamer to have the King’s seal affixed, and that the ships would only retire to the
seaboard; but that their troops at Chusan, Amoy, and Hong Kong must remain three years, until the whole of the
indemnities should have been paid up, when they would be withdrawn.
The treaty was concluded on the 29th of August by Kiying, Ilipu, and Niu Kien, who went in person on board
the enemy Pottinger’s ship.\fn{The Cornwallis} Two days later Potinger, Morrison, etc., went into the city; and had
an interview with our officials at the Cheng-kioha Temple. For days in succession drafts were made on the
provincial treasuries of Kiang-ning, Soochow, and Anhwei, and on the salt treasury of Yangchow, and several
millions of taels were thus presented to the foreigners.
In the middle of October, as the foreign ships were about to leave; a banquet was given by our leaders at the
Temple, and a few days later all the ships withdrew to Ting-hai. The Emperor now ordered up the Viceroy Niu
Kien to be punished for not having guarded the mouth of the Yangtsze, and Kiying was appointed in his place.
Ilipu was ordered from Cheiang to Canton as High Commissioner for the drawing up of trade regulations.
Yikshan, Yikking, Wenwei, and Yu Pu-yun were are all cast into the Board of Punishments; but the last-named
only was executed, during the following winter. Punishments according to their several deserts were also meted
out to the various civil and military officials along the coast who had lost their towns, and the districts annexed to
the captured places were exempted from the payment of land-tax.
*
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This winter there occurred the demand for the Formosa prisoners.
The year before and the next year happened the breaking of faith on the part of the Nepalese, French, and
Americans, and the burning of the factory at Canton by volunteers. The Formosa prisoner case arose out of two
reconnoitring visits paid by foreign ships to Formosa in the autumn of 1841 and the spring a of 1842. One was
wrecked during a storm at Tamsui, and the other was led upon the shallows by native fishing-craft at Ta-an. In
both cases the local volunteers surrounded and made prisoners of the crews; captured one large three-masted ship,
two sampans, twenty-four white, and a hundred and sixty-five black barbarians, twenty guns, a number of small
arms, and a quantity of Government property taken by the said pirates at Ningpo and Chen-hai.
The Brigadier Tahunga and the taotai Yao Ying several memorials to the Emperor on the subject,\fn{ A note
reads: These were the cases of the ship Nerbudda and the brig Ann, the defenceless crews of which were kept in miserable captivity, and
finally massacred in cold blood by the order of the authorities } and in the spring of 1842 nineteen of the enemy’s ships went

to Formosa to take revenge. They were piloted in by native pirates; but, our troops having destroyed the pirate
junks, the enemy fired a few shots from a distance and decamped. The spies which they sent into Formosa from
time to time were all taken and decapitated; so that Formosa was preserved entire. The Brigadier and the taotai
received distinguished rewards at the Emperor’s hands; but, after the Nanking peace, prisoners on both sides were
to be restored, and it was found that the Emperor had, during the summer, ordered the decapitation of the 165
black barbarians; so that the white ones only were restored.\fn{ A note reads: Six whites and three natives of India were
restored.—Repository, 1842, page 648}
The enemy’s eye, Pottinger, then accused the Brigadier and the taotai of having wantonly massacred distressed
British subjects. The peace party at Nanking were jealous of the success gained in Formosa, whilst the defeated
authorities at Amoy felt particularly small. Rumours thus flew about; and Kiying, acting upon private letters
received from the Viceroy and the General at Foochow, accused the Brigadier and taotai of obtaining unfair
credit.
The new Viceroy was ordered to proceed to Formosa and report, when it appeared that the Brigadier and the
taotai had simply quoted the statements sent in by their subordinates. As it was impossible to convict on this,
pressure was put upon the Brigadier and taotai to force them to own up, in order to appease the foreigners; and
they were both summoned to Peking. The soldiers became mutinous on hearing this news; but the accused
themselves prevailed on their troops to remain quiet. The Viceroy resigned, and his successor sent all the
correspondence up to Peking; when the Emperor, seeing how unfair it was to blame the Brigadier and the taotai,
did not punish them severely, and soon restored them to favour.
*
The Ghurkas are south-west of Tibet, and conterminous with the British East Indian possession Bengal, with
which district they had a standing feud. Hearing in 1839 of the British raid, they represented to the Resident in
Tibet that “they were neighbours” of the Pilenga tribe belonging to Tili, and were
always being insulted by them; that, the Tili, now being at war with a metropolitan possession, they, the Ghurkas,
would be glad to attack the Tili possessions in order to assist the Celestial chastisement.

If only our ministers had known anything about geography or foreign politics, and allowed them to create a
diversion, then England’s Indian troops would have had their hands full at home, and could not all have come to
China. This was our first offer of assistance from abroad: but our ministers, not knowing that the Tili were the
English, that P’ileng was Bengal, and that the Metropolitan Possession was Canton in China, replied that
the Heavenly Dynasty never concems itself with the mutual tiltings of savages;

and thus the Ghurka barbarians abandoned the idea of attacking India, and the soldiers with which England made
her raids entertained no uneasiness about India at all.
After the Nanking peace in the autumn of 1842, the British on their return to India ironically asked the
Ghoorkhas to “come on:” the Ghurkhas then turned upon the Residents, whom they addressed in very
insubordinate terms. The Residents only just managed to teep them to a nominal allegiance.
*
France and America are both powerful countries of the west, and, like the English, trade at Canton. They are
hereditary enemies of England, but very obsequious to China. The previous year, when the English attacked
China, and stopped all trade by blockading the coast, the other countries were very indignant, and said that, if the
English did not return home soon, they would also bring up men-of-war to Canton and call them to account—as
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Lin Tseh-su twice represented to the Emperor. All of a sudden Lin Tseh-su was cashiered, and Kishen thought of
nothing but peace; so the matter fell short. In March,\fn{ March 12, 1841} when Kishen was marched off a prisoner,
the American head-man came a few days after to try and arrange matters. Hence came the suggestions that. trade
and no other demands should be granted, and that ships smuggling opium should be confiscated with their
cargoes. But the leaders in Canton made a night attack upon the factories, and killed several Americans by
mistake; so that the Americans were no longer willing to come forward in our interests.
*
After the repeated breaches of their convention by the English, the French foreign official several times offered
his assistance in building ships.
That winter two men-of-war arrived, with a military leader, who said he had some confidential business upon
which he wished to confer with the Tartar-General: he begged that the services of an interpreter might be
dispensed with, as he had two bonzes with him who understood Chinese. The Tartar-General Yikshan and the
Viceroy Kikung had several interviews with him outside the city. The attendants were dismissed, and it was
confidentially represented that, the English having stopped the trade of all nations, the French King had sent menof-war for protection, and had ordered him to act as mediator, and to proceed to Ningpo and Shanghai to arrange
peace, when he would have no difficulty in bringing the English to a proper sense of things, and in finding a way
out of their greedy demands. If the English would not agree, he would find some pretext for fighting them.
This was our second offer of assistance from abroad: but Yikshan at first refused even to represent the matter
to the Emperor. The French then suggested that they should, as a first step, go to Hong Kong and see Pottinger.
After several days’ discussion, they replied that the English demanded Hong Kong and three millions for the
opium. Yikshan still declined to forward their representations to the Emperor. At last, when he did so, he added:
but the enemy’s designs are unfathomable, and possibly they are really assisting the English in an underhand way, and
acting as spies on us for them.

The French hung on from February to June, awaiting our commands; and at last in June proceeded to Wusung:
but the English were already far up the Yangtsze. The French wanted to engage Chinese pilots to take them up;
but the Shanghai officials, on the contrary, threw obstacles in their way; and so much time was occupied in trying
to obtain pilots that, at last, when the French entered the river in other boats, the treaty of peace was already
concluded, and the English had got all they wanted;—anyhow a vast deal more than the French had proposed on
their behalf.
The French head-man went back much mortified; and the following winter returned to Canton to arrange about
trade. The English desired that traders of all nations should report to them first, and then pay duties; but the
French and the Americans indignantly exclaimed:
We are no dependencies of England, nor have we been treacherous and bullying. Why then treat them better than us?

On this some American ships of war entered port, and, a few months later, some Frenchmen too. Both of them
submitted letters, begging to pay tribute, and to be allowed to express their devotion at an interview. They also
requested to be allowed to leave their ships in the south, whilst the tribute-envoys and a small suite went overland
to Peking; for they wished to make some confidential suggestions, and to assist us—as the Uigurs once assisted
the Tang dynasty against the rebel Anlushan.
This was the third offer of assistance from abroad; rejected, however, repeatedly by our ministers. Ilipu had
already died at Canton; and in 1843 Kiying was ordered thither to earry on his work: permission had been granted
to one country after another to trade on the same terms as England without the interference of the co-hong
merchants, and with liberty to go to the other ports, and stand on a footing of equality with the mandarinate; so
that the English even became patrons of the others.
*
The history of the volunteers or patriots of Canton is as follows.
When the English were hard pressed at San-yuan Village, in the summer of 1841, they hesitated about coming
to trade at Canton any more. But, after the peace, Canton was declared open by imperial decree, and the following
winter the white barbarians went insolently all about the place. The exasperated people rose upon them, burnt and
plundered the factory, and killed some foreign officers and soldiers off Macao. The ships of the chief Pottinger
were then at Canton, but dared not take any revenge.
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The Viceroy and Governor, however, punished the offenders in order to give satisfaction: but Pan Shih-cheng,
a gentleman of Canton, engaged at his own expense a French foreign official named Lei-Jen-sz\fn{ Colonel De
Jancigny?} to order some ships and guns from France, and also some torpedoes for attacking ships under the water.
Four two-masted men-of-war, as strong and well-built as any foreign ship, were thus built at his expense, at a cost
of 20,000 taels and 40 taels for each torpedo. On this the Emperor ordered the building of a new Canton fleet to
be confided to him, quite free of all official interference, so as to prevent peculation; but, owing to the obstacles
thrown in the way by the high authorities, the matter dropped.\fn{ A note reads: The Repository for 1843, page 108, mentions
an American as having been employed by native gentry}
Thus China was neither without allies or internal zeal in the pirate war: but she had no one to take the reins in
hand; and so her dependent barbarians were driven over to aid her enemy, and her brave people were turned into
disloyalists: her patriots were even denounced as obstinate persons.
Of late, with the trade all along the coast, the opium business is greater than ever; and, at the recommendation
of the Canton Governor Hwang En-tung, the prohibitions against Roman Catholicism have been relaxed
throughout the Empire. The foreigners in possession of Ting-hai and Kulang Su put pressure on the officials, and
harbour all sorts of outlaws, whilst the man at Wu-shih Shan in Foochow\fn{ A note reads: I.e., H.B.M. Consul, His
Britannic Majesty’s Consul} occupies the very heart of the capita, and can look over the whole city. The GovernorGeneral and the Governor look helplessly on, and represent to the Emperor that they have only given him a
tumble-down temple
outside the city.

The gentry and people of Foochow are highly indignant; and Lin Tseh-su, who is with his family, is in the
specially black books of the high authorities there.
*
In 1844, Kiying was recalled, and Hwang En-tung was degraded to the rank of Sub-Prefect and sent home.
In 1845 the English called upon us to keep Kiying’s promise to admit them into the city after three years, and
to allow the establishment of an office there; but the Viceroy Su Kwang-tsin, with the co-operation of the patriots
in the city and the Americans outside of it, succeeded in repelling them, and the enemy was constrained to retire
re infectâ.
The Viceroy was made a Viscount for this, and the Governor Yeh Ming-shen was made a Baron.
Things were now tolerably quiet at Canton. The new Emperor, Hien-fung, as soon as he came to the throne in
1851, issued a special decree doing justice to the memories of Lin Tseh-su, Yao Ying, and Tahunga Ts~H-sft, for
their efforts to maintain the integrity of the outlying parts of the Empire, and censuring Kiyung’s timidity and his
error in defying the enemy. This decree was received with great satisfaction.
*
The barbarian pirate war lasted two years in all, and cost 70,000,000 taels. There was always a clamour for
either peace or war; but no one, strange to say, ever recommended a strictly defensive attitude. Again, fighting
was neglected when fighting was proper, and indulged in when out of place: so, also, peace was neglected when
peace was proper, and peace was decided for exactly at the wrong time. Such defensive measures as we took were
taken at wrong places, and neglected where really required.\fn{ A note reads: These last paragraphs seem to have been added
on to a subsequent edition}
Instead of putting herself on the defensive, Canton went in wildly for peace; and instead of putting himself on
the defensive, Yikshan went in wildly for war: whilst, again, Yen Peh-tao, Yukien, and Niu Kien went in for
wildly defending indefensible places.
If they had only known how to take advantage of the ground, guard the inner waters, strengthen their fortifycations, drill their best troops, prepare a store of combustibles, and lay a series of ambushes, like Lin and Teng did
at the Bogue and Amoy!
They should have appeared unable to conquer, and then waited to see if the enemy could give them the
opportunity to conquer; when they could have fought on the defensive, or remained on the defensive whilst
treating. If they had fought on the defensive, they would have had the benefit of other troops besides our own—
for instance, the French and Americans, and also the Ghurkas, as far as setting foreign enemy against foreign
enemy goes: and they would have had the benefit of other Chinese besides the patriots—for instance, our
rapscallions, as far as setting disloyalists against the enemy goes. If, on the other hand, they had remained on the
defensive whilst treating, then we should have had nothing to fear, whilst they would have had everything to ask.
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We should have resolutely adhered to the opium interdiction as a means of closing their mouths and taking the
spirit out of them, leaving the other barbarians deprived of their trade to come in as mediators, in which condition
we could never but be declared by the latter otherwise than in the right against the English; whilst we must have
gained their affection in the same measure as the English their hatred.
In this way not only should we not have had to pay for any opium, but we should have been able to prevent
forever its coming any more in the future; whilst the millions of money which ee had to spend in war indemnities
to the barbarians could have been devoted to the purchase of foreign guns and ships, the training of marines and
firemen to attack, etc.; thus appropriating to our own purposes the armaments and defences of the foreigners
themselves, and turning their arts and devices into our arts and devices, and at one effort both enriching the state
and strengthening our arms.
Oh! opportunity! opportunity! It is only the true genius who can take opportunity by the forelock! It is only the
sagacious who never miss opportunity. But the next best thing is to repent when the opportunity has gone by.
Repentance, followed by capacity to change for the better, will yet enable us to repair our errors at some future
time!
1795

204.62 & 284.3 1. Excerpts from A Concise World Geography 2. Excerpts from Ying-huan chih-lueh:
“Acceptance Of World Geography” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that
work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Xu Jiyu (Hsü Chi-yü, 1795-1873)} Shanxi Province, China (M) 4
1
It should be noted that trade with the above nations is via sea routes, the only exception being Russia, with
whom trade is done through land routes in the northwest. Of all merchant ships plying the waters off eastern
Guangdong province, the majority, amounting to 60%, are from England. As for the Spanish ships, whose
numbers rival those of the English ships, since most of them come from Luzon, they are simply referred to as “the
Luzon ships”\fn{For example, in The Sea Journal, an important late-18th-century reference on East-West transportation by the Qing
seafarer Xie Qinggao, Luzon, occupied by the Spanish from the 16th to 19th centuries, is referred to as “Small Luzon”, while Spain is
referred to as “Large Luzon”} in eastern Guangdong. The bulk of their goods consists of foreign rice and very little

else. Other nations with trade relations with China are: Austria, Prussia, Denmark, Holland, and Sweden, in that
order. There are also French ships, but they come only occasionally, numbering three or four at most each year.
The goods they trade in are basically luxury items such as woollen goods, furs, and watches and clocks. There are
also few merchant ships coming directly from Portugal, which is the “Atlantic state” occupying Macau. Merchant
ships from Hamburg and Bremen in Germany also come occasionally to Guangdong. Belgium is at the moment
requesting permission to trade in China and so their merchant ships have not been here yet. There are currently no
merchant ships from Italy, which was recently divided into four states.\fn{ Probably referring to the new fragmentation of
Italy as a result of the reconstruction of Europe after the fall of Napoleon formulated at the Congress of Vienna (1814-1815). Italy now
became roughly divided into the kingdom of Sardinia; the kingdom comprising the republic of Venice and Lombardy ruled by the Austrian
emperor through a viceroy; the Kingdom of the Two Sicilies; and the Papal States } Turkey is a Muslim state, and has no trade

relations with our country. Likewise, no trade relations have been established with Greece, a small state which
came into existence only recently.\fn{An autonomous Greece was established following the final agreement of 1832 between
Russia, Britain, and France in the Treaty of London. This happened less than twenty years prior to the publication of Xu’s book }
*
European men are tall and well built. They have fair skin and a prominent nose, yellow eyes (some are black),
and deep eye sockets. They usually wear a beard or whiskers, which may be straight, Chinese-style, or curly.
Some may be clean-shaven, some may wear their beard long. Some may wear either moustaches or whiskers, as is
the common practice amongst Chinese men, but the practice has nothing to do with age. They grow their hair to
two or three inches long before they have a haircut. Their hair and beard are usually yellowish red in colour.
(During the Ming dynasty the Dutch were called “the redheads”. Now it is the English who are so called. It is
because both the Dutch and the English have yellowish or reddish hair. But this is in fact true of all Europeans,
not just the Dutch and the English.)
However, there are some who have black hair. (Those with black hair also have black eyes.) European
women’s hair and eyes are the same. It is said that Europeans who have been in China for a long time experience
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a gradual change of hair and eye colour to that of black, and their facial features also take on a certain
resemblance to the Chinese.
European men wear hats which are made of wool or cloth. The hats are cylinder-shaped, they are three to four
inches high, and have a flat top and a narrow brim. They take off their hats as a form of greeting. They wear
waist-length shirts which are close-fitting, with narrow sleeves and a wide collar which touches the chin. Their
trousers fit closely at the thighs. Their coats, made of wool with a cloth lining, are more loose-fitting, and are
usually of knee-length, and open at the front. Unlike the Chinese, they do not wear furs in winter or hemp in
summer, and their shoes and boots are all made of leather.
European women usually have long hair which they wind up into a chignon, similar to Chinese fashion. They
wear close-fitting blouses with narrow sleeves and no collar, baring half of their chests and shoulders, as well as
revealing some five or six inches of their back from their neck down. A wide-collar coat is usually worn to cover
up their body when they go out. Their long skirts consist of five or six layers and reach to the ground.
European men and women are a particularly clean lot. They take a bath every day.
2
… The population of England is dense and the food insufficient. It is necessary for them to import from other
countries.
More than 490,000 people are engaged in weaving. The weaving machine is made of iron, and is operated by a
steam engine, so it can move automatically. Thus labor is saved and the cost of production is low. Each year more
than 400,000 piculs\fn{1 picul = 133 lbs.} of cotton are used, all of which are shipped in from the five parts of India
and America. Silk is purchased and shipped from China and Italy.
The work of manufacturing guns, cannon, knives, swords, clocks, watches, and various kinds of utensils and
tools for daily use is done by about 300,000 people. Each year the income from the various products is worth
approximately ten million taels or more.
Their commercial ships are in the four seas; there is no spot which they do not reach. The great profits go to
the merchants and dealers, while the workers are poor. …
The English procedure of legal inquiry is that, when there is evidence of crime, the offender is arrested or sent
to the court. When he is about to be examined, six persons of good reputation are first selected from among the
common people and the offender is also ordered to select six persons for himself. Together the twelve persons
make the inquiry, and decide the merits of the case before they report it to the judge. The judge then examines it
and the law is executed. …
England consists merely of three islands, simply a handful of stones in the western ocean. Her area is estimated
to be about the same as Taiwan and Ch’iung-chou\fn{ Hainan Island} … Even if the soil is all fertile, how much can
be produced locally?
The reason for her becoming suddenly rich and strong, exerting political influence here and there beyond tens
of thousands of li is that in the west she obtained America and in the east she obtained the various parts of India.
The land of America hangs isolated on the globe, and since ancient times it has been little known. In the Wan-li
period\fn{1573-1620} of the Ming, it was discovered, and then a rich soil of ten thousand li was added to Great
Britain, soon making her immensely rich. Even though the land of America is separated from England by ten
thousand li, the British are skilled in ocean navigation, and, make the voyage as easily as crossing a marshy ground
with weeds.
When the southern part was ceded to the United States of America, the northern part\fn{ Canada is meant} which,
though vast, is as barren and cold as Chinese Mongolia, [was retained by the British]. After England lost this part,
she almost lost her color.\fn{I.e., her prosperity}.
The five Indias lie on the southwest of China … In 1755 Bengal was annexed, and taking advantage of their
victories the English stealthily encroached on the various states like silkworms eating mulberry leaves. The
various parts, scattered and weak, could not resist, and consequently more than half became British colonies.
The land produces cotton and also opium. After opium became popular in China, ten-fold profits were made.
The revenue collected by the English in large measure comes from the five Indias. To have lost in the west and yet
to have made it up in the east—how fortunate she is!
After the English obtained the five Indias, they gradually expanded toward the southeast. Along the eastern
coast of the Indian Ocean, ports were opened everywhere … Malacca and I-li\fn{ Singapore} were exchanged with
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Holland. Eighty or ninety per cent of the wealth of the Small Western Ocean\fn{ The Indian Ocean} came under
British control.
In the farther east, of the states on the various islands in the southern ocean of China, except Luzon which
belongs to Spain, the rest are all trading ports of Holland. The luxurious places like Ko-lo-pa,\fn{Java} the
strategic areas like Small Luzon\fn{ Manila} also were coveted by the English. Unfortunately other people already
possessed them; she had no reason to take them by force. And yet, she goes to and fro on the eastern sailing route,
using the two places as her hostelries, and Spain and Holland dare not offend her in the least …
At the present time, what Britain relies upon to be her outside treasury and to extend the power of her nation
lies in the five Indias. The territory is on the southwest of further Tibet, whence it only takes twenty or thirty days
to go to Canton by sea. This colony of the British has been for a long time close to our southern frontier, and yet
our critics merely know that England proper is over 70,000 li away.
England herself is geographically small in area, but very numerous in population. The arable land is not
sufficient to supply food for one-tenth of the population. Before the ceding of North America, the unemployed
British subjects usually sailed westward to seek sustenance. After the ceding of America, the remaining land of
England in the northern region\fn{Canada} was too cold for farming.
Even though the large territory of the five Indias was obtained, there were originally inhabitants in that area, and
there was no unoccupied territory. Although many English people went to live there, after all they could not reverse
their guest position to become the hosts, and therefore they were anxious to find new places.
In recent years, the great island of New Holland\fn{ New Zealand} has been obtained. The grass and weeds have
been cut down in order that criminals may be banished to that place. The poor people, who have no means of
making a living, were also taken there for settlement.
In moving these people over a distance of 80,000 li, it was a hard and painstaking job to plan to feed and
accommodate the people. …
The annual revenue of England, apart from paying the interest to merchants, is approximately Tls. 200,000,000
and more. The expenditure is also more than Tls. 200,000,000.
The size of the regular army of England proper is 90,000 men. In India, the British soldiers are 30,000, and the
local troops 230,000, who are called sepoy soldiers.
She has more than 600 warships, large and small, and more than 100 steamships. Their sailors wear blue
uniforms and their army wear red. The navy is stressed but the army is slighted. They depend entirely upon rifles
and guns, and are not skillful in boxing. Excepting knives and swords, they have no other weapons.\fn{ In the
succeeding section of commentary, the author describes the types and sizes of British warships and their structure, and notes that the
foreign ships are not afraid of storms but are vulnerable to rocks in the sea. He also describes Western cannon and the structure of
steamships and their operation. His details indicate an understanding of the theory of steam propulsion. He also states that the steam engine
was first used in Europe for weaving, later on extended to steamships, and in recent years in America extended to locomotives }

*
In the middle of the Ch’ien-lung period,\fn{ 1736-1795} England and France were engaged in a war which
lasted for years without being settled. Hundreds of methods had been used to raise provisions, and the rate of
taxation was doubled. According to the old regulation, the seller of tea had to pay a tax; the British then ordered
the purchasers also to pay a tax.
The Americans could not bear this. In 1775, the local gentry gathered together in a public building, wanting to
discuss the problem with their resident chieftain.\fn{ British official} The chieftain drove away the petitioners and
urged the levy of the tax even more harshly. The multitude of the people were so irritated that they threw the tea
from the ships into the sea, and they planned to raise an army to fight against the British.
There was a certain Hua-sheng-tun,\fn{ Elsewhere also written Wang-hsing-t’eng and Wa-sheng-tun } a native of another
part of America\fn{I.e., not born in Massachusetts} born in 1731. When he was ten he lost his father, and his mother
educated him and brought him up. He had cherished great ambitions in youth and was gifted in both literary and
military matters. He was unusually gallant and robust. Once he served as a British military officer …
When the time came for the multitude of the people to revolt against the British, they urged Tun to be their
commander. The army of Washington was defeated, and his followers were so discouraged that they wished to be
disbanded and to go away. Washington maintained his spirit as usual. He gathered his forces and grouped them
into an army to fight again, and he was victorious. Thus in eight years of bloody war, he was repeatedly defeated,
but he also repeatedly refused to be discouraged.
After Washington settled his country’s affairs, he gave up arms and intended to return to his farm. The multitude could not bear to leave him, but insisted on electing him the head of the state. Then Washington held a dis -
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cussion with the multitude, saying that to establish a state and to hand it down to his descendants would be selfish;
the duty of looking after the people should be carried on by selecting those who have virtue.
The traditional parts\fn{Chinese, pu} were set up as individual states, and each state has a commander\fn{ I.e.,
governor} … The leaders of the villages and towns write down the names of those whom they are going to elect
and put them in a box. After this is finished, the box is opened, and the one who has obtained the most votes is
established as governor. Whether he is an officer or of the common people, there is no restriction according to his
previous status, and after retirement, the governor is still considered an equal of the common people.
The whole continent of America reaches the Great Western Ocean in the east, and the Great Ocean Sea in the
west. The United States are all in the eastern part. …
The uncultivated region in the west is all occupied by the aborigines. Whenever new territory is to be opened,
at first hunters are employed to kill the bears, deer, and wild oxen, and then the unemployed people are allowed to
cultivate the land. When forty thousand inhabitants have been gathered together or born in the region, then a city
is built which is given a name as a pu attached to the whole group of states. At present, apart from the states, three
territories have been added.
The various states of America have an equable and normal climate. In the north it is like Chihli and Shansi and
in the south it is like Kiangsu and Chekiang. The river currents are gentle and the soil is good. There is no desert
and little plague. The land is level and fertile and suitable for the five grains.
Cotton is the best and the most produced, whence the various countries like England and France all get their
supplies. There are all kinds of vegetables and fruits. Tobacco leaves are extremely good and are circulated far
and wide. In the mountains coal, salt, iron, and white lead are produced.
Within the country there are many small rivers, and the Americans have dredged them from place to place in
order to facilitate water transportation. Five-wheel carts\fn{ Steam locomotives} are also made. Stones are used to
pave the road bed and they melt iron and pour it like a liquid in order to smooth the running of the train. Within
one day it can run more than 300 li. Steamships are even more numerous, running back and forth on the rivers and
seas like shuttles, because the land produces much coal.
Once every two years, one person is elected for his outstanding ability and point of view out of every 47,700
people to stay at the capital city to participate in and discuss the national affairs. In the capital, where the president
lives, there is a kung-hui\fn{Congress} representing all the states, each of which elects two wise men to participate
in this congress and decide great political issues such as making an alliance, declaring war or adopting defensive
measures, determining the rate of customs and taxes on trading transactions and the like. The full term is six
years.
In each state there are six judges to take charge of making verdicts or imprisonments. They are also elected to
fill these positions. If there is anyone who is prejudiced or unfair, he may be removed by public opinion. …
The standing army of the United States of America is not more than 10,000, who are distributed among various
forts and strategic points. Except for scholars, physicians, and astronomers, the rest of the people—farmers,
workers, and merchants—from twenty to forty years old are subject to selection by the officials to serve as militia
and are issued registration cards. … The militia system of about 1,700,000 men is fundamentally identical with
the method of our ancient people who quartered troops on the farmers.
In the United States of America, all the white men have immigrated to live there; there are people from all
countries of Europe but those coming from England, Holland, and France are the most numerous. Among these
three countries, England again provided more than one-half. Therefore, the spoken and written language is the
same as that of England.
The business and transportation work is all done by the white people. The people are docile, good-natured,
mild, and honest. They do not have the fierce and cruel bearing of birds of prey. They work very hard in making a
living and their merchant ships sail the four seas.
All the states of America accept the religion of Jesus, and are fond of academic discussions and activities.
Everywhere there are schools. Their scholars in general are divided into three kinds: namely, academic, studying
astronomy, geography, and the tenets of Christianity; medical, for curing diseases; and legal, for training lawyers
and judges. …
1798

269.101 1. Thinking Of Someone On An Autumn Day 2. Excerpt from Colophon 1 3. Excerpt from Colophon 2:
Three Poems\fn{by Zhang Lunying (1798-after 1868)} Changzhou, China (F) 1
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1
The jade dew gleams with autumn hues,
The wutong tree sheds its first leaf;
Locusts’ clamor rises to the tall trees,
Fireflies glimmer through the gauzy curtain.
The nesting swallow knows it’s time to return,
But my encumbered spouse can’t yet come home.
From afar I worry about your thin sleeves,
Where shall I send your winter clothes?
2
I have lived forty-five years,
My hair is already thin and white.
How can a person enjoy long life?
Bending to and fro, I recall the old days.
When I was young I insisted on staying home with my parents,
Who grieved when I was far away from them
Now in my middle age I lament that I can no longer care for them
And my sorrow finds no relief.
*
But luckily we siblings have each other,
We support one another to keep from stumbling and falling.
For ten years we have lived side by side,
With our songs and poems bringing pleasure morning till night.
My good husband is stubbornly upright,
And so our livelihood steadily slipped into distress.
A single bowl and ladle supply our modest needs,
We shut the door and immerse ourselves in books.
*
We are inhabitants of the age of great peace,
Subsisting on the barest of provisions.
Although each of us longs to fulfill our potential,
It’s impossible to change the fate time has allotted.
The autumn winds penetrate the eastern wattle fence,
The massed chrysanthemums display beautiful color,
Let’s fill our cups with unstrained wine,
Let’s enjoy to the fullest our shared happy sojourn.
Floating here between heaven and earth,
Our delight has no bounds.
3
Long ago I returned to live with my parents,
Traveling by cart to Guantao and Zhangqiu.
Our household was happy and content;
United in pleasure, we celebrated and toasted.
Hearing us my father was filled with delight;
He said it made him forget his cares.
Before he died he commanded us to stay together,
To preserve and continue forever the happiness we shared.
*
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Then one day he died and plunged us into grief,
Our good times were over in a fleeting instant.
The whole family moved back to our old home,
Entering the gates we wept. …
266.172 1. Note To “Mourning For Shen Shanbao” 2. Fragment of “Mourning For Shen Shanbao”\fn{by Gu
Taiqing (1798-1876)} China (F) -1
1
I have worked intermittently on a sequel to Hong lou meng several chapters long, to which Shen wrote a
preface. She asked to see it without waiting for the completed manuscript. She often blamed me for my lazy
naturre and would tease me, saying,
“You are almost 70 years old. If you don’t finish this book quickly, I fear you will never realize its potential.”
2
Hong lou’s illusory landscape has no basis in reality.
Occasionally I take up my writing brush and add a
few chapters.
[Shen’s] long preface brought honor to my work.
Frequent letters from her splendid pen demanded
[that I complete the project].
1799

268.32 1. Lyrics embedded in the play The Fake Image 2. Dongxiange 3. Xingxiangzi 4. Hehuoling 5. Fengliuzi 6.
Jinlüqu 7. Huanxisha I 8. Sulian danyue 9. Lianlizhi 10. Jiangcheng Meihuayin 11. Rumengling 12. On My Shadow
13. Huanxisha II\fn{by Wu Tsao (Wu Zao) aka Pinxiang (1799-1863)} Renhe (Hangchow), Zhejiang (Chekiang) Province,
China (F) 6
1
A single tree with scattered flowers protects my cozy study,
To guard the place, I’ve arranged brush-stand and tea-stove.
I always carry with me a goblet of jade,
I’ve changed into a well-fitting blue robe.
My skirts and shoes are splendid,
But I’m embarrassed to paint on curved eyebrows!
Steel, a hundred times melted, yet pliable enough to bend:
The noble ambitions of a man, the sorrows of a woman.
Today all of this has been made into a heartrending song
That will wipe away the shame of the world’s women!
*
The actor’s cap and gfown can be exchanged at will:
This conception is quite original.
Filled with sorrow I offer a libation of wine,
Who in the world understands
My noble and heroic feelings?
In my sleeve I carry the Encountering Sorrow,
In the courtyard, petal clusters of red and blue swirl about.
*
You say that a female student like this is truly unheard of,
That it is just an illusory image, an empty flower,
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That it is, after all, the fate I must suffer.
This new painting of you looking like a wild-hearted fellow,
Truly means your fate is as thin as paper,
Don’t tell me anymore about your heart being as lofty as Heaven!
But to be like this unfettered body,
A cap donned sidewise on bundled hair,
Is much better than a listless toilette, limbs bound by light silk.
Why do I have to be crushed powder, vexed fragrance,
Beset by illness, overcome by sorrow?
I only fear that the single cup of red mist there in the painting,
Will be no match for the red tides early and late in the mirror.
*
I carefully study thjat carefree air:
Grown up to be quite handsome!
Your dashingly romantic face may be finer even than the lotus flower,
But I fear such a somber person will be laughed at by the blossoming peach,
So how can your unfortunate fate not be more meager than a pear blossom petal?
*
Again I foolishly call out to the painting:
When someone is as brilliant as you,
Who, apart from me, will share your tune?
*
I want to avail myself of the misty waves to sail my painted craft,
I want to drive the winds of heaven and visit the isles of the immortals;
I want to pluck a bronze lute and on the Yangzi sing a song,
I want to take hold of a precious sword and whistle by lamplight.
Oh,
I want to use the rainbow as line and lower it into the sea to hook the golden turtle,
I want to drink like a whale and pawn my gold and sable to buy some wine,
I want to tune the red strings and play the tune of hidden orchid,
I want to don a palace gown and scoop up the moon from the river.
I want to play the flute,
To be just like Wang Ziqiao,\fn{An immortal of ancient times} but only much younger,
I want to use the word “cake”,
And laugh at Liu Yuxi, who in vain took himself to be a hero,
And laugh at Liu Yuxi, who in vain took himself to be a hero.\fn{The Tang dynasty poet Liu Yuxi (772-824AD) once wanted to use
the word “cake” in a poem, but in the end decided against doing so because the word did not occur in the Classics, and so using it would run the
risk of being considered too vulgar}

*
All my life I’ve prided myself on my arrogant bones,
In an earlier existence were planted the sprouts of sorrow.
Don’t blame me for writing my failure in the air like Yin Hao,
It’s nothing but an attempt to defend myself against detractors,
It’s nothing but an attempt to defend myself against detractors.\fn{Yin Hao (306-356) in 350 was a commander-in-chief who led a
Jin attempt to reconquer the north. He was soundly defeated by northern troops, however, and subsequently dismissed. Afterwards, he spent his
days tracing the charcter kong (“emptiness,” “in vain”) in the air with his hand}

*
Ah,
All I lack is a red-sleeved companion to refill the censer and sit opposite me on this spring night,
She’d be bound to display both her arms up to the elbow despite the cold,
She’d be sure to put aside her old airs of a jet-black chignon with ten pecks of pearls.
As I carefully draw out the grid in black,
She’d leisurely beat the red ivory clappers:
And show that beauty and poet can break the heart!
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*
I make a lotus gown, its fragrance wafting, its powder wafting,
I gaze toward the river Xiang, its mountains far, its waters so far,
And recite Encountering Sorrow to the end.
I scratch my head and ask,
But the azure heaven is far away.
I scratch my head and ask,
But the azure heaven is far away.
*
Somberly I ponder: who’ll summon my soul?
Somberly I ponder: who’ll summon my soul?
Once the spirit is ready to leave,
Dream’s labor will be lost.
*
On this paper, spring breeze has come to its end,
I’ll sing a dirge of Chu,
And pour some pine-brew:
How many evening suns and fragrant grasses can I experience?
How many waning moons and breezy dawns can I endure?
There is no end to manuscripts of brokenhearted songs,
On top of that, there is this portrait that wounds my mind.
Oh,
Let me do away with these golden hairpins, these kingfisher hairpins,
I’ll ready a gourd for my poems, a gourd for my wine,
Oh,
In front of the flowers I repeatedly grieve over her image.
*
Brown rooster and white sun propel us on to old age,
When will we wake up from this butterfly dream?
Forever I’ll follow the man in my book,
And from now on be a kalavinka bird.
Indistinguishable: image and body have fused into one!
2
With your jingling and jangling interconnected bones
You’re like an immortal companion of the Emerald Palace.
As soon as I saw your smile, I was completely at a loss for words.
Holding a flower in your hands,
You lean against the bamboo as a cool rises from the green.
In this empty valley
I imagine that I can see my own deepest thoughts.
*
The orchid candle dims its light and shade,
As we drink wine and discuss poetry,
And then sing those heartbreaking lines of Remembering the South.
Both of us are talented poets with painted brows,
But I in my wild-heartedness
Would like to enjoy,
Jade-like one, your devotion.
At this moment vast and boundless—
The misty waves of the Five Lakes in springLet me buy a red boat
And take you along with me, away!
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3
The long night drags on,
The falling leaves rustle,
As the wind continues to pound on the paper window.
The tea is tepid, the mist is cold,
The burner dark, the incense finished.
At this moment the little courtyard is empty,
The two doors are shut,
The one lamp trimmed.
*
I can’t rid myself of sorrow, I can’t find myself a dream,
And under my cold duvet even sleep brings no comfort.
This desolate situation
Is the same every night:
There’s the slow dripping of the water-clock,
The bitter sound of the bell,
The high call of the geese.
4
The bamboo mat is chilly as if it had just been washed,
Behind the screen no dream has yet been summoned.
I want to sleep, but rise again to arrange the icy silk,\fn{ Refers to the strings of the zither}
And by the green-gauze window
Silently select some incense to bum.
*
My sorrow I am afraid to tell to Heaven,
My poems are mostly wrought while ill.
This night as of old resembles the night before:
The same red candle,
The same distant clock,
And when I wake up from my wine-induced slumber,
That same setting moon above the branches in bloom.
5
The covered walkway, twelve times curving
Again I look around—
How can I bear to pour the golden goblet?
Depressed by last night’s scattered rains,
Today’s blustery winds,
The fallen petals on narrow pathways,
The drifting floss on level ponds.
At the gathering to send spring on its way
The two or three stanzas of parting songs
Are augmented by melancholy lyrics.
If fragrant flowers have feelings,
Their green is bound to deepen like this;
If the setting sun does not take care,
Their red cannot last long.
Where does this springtime splendor go?
The weeping willows cannot tie it down,
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Still swinging their misty threads.
Instantly both in the world of men and in Heaven,
The incense cools, the clouds drizzle.
In the courtyard as twilight draws near,
The bamboo curtain is half rolled up.
I stand for a while on the jade steps
Counting all the dots of crimson—
The few brokenhearted songbirds
Perch on the empty branches.
6
Depressed I demand a statement from Heaven,
And pose this question to the sky above:
You brought us forth into this world,
How can you bear to ruin and destroy us?
Since ancient times the vigor of brave men has been indestructible—
But even they can only helplessly inscribe their frustrations in the air.
At this moment I read
These verses of a broken heart,
And when I come to the most moving passage,
I suddenly start to laugh,
To laugh because it is clear
That sorrow is my private fortune:
All of it is concentrated
On the tip of my brush.
*
Great heroes and passionate lovers, it all makes no difference—
After a thousand years, alas,
Their final gesture is just the same,
As all their tears turn into blood.
I want to lightly put away these spineless feelings,
Avoid the breeze and moonlight near the willows.
So let me make ready
A bronze lute and an iron plectrum.
After reciting Encountering Sorrow I’ll pour out my wine
Into the great river that streams eastward and sing a few stanzas:
My voice will soon come to a halt,
And the dark clouds split open!
7
On one side Encountering Sorrow, on the other a sutra:
My innermost feelings of ten years, my lamp of ten years.
How many drops of autumn on the banana leaves?
*
I’d like to weep but when I can’t, I force myself to smile,
I outlaw sorrow, but when that fails, I study oblivion.
The one thing that still ruins my life is my intelligence.
8
In the darkening dusk, drowsy with drink—
And what is more, gusts of westerly winds
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Have torn the paper window to shreds.
Yesterday and again tonight
It is the same damp chill.
Hairpins aslant, chignon sagging, behind the gauze curtain:
Sleep will not come,
So forget about dreams!
Flowers in vases—their fragrance so weak,
Flowers from brushes—brilliant but cold,
Flowers from candles—red yet wilting.\fn{Refers to the charred tip of a candlewick}
*
What is the need in the end
To confess one’s regrets before the Lotus Altar?
I only regret the root of sorrow is not yet cut,
Don’t utter the words “intelligent” or “smart.”
Each and every sheet of writing paper
Is completely awash in rivers of tears.
The autumn orchid always serves as my girdle pendant,
And with each and every word
I chant the song of the Mountain Goddess.
Ill as I am, how can I bear,
To grow ever more haggard and gaunt,
As the splendors of the year depart.
9
I do not fear the blossoming branches’ anger,
I do not fear the blossoming branches’ scorn—
But I do blame the spring breezes
For bringing these days every year
Arid again such sorrow to this place.
When I sit in meditation behind my lowered curtains,
The bees and the butterflies all raise a fuss.
*
Will heaven ever age and then grow old?
And can the moon be perfect at all times?
Below my eyes, above my brows,
There is no love, yet there is grief,
But when I ask, nobody can reply.
I’ve never since I was born, betrayed my lofty talent—
Could it be that my intelligence is my undoing?
10
Last night a gentle rain fell endlessly on my study—
I feared spring had arrived,
Indeed spring had arrived!
So now that spring has finally arrived,
A hundred things must be put in order.
My makeup lightly applied, my brows not yet painted,
Without saying a word
I quietly lifted the curtains,
And stepped out on the emerald moss.
*
Emerald moss, emerald moss: I tread on empty steps,
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Then rested my embroidered shoes,
And leaned against the jade terrace.
I counted and counted again but was unable to count them all:
The flowers falling, the flowers blooming.
Instead I just asked the willow branches:
“To whom are you lifting your green eyes?”
The swallows and orioles all suddenly fell silent
As if, their backs to the easterly winds,
They wanted to hazard a guess,
And answer the question themselves.
11
The swallows have not yet left with the springtime,
They hide themselves inside the embroidered blinds.
Twittering softly they talk to me for a long while,
It must be that they want to remain here with me.
I hesitate,
I hesitate,
Then answer with a smile: “It’s not allowed.”
12
The low balustrade
In the secluded courtyard—
At the end of the day too tired to comb my hair.
Into the endless sea of regret
I feel I have already plunged.
What is more, that busybody of a lamp,
As soon as dusk has fallen,
Provides me with
A single lonely shadow!
*
And what is most annoying:
Even though I make an effort to pity you,
You are unable to pity me!
So why, there by the window, do you
Persist in following me whether I walk or sit?
Impossible, I know, to chase you away,
But I have a trick for avoiding you:
Pull the bed curtains shut,
And pretend to be asleep!
13
A heart and mind of snow and ice: my lines seek transcendence,
It is right for this body to age and grow old by the side of the lake:
The room by the stream is dark in spring when the plum petals fall.
*
I find a hairpin: how many people have lost their precious baubles?
I refill the incense and, all alone, I tune the strings of the zither:
I’m feeling fine, more and more different from the years gone by.
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268.38 1. Composed At Random 2. After I Dreamed Of My Maid Pomegranate 3. Recording A Dream 4. Puppets 5.
Sitting At Night 6. Inscribed On A Fan With Ink-Sketched Gardenias, Sent To Yunjiang 7. After The Ancient Style 8.
Hearing Eunuch Chen Jinchao Of the Pear Garden Play The Qin 9. Zhegu tian 10. Watching The Children Play With A
Kongzhong Barrel-Twirl 11. On Aging 12. Harmonizing With A Lyric By Zhou Bangyan From His Pianyu ci
Collection 13. Inscription For A Painting By Yunlin Entitled Zither Swathed In Moonlight By A Lake 14. Having
Received No Letter From Yunjiang For A Long Time, I Wrote This, Using The Rhyme-Scheme Of Liu Qiqing 15. On
A Rainy Day Receiving A Letter From Yunjiang 16. Fallen Flowers\fn{by Gu Chun aka Gu Taiqing (1799-c.1876)} China (F)
6
1
Human life is an endless struggle—
The post-horse and plow-ox.
On the brows of the Daoist sadness never grows:
Quietly holding a book of immortality, seated by the window,
What else is there to seek?
*
Prospects disappear far, far away,
Months and years are hard to detain.
In a hundred years' time everyone will be a pat of mud,
So arrange a firm and safe place in your own mind,
And let the boat float with the stream.
2
One year parted by death,
A thousand years of deep sorrow.
I still remember her childish locks when we first met;
In my mind I cannot forget her tiny frame.
Among my maids
This girl was the best.
*
The past so far from reach,
I cannot bear to look back.
In vain clear tears fall, breaking my heart.
Deep in the night I often dream your soul comes.
But when I wake from the dream,
I cannot remember most of our talk.
3
Haze envelops the cold water, moonlight envelops the sand.
Floating on a magic raft,
I visit an immortal’s home.
A clear stream all along the way,
The two oars rise and fall, breaking the mist.
Just past the little bridge the scenery changes:
Under the bright moon,
I see blossoming plum trees.
*
A myriad of blossoming plum trees: their shadows intertwine
To the edge of the hills,
To the edge of the waters.
They fall into the lake’s reflected heaven:
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Their loveliness certainly worthy of praise.
I wanted to travel all over the sea of fragrant snow—
But startled out of my dream
I blame the cawing crow.
4
Puppets on the stage, they behave most brashly:
Passing on false stories, they beguile foolish children.
All lies, their tales of the founding of Tang and Song,
Their magic is in their clever transformations of devils and demons.
*
Riding red leopards,
Attended by striped foxes,
With fancy caps and gowns they put on a mighty pose.
Once they leave the stage and are hung up high, what use are they then?
Carved wood and pulled strings—just a moment’s fun.
5
I laugh at my earlier self trying to work up verses:
Old traces hard to find even in dreams.
How many scrolls of poems?
How many sketches for paintings?
How much time has been …
*
The spittoon shattered from tapping, I scratch my head often,
Rubbing out my old ambitions.
And now all I’ve succeeded in getting is
A thousand streaks of tears
And a grieving heart.
6
Blossoms plump, leaves big: two or three boughs.
Perfume drifts from a jade-white cup.
A light, gauzy round fan limns icy raiments.
Why bother to put on powder and paint?
After fresh rains,
A fine breeze blows.
Idle stairs in the hour of moonrise.
Cobalt sky like water, shadows slowly furl.
Pure scent, even better in the dark.
7
Tower and terrace blossom-wrapped, cannot see for sure.
Green willows block and screen off a figure in the tower.
Who said it is the held-in sorrows you cannot glimpse?
One whole swath …
Peach blossoms her face in dear, affecting Spring.
Fragrant grasses lush and lovely, the skies far or near.
So hard to ask …
Wherever his horse’s hooves go, they always sear a soul.
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I’ve counted every last single flock of homing crows.
Perverse to add …
Dim and dour evening rains—again—as dusk turns dun.
8
A sense of snow hangs heavy,
North winds coldly cuff a courtyard bamboo-clump.
A white-haired eunuch enters, bearing his zither;
Ere he speaks, his brows knit in fret.
He plays through all those old Jasper Pool tunes:
Tones purling, clear waters flow, clouds cascade.
Here on earth, up in heaven,
Well on forty years now—
Hurts the heart, stabs the eye.
I still recall, back at first
Pear Garden’s numberless bevy of famous blossoms.
Pipe and song drifting aloft among slate clouds:
We enjoyed all the luck of the sylphs.
Heave a sigh: and now this aging servant
Thanks to milord’s grace draws a scanty stipend.
I can’t bear to turn back—
Dusky prospects dim and desolate
Crying a song at road’s dead-end.
9
On a winter's night, I sat listening to my husband discourse on the Way.
Before we had noticed the hour, midnight struck.
A withered plum tree in a pot emitted sweet scent;
I felt an Awakening, and so wrote down this lyric.
*
Midnight talk on sutras—jade water clock drips slow.
Life’s greatest secrets—just where no wonders reside.
Worldly folk, don’t cherish the finery of flowery scents:
When flowers smell sweetest, they begin to wither away.
Bees brew up honey; silkworms spin out silk.
When the task gets finished, how could no one realize?
Withering braids have witnessed every Eon of Endless Sands;
North of Snow and South of Scent, I’ll seek a dharma guide.
10
Spring’s nearly here.
Sunny-sky weather …
Sitting idly by, I watch the children at play.
Borrowing high winds.
To drum up inside …
Knotting colored yarn as string.
Sawing up bamboo for the barrel.
Kong Kong.
Here in humans’ realm.
Observe fool and sage.
Nearly all make vessels to contain a deep intent.
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Nature’s laws endless.
Matters without cease.
What’s full can make sound.
What’s empty can receive.
Chong Chong.
11
My aging world trips tottering;
Lodging cares to painter’s silk.
Idly making myself appear as “the bookworm.”
These years often sick, old friends estranged;
Confines of living dependent on mountain hare.
Dreams gone, I’m lazy to pursue;
Songs done, I correct myself.
Strike a spittoon broken—hard to express grief.
Sunk in exile, dare I complain to Fair Divinity
That empty fame has been betrayed by my writings?
12
Lush, lush the fragrant grass;
Beyond a clump of trees,
The moon has just climbed above the tree top.
A Lover’s Bridge, a flowing stream, and mist at dusk;
Just then, the night is cool and people are quiet.
Far off in the sands, autumn crickets twitter until dawn.
Starlets in threes and fives, drifting glowworms tiny.
See the white dew gather across the sky;
How could I bear facing a lone lamp’s glow, small as a pea
Casting back its clear shadow at me?
Last night, in a dream, clear and vivid:
Far I followed the wild geese in flight,
But the place, a thousand miles beyond, is hard to reach.
The west wind has blown across more ranges of mountains:
How I grieve over the mood of my bosom friend!
I guess, by the hedge the chrysanthemums have blossomed:
Before the wine goblet, who is singing this melancholy tune?
You should remember where I stand transfixed in love,
Listening to wind, listening to rain,
My pain deepening who knows how much?
13
Far, far away
A distant sky
Limpid waters
Lost in a lakeful of mist
Vast and boundless.
Resplendent is the clear light of the moon;
There’s the Fairest One, the flying immortal.
Quietly, without a word,
Tugging at the sleeve, someone plucks the lilting strings.
Shining on hanging willows, the pale moon’s shadow moves slant.
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*
How much I esteem your mind that dwells
On flowing streams and towering peaks!
Let me ask: at such moments
Is your heart attuned to the ease of mountains or the stream?
Clouds aimlessly drift in the sky’s unlimited space;
The moon glows brighter as thick dew drops gather.
New sounds harmonizing and perfectly matched;
Pure chords ever so gently, gently plucked.
Transcendent music is broadcast all over the world;
The moon bright, the breeze calm, and autumn night chill.
14
Again I’ve waited until late winter,
And still no news from my bosom friend.
Now fresh snow has just fallen,
And a few branches of winter plum blossom
Are just starting to bud liquid jade.
Facing Sparse Fragrance and Sylphlike Shadow makes me long for my guest.
Brooding long and hard over the same longing at two places,
I dread that in dreams
Our tracks are never certain,
And each would finally come to grief.
*
Boundless,
The twining tender feelings,
The excruciating secret grief!
How many times have I spun them out before the palace gate
In vain the wild geese have waited for long;
Even though it was a short separation,
It pains my soul and body.
*
Recalling days of long ago,
How, in the Land of Fragrance we lingered over flowers!
Now the onrushing snow and departing catkins
Daily make one feel isolated and alone.
When might it be that we two could trim a candle together by the western window?
There will be thousands upon thousands of words
Rehearsed over and over again.
Yet still I’m sad,
For I can never quite express all our shared memories.
15
Letter from a friend a thousand miles away:
Open it quick!
Open it slow!
What’s in this letter?
Is she well or not? My mind is a blank.
Since our parting, cool and hot seasons have come and gone;
But north and south of the River
Arouse in me the grief of separation as I pace to and fro.
To and fro, to and fro, I long for someone far away
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At the far end of the world,
Beyond the water’s edge.
I dream, I dream;
Yet in my dream I cannot see your hairpin and skirt of those days.
Who would remember the dark clouds?
I stand transfixed waiting, my heart tied in knots.
Next year when you return and see me again
I should not be
My old self at the time of our parting.
16
Flowers bloom, flowers fall, all in the same year.
I pity the faded reds
And blame the east wind,
They vex me so, these fallen petals aplenty;
Like snow flurries pelting at the curtained window.
To sit watching whirling blossoms—flower-gazing time is past.
Spring again is gone—
Far too hastily!
With whom can I share my grief in pitying the flowers?
Too lazy for my morning make-up,
So overpowering is my sorrow.
When the swallows return,
A crimson shower falling east of my painted chamber.
Lying everywhere, the spring grief cannot be pecked away;
So utterly thoughtless
Are the wandering honeybees.
1800

181.43b A Letter To Governor Bigler\fn{by Norman Asing (c.1800- )} Huangliang Du Region, Pearl River Delta,
Guangdong Province, China (M) 2
I am a Chinaman, a republican, and a lover of free institutions; am much attached to the principles of the
government of the United States, and therefore take the liberty of addressing you as the chief of the government
of this State.\fn{The date of this letter is 1852, the same year some 30,000 Chinese arrived in California for the gold rush; who, being
willing to work for a fraction of the wage normally offered for mine labor, suddenly undermined the earning expectations of the local native
laboring wage-earners (thus earning for themselves a murderous response, to which John Bigler responded in a special message to the state
legislature which called for immediate and specific measures to “check the tide of Asiatic immigration” into the state because the Chinese
as “coolie labor” were undesirable additions, would never be able to assimilate and were incapable of becoming good citizens }

Your official position gives you a great opportunity of good or evil. Your opinions through a message to a
legislative body have weight, and perhaps none more so with the people, for the effects of your late message have
been thus far to prejudice the public mind against my people, to enable those who wait the opportunity to hunt
them down, and rob them of the rewards of their toil. You may not have meant that this should be the case, but
you can see what will be the result of your propositions.
I am not much acquainted with your logic, that by excluding population from this State you enhance its wealth.
I have always considered that population was wealth; particularly a population of producers, of men who by the
labor of their hands or intellect, enrich the warehouses or the granaries of the country with the products of nature
and art.
You are deeply convinced, you say, “that to enhance the prosperity and preserve the tranquility of this State,
Asiatic immigration must be checked.” This, your Excellency, is but one step towards a retrograde movement of
the government, which, on reflection, you will discover; and which the citizens of this country ought never to
tolerate. It was one of the principal causes of quarrel between you (when colonies) and England; when the latter
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pressed laws against emigration, you looked for immigration; it came, and immigration made you what you areyour nation what it is. It transferred you at once from childhood to manhood and made you great and respectable
throughout the nations of the earth.
I am sure your Excellency cannot, if you would, prevent your being called the descendant of an immigrant, for
I am sure you do not boast of being a descendant of the red man. But your further logic is more reprehensible. You
argue that this is a republic of a particular race—that the Constitution of the United States admits of no asylum to
any other than the pale face.
This proposition is false in the extreme, and you know it. The declaration of your independence, and all the
acts of your government, your people, and your history are all against you.
It is true, you have degraded the Negro because of your holding him in involuntary servitude, and because for
the sake of union in some of your States such was tolerated, and amongst this class you would endeavor to place
us; and no doubt it would be pleasing to some would-be freemen to mark the brand of servitude upon us. But we
would beg to remind you that when your nation was a wilderness, and the nation from which you sprung
barbarous, we\fn{We Chinese living in China} exercised most of the arts and virtues of civilized life; that we are
possessed of a language and a literature, and that men skilled in science and the arts are numerous among us; that
the productions of our manufactories, our sail and workshops, form no small share of the commerce of the world;
and that for centuries, colleges, schools, charitable institutions, asylums, and hospitals, have been as common as
in your own land. That our people cannot be reproved for their idleness, and that your historians have given them
due credit for the variety and richness of their works of art, and for their simplicity of manners, and particularly
their industry.
And we beg to remark, that so far as the history of our race in California goes, it stamps with the test of truth
the fact that we are not the degraded race you would make us. We came amongst you as mechanics or traders, and
following every honorable business of life. You do not find us pursuing occupations of degrading character,
except you consider labor degrading, which I am sure you do not; and if our countrymen save the proceeds of
their industry from the tavern and the gambling house to spend it in the purchase of farms or town lots or on their
families, surely you will admit that even these are virtues.
You say you “desire to see no change in the generous policy of this government as far as regards Europeans.”
It is out of your power to say, however, in what way or to whom the doctrines of the Constitution shall apply. You
have no more right to propose a measure for checking immigration, than you have the right of sending a message
to the Legislature on the subject. As far as regards the color and complexion of our race, we are perfectly aware
that our population have been a little more tanned than yours.
Your Excellency will discover, however, that we are as much allied to the African race and the red man as you
are yourself, and that as far as the aristocracy of skin is concerned, ours might compare with many of the
European races; nor do we consider that your Excellency, as a Democrat, will make us believe that the framers of
your declaration of rights ever suggested the propriety of establishing an aristocracy of skin. I am a naturalized
citizen,\fn{He may well have been; for though the Naturalization Law of 1790 limited naturalization to “free white persons,” some
eastern courts were willing to naturalize Chinese } your Excellency, of Charleston, South Carolina, and a Christian, too;
and so hope you will stand corrected in your assertion “that none of the Asiatic class,” as you are pleased to term
them, have applied for benefits under our naturalization act. I could point out to you numbers of citizens, all over
the whole continent, who have taken advantage of your hospitality and citizenship, and I defy you to say that our
race have ever abused that hospitality or forfeited their claim on this or any of the governments of South America,
by an infringement on the laws of the countries into which they pass.
You find us peculiarly peaceable and orderly. It does not cost your State much for our criminal prosecution. We
apply less to your courts for redress, and so far as I know, there are none who are a charge upon the State, as
paupers.
You say that “gold, with its talismanic power, has overcome those natural habits of non-intercourse we have
exhibited.” I ask you, has not gold had the same effect upon your people, and the people of other countries, who
have migrated hither? Why, it was gold that filled your country (formerly a desert) with people, filled your
harbors with ships and opened our much-coveted trade to the enterprise of your merchants.
You cannot, in the face of facts that stare you in the face, assert that the cupidity of which you speak is ours
alone; so that your Excellency will perceive that in this age a change of cupidity would not tell. Thousands of
your own citizens come here to dig gold, with the idea of returning as speedily as they can.
We think you are in error, however, in this respect, as many of us, and many more, will acquire a domicile
amongst you.
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But, for the present, I shall take leave of your Excellency, and shall resume this question upon another
occasion, which I hope you will take into consideration in a spirit of candor. Your predecessor pursued a different
line of conduct towards us, as will appear by reference to his message.\fn{ This was John McDougal, who had called for
the further immigration and settlement of Chinese in California }
262.114 1. To the tune “The Pain of Lovesickness” 2. To the tune “The Love of the Immortals” 3. To the tune
“The Joy of Peace and Brightness” 4. To the tune “Flowers along the Path through the Field” 5. Returning From
Flower Law Mountain On A Winter Day 6. In The Home Of The Scholar Wu Su-chiang From Hsin-an, I Saw Two
Psalteries Of The Late Sung General Hsieh Fang-te 7. To The tune “A Dream Song” 8. Tune: Full River Red 9.
Tune: Fragrant Wandering: Nine Poems\fn{by Wu Tsao (1800?-after c.1837} Hangchow, Chekiang Province, China (F)
3\fn{(MMMCLXXXVII; MMMCLXXXVIII)}
1
Once again a yellow twilight
Fills my deep courtyard.
Once again I am writing
The same sad verses on beautiful paper.
Once again my autumn lamp
Burns with the same dreams.
Last night there were whistling winds and rain.
Again tonight there will be the same.
Drip, drop—it will go on until
The sky is bright again.
The sound of the rain is so mournful,
From now on I will plant fewer banana trees.
The cold crickets have come indoors
And cry under the staircase.
Outside the window others cry to come in.
Beyond the wall the same shrill cries
Over and over again.
2
On your slender body
Your jade and coral girdle ornaments chime
Like those of a celestial companion
Come from the Green Jade City of Heaven.
One smile from you when we meet,
And I become speechless and forget every word.
For too long you have gathered flowers,
And leaned against the bamboos,
Your green sleeves growing cold,
In your deserted valley:
I can visualize you all alone,
A girl harboring her cryptic thoughts.
*
You glow like a perfumed lamp
In the gathering shadows.
We play wine games
And recite each other’s poems.
Then you sing “Remembering South of the River”
With its heart-breaking verses. Then
We paint each other’s beautiful eyebrows.
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I want to possess you completely—
Your jade body
And your promised heart.
It is Spring.
Vast mists cover the Five Lakes.
My dear, let me buy a red-painted boat
And carry you away.
3
Bitter rain in my courtyard
In the decline of Autumn,
I only have vague poetic feelings
That I cannot bring together.
They diffuse into the dark clouds
And the red leaves.
After the yellow sunset
The cold moon rises
Out of the gloomy mist.
I will not let down the blinds
Of spotted bamboo from their silver hook.
Tonight my dreams will follow the wind,
Suffering the cold,
To the jasper tower of your beautiful flesh.
4
I have closed the double doors.
In what corner of the heavens is she?
A horizontal flute
Beyond the red walls
Blown as gently as the breeze
Blows the willow floss.
In the lingering glow of the sunset
The roosting crows ignore my melancholy.
Once again I languidly get out of bed.
After I have burned incense,
I loiter on the jeweled staircase.
I regret the wasted years,
Sick, afraid of the cold, afraid of the heat,
While the beautiful days went by.
Suddenly it is the Autumn Feast of the Dead.
Constantly disturbed by the changing weather,
I lose track of the flowing light
That washes us away.
Who moved the turning bridges
On my inlaid psaltery?
I realize—
Of the twenty five strings
Twenty one are gone.
5
All the way back I watch the mountains.
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As the road twists the mountains turn.
As evening comes on, the mist
Turns to slanting rain
On the narrow planks across the cliffs,
And the reed flowers glow white in the twilight,
Blown by the sobbing wind.
*
The grave mounds of a thousand years
Are piled high.
How many broken tombstones?
How many buried human bones?
How many weeping mourners?
Snow flies into the red glowing fireplace.
The fireplace turns cold.
Millions of years of decline lie ahead of us
As destruction turns into ashes.
6
Half of our borders, rivers and mountains were gone,
With their Spring orioles and blossoms.
Your former career was only a painful memory.
You watched the melancholy moon set
Over an abandoned temple in the wilderness.
You could no longer see the beacon fires of Sung,
So you lived disguised as a fortune-teller,
In a kiosk on a bridge, and no one knew you.
You who had a will of iron,
And held back the billowing flood of the world,
All by yourself in a besieged city.
You changed Tu Fu’s songs of homesickness,
You chose death to preserve your integrity.
At the end of the years of hiding
On these slopes amongst the tea bushes
Haunted by the cuckoos crying as if in pain,
You left behind two psalteries
Of tung wood and these ancient songs,
And went to death, a handful of yellow dust,
But deserving a royal grave.
Now as I play them I can imagine
Dragons dancing in the depths
And the moss on the shore burning red.
7
One swallow did not follow
The departed Spring
But hid in my embroidered curtains,
Gently, continuously chirping.
Do you want to live with me?
“Stay! Stay! Please!” he begs.
But I answer, “No.”
8
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Shut the door against the setting sun
The yard is full of broken flowers, faded grass!
Sparse shades rolled up, the wind blows taut the paper window
Smoke curls from the incense burner
From the sky’s end cry the migrating geese that have passed
From the edge of the forest caw a few spots of disappearing crows
…
There is no one—softly, leaves fall on the cold empty step—
Who swept away the petals?
*
I set down endlessly
The draft of a broken heart
Words don’t keep pace
With idle sorrow
Whatever I see
Adds to the stuff of poetry.
Even my own shadow pities me—thin sleeves,
Sick soul already three autumns old—
Wait! Inspect the eaves! Absurd—but ask the freezing plum:
Is it still too soon for spring?
9
The night seems endless
Leaves whisper as they fall
The wind oppresses the paper window nonstop.
Steam from the tea grows cold
The stove is dark, the incense finished,
Empty as the small yard.
I close the doors,
Raise the wick.
*
Sorrow is hard to shake off
As dreams are difficult to summon.
And to sleep in the embrace of a cold quilt—no!
This night is one long cold misery.
The dregs of time seep through the clepsydra
The grim sound of a bell
The shrill cry of the geese.
269.102 1. Reading My Late Sister’s Collected Poems 2. Excerpt from an untitled poem 3. Long Rain Followed
By Snow\fn{by Zhang Wanying (1800-after 1868)} Changzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 1
1
Ephemeral life is like water flowing,
We have already been separated by death a full year.
Tears well up, stirred by the early autumn,
Your departed soul drops into my dream.
A crane fairy flies from the moon’s great column,
A flower falls, suffused with the sunset’s glow.
On this day under the western window,
In a quiet moment I recite your catkin verses.
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2
We followed our father to his official post,
He commanded us to return here to share a house.
His concern for us was very great,
Generosity and love may not last forever.
Inspired and chastened, we heeded his dying wish,
Suffering hardship, we took solace in our old home.
Wishing to confirm a pledge of ten thousand generations,
We dared not lightly forget our patriline.
*
For the good of all the siblings,
We settled in a flowery mansion.
Raising our cups, we faced our small problems,
Within the walls, we were faithful to each other.
*
Putting our hearts together, we can escape the vulgar world,
Do not ask about the boats out on the Five Lakes.
The distant guests have returned to the flowered rooms,
Their inner sadness borne away in the simple music of the zither.
*
In a world of wind and dust that drives people apart,
How much more important are your own kin, who truly “”know your sounds”!
Gathered together once again under one roof,
Year by year we cast aside our bitter writings.
A grieving heart still gazes north,
A thousand li beclouded and obscure.
*
A splendid match, that was my brother’s!
Qin and [Jin] united to carry on forever.
His writings stirred attention abroad.
His reputation entered the circles of distinguished scholars.
*
Between the third and fifth hours under the full moon,
We link verses in the quiet recesses of the house.
The clear dusk is like a time long past,
Old dreams recall the eastern hills.
If only our parents could be alive now,
How this scene would make them smile!
Having been painted, it is more moving still;
On my sleeves, tears blot the colors.
3
Green Yang of spring is clotted in deep Yin of winter,
Heavy rains beset us through this month.
Sprouts and shoots so frozen they cannot push through the earth,
The pathway gate is closed in secluded stillness.
The window, just unlatched, lets in the sunset chill,
Stiff winds kick up a flurry of snow.
The roosting crows find no resting place,
The courtyard tree still more bitterly cold,
Snuggled in a comforter, I remember our soldiers.

397

For news of victory, I gaze toward the imperial court.
When will the cosmos be clear again,
The shroud of clouds swept from the empty vastness,
Until bursting with refulgent growth the myriad creatures,
Shining brightly, reach toward the beneficent sun?
1801

274.80b Written On My Own Landscape Painting On a Fan\fn{by Qian Shoupu (1801-1869)} China (F) -1
Hazy vapor is absorbed into the top of the brush,
Atop the trees, leaves sound the quietest.
I write about the wind and rain in the mountain,
By my little window, late summer weather feels like the last days of autumn.
274.80 Written On The Painting Of Appreciating Landscape\fn{by Naxunlanbao (1801-1873)} China (F) -1
Unfolding a painting, we share the joy of recumbent travel,
To our heart’s content we race forward, counting the distance traveled.
Besides calligraphy, painting, zither, chess, poetry, and wine,
In the secluded inner quarters, this can also fill our leisure.
1804

284.5 Excerpt from Ch’ou-pani-wu shih-mo: “An Objection To Western Learning” [Not the title of the work from
which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Wo-jen (1804-1871)} Henan
Province, China (M) 1
Mathematics, one of the six arts, should indeed be learned by scholars as indicated in the Imperial decree, and it
should not be considered an unworthy subject. But according to the viewpoint of your slave, astronomy and
mathematics are of very little use. If these subjects are going to be taught by Westerners as regular studies, the
damage will be great. …
Your slave has learned that the way to establish a nation is to lay emphasis on propriety and righteousness, not on
power and plotting. The fundamental effort lies in the minds of people, not in techniques.
Now, if we seek trifling arts and respect barbarians as teachers regardless of the possibility that the cunning
barbarians may not teach us their essential techniques—even if the teachers sincerely teach and the students
faithfully study them, all that can be accomplished is the training of mathematicians. From ancient down to modem
times, your slave has never heard of anyone who could use mathematics to raise the nation from a state of decline or
to strengthen it in time of weakness.
The empire is so great that one should not worry lest there be any lack of abilities therein. If astronomy and
mathematics have to be taught, an extensive search should find someone who has mastered the technique. Why is it
limited to barbarians, and why is it necessary to learn from the barbarians?
Moreover, the barbarians are our enemies. In 1860 they took up arms and rebelled against us. Our capital and
its suburb were invaded, our ancestral altar was shaken, our Imperial palace was burned, and our officials and
people were killed or wounded. There had never been such insults during the last 200 years of our dynasty.
All our scholars and officials have been stirred with heart-burning rage, and have retained their hatred until the
present. Our court could not help making peace with the barbarians. How can we forget this enmity and this
humiliation even for one single day?
Since the conclusion of the peace, Christianity has been prevalent and half of our ignorant people have been
fooled by it. The only thing we can rely on is that our scholars should clearly explain to the people the Con fucian
tenets, which may be able to sustain the minds of the ignorant populace.
Now if these brilliant and talented scholars, who have been trained by the nation and reserved for great future
usefulness, have to change from their regular course of study to follow the barbarians, then the correct spirit will
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not be developed, and accordingly the evil spirit will become stronger. After several years it will end in nothing
less than driving the multitudes of the Chinese people into allegiance to the barbarians.
Reverently your slave has read the instruction to the grand councillors and officers of the nine government
bureaus in the Collected Essays of the K’ang-I Emperor, in which he says,
After a thousand or several hundred years, China must be harmed by the various countries of Europe.

The deep and far-reaching concern of the sage Emperor is admirable. Even though he used their methods, he
actually hated them.
Now, the empire has already been harmed by them. Should we further spread their influence and fan the flame?
Your slave has heard that when the barbarians spread their religion, they hate Chinese scholars who are not willing
to learn it. Now scholars from the regular channels are ordered to study under foreigners.
Your slave fears that what our scholars are going to learn cannot be learnt well and yet will be perplexing, which
would just fall in with [the foreigners’] plans. It is earnestly hoped that, in order to maintain the general prestige of
the empire and to prevent the development of disaster, the Imperial mind will independently decide to abolish
instantly the previous decision to establish such studies in the language school.
The whole empire will be fortunate indeed!
19.6 Dog\fn{by Pa Chin aka Li Fei-kan (1804-after 1995)} Chenghe, Szechuan Province, China (M) 2
I do not know my own name (if, indeed, I was ever given any) or my true age, for evidently I arrived in the
world a thing of chance, picked up from nowhere and dropped down again without thought—like a stone
carelessly tossed from one place to another by some passer-by, to no particular purpose. I do not know who my
father was or my mother. I was simply a thing abandoned, left behind, forgotten, marked by the same brown skin,
dark hair and eyes, the same flat nose and short build you see in hundreds of millions of others, among whom Fate
placed me, for a while, to live.
I went through a period of childhood, as every one does, but mine was in many respects unique. No one gave
me any affection, no one warmed or comforted me; my earliest memories are of hunger and cold and bitterness …
Yet I remember (not exactly, for I had little idea of time, but nevertheless there was such a day) a lean, tall,
wrinkled old man who stopped before me and, nodding his head, remarked,
“At your age you certainly should be in school, studying. Education—that’s what is important to a man.”
He spoke in a low voice which seemed full of tenderness, and his face was very serious. His advice impressed
me, and, forgetting my anguish and the raw cold, I earnestly set forth to seek an education.
Buildings stood here and there, some splendid as a palace, and others not quite so magnificent. It was the latter,
people told me, that were called “schools,” where one might get an education. I kept thinking all the time of what
the old man had told me, and finally, without waiting for an invitation, I stepped boldly into one of the schools …
“Get out! This isn’t the place for you!”
Everywhere it was the same. Later I tried all the buildings, from the richest structures to the humblest, but no
matter where I went, whether I was greeted by cruel faces or kind, that same sentence was repeated over and over
again:
“Get out!”
The words struck me like a lash, and, frightened, full of fear and pain, I lowered my head, cringing, trying hard
to think, while the echo of children’s laughter and merriment in the schools rang in my ears.
Was I, after all, I began to wonder, really a human being? The more I thought about it the more my doubts
increased. I tried to put the question aside, to avoid answering, but all the time there seemed to be some mocking
voice in my ears for ever asking,
“Is it really possible that you belong to the human race?”
Lonely, depressed, helpless, my very existence utterly ignored by the world, I at last sought refuge in the
ruined temple where I sheltered at night, determined to seek an explanation from the God who dwelt there.
“God is merciful, God knows all,” I thought. “He will solve this question for me.”
The curtain that once hung before Him had been torn aside; the image sat alone, bare, rotting, covered with
dust, with one arm missing. I knelt before Him and prayed.
“Almighty God, help me to understand, to fmd a solution to the riddle: Am I a human being?”
Silence. His dusty mouth did not move, his eyes gave no answering gleam of response …
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Eventually I reasoned things out for myself.
“How, indeed, is it possible for a thing like me to claim any relation to other men, who are obviously quite
different?” I thought. “Warmth, comfort, human feeling, the privileges of man—all these are denied me—and I
live on refuse, stuff that real people can not eat and throw away. It would be an insult to humanity if I were
considered a part of it! Certainly I don’t belong to the world of men …”
But if not a man, I thought, still I must have been put on earth for some end, and perhaps there was a use for
my body. Everything could be bought and sold; why not me? Putting a straw price-tag on my back I went to the
market, to offer myself for sale. I stood first at one place, then another, exhibited all angles of my head and body,
inviting buyers to bargain for the object. If anyone should actually buy me, and feed me the left-overs, I was
determined to be as faithful as a dog to his master.
I waited there in the market all day, shifting from one comer to another, but nobody made any proposals.
Wherever I went people only looked at me with jeering eyes. Only some small boys took any real notice of me,
and they were interested simply in making fun of the price-tag on my back. Hungry and tired, I crept back to the
temple, stopping on the way to pick up from the road a crust of dry black bread, hard and covered with dust,
which I swallowed without any hesitation. It occurred to me that if I could eat such things I must have the
stomach of a dog.
The ruined House of God was very still. There was nobody there but me, and I lay down heavily, disgusted at
my utter uselessness in the world. Whatever I was, it seemed clear that it was an article of no value to men. I wept
bitterly, but even tears, though a precious gift, brought no relief to an unclassified monster like me. Nevertheless, I
went on crying, for I had nothing else to do, and I had nothing to give myself, in fact, but these tears. I wept not
only in the temple, but going forth and standing before the doors of the rich I continued to weep there.
Outside the gate of a great house I hid myself, starved, half-frozen, crying, bitterly swallowing my own tears,
and then crying even louder to forget the pain in my stomach. A young fellow in foreign clothes passed close by
and went into the house, but did not seem to notice me at all, and then a middle-aged man followed him in, but he
too failed to see me. Along the street people moved to and fro, but none even glanced at me. Did I really exist?
Finally a towering fellow came out, and he saw me, beyond question, for drawing near he cursed and shouted,
“Get out! This isn’t the place for you to cry!” He began to kick me, as he would a dog.
My tears were at last exhausted, and pulling my limbs together I dragged them wearily back to the temple.
There I knelt once more before the battered God, this image my only friend, and again I prayed:
“Almighty God! Though it is apparent that I am not a man, Fate has put me here, and I must live in the world.
I’m a lost orphan. I don’t know my father or my mother, and yet I need some one. Adopt me then, Just and
Generous One, take me as Your son. I don’t belong to the human race at all, and I shall never know the love of
man.”
The God did not open His mouth. He did not reject me. At last I had a Father—the armless image, the Just and
Generous.
*
I had to go out every day to beg something to eat, and when I had filled my stomach with what I could pick up
I hurried back home with a new pleasure, for I felt somehow for the first time that I belonged in the world. I had a
Father—the God of the temple. It is true He never opened His mouth, and He offered me no word of comfort, but
He was always there, one Person who did not desert me …
Time winged swiftly along and I grew up. I remained convinced that I was not human, and repeatedly assured
myself that this explained my curious existence, but nevertheless I felt now and then the sensations of a man
inwardly moving me. I could not help longing for fresh food, clean clothes, and a warm, comfortable bed inside a
beautiful house.
“But these are the appetites of a man!”I told myself. “How can you dream of enjoying such privileges?”
Nevertheless, I continued to think about the enticing goods I saw displayed in the shop windows. And then,
yes, even women allured me, with their flashing smiles, their soft white legs, smooth as jade, but warm to the
touch, I imagined. Could you believe it! A thing like me—I wanted to touch them, to caress them. Always I put
down such wild desires, remembering, on going nearer, that I was but a thing of unknown origin.
But one day I saw, walking close to a pair of the softest, the shapeliest, the loveliest legs, a small white dog,
and considering this I thought, “You see! Not all the privileges belong only to men. We dogs also have our
rights!” Becoming suddenly brave, I rushed to embrace those legs. To my amazement somebody seized me,
tripped me, and threw me to the earth.
“Are you mad?” exclaimed the man, who kicked me fiercely.
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Returning to the temple I concluded sadly that I was even lower than a dog.
“Father, God, my Father,” I prayed, “make me into a real dog, a small white dog like that one, sharing the love
and comfort of men!”
*
Brown skin, black hair, flat nose, short stature—these, like many genuine men, I possessed. But I observed that
there are in this world people belonging to the human race and yet with white skin, yellow hair, a high nose, and
very tall.
These men, I noticed, strode boldly down the street, singing, shouting, laughing, as if they alone existed, and
indeed the others, walking at a distance, dared not pass near them. This was a discovery for me, that human beings
were divided, and above those I saw most there were others, higher still. I began to notice these especially
privileged ones more and more often. Among them were many who wore round white caps, white shirts bordered
with blue, and white trousers,\fn{ A note reads: Foreign sailors.} and they were always laughing and playing,
sometimes fighting, sometimes smashing bottles over the heads of the brown men, sometimes kissing women or
riding with them in rickshaws, the women sitting in their laps and dangling soft bare legs.
People all seemed to respect these men very highly, everybody got out of their way, and evidently they were
the noblest of mortals. I took care not to go near them, for my presence was certain to be offensive; but one
evening, when I sat resting beside a wall, rubbing my bloody, mud-covered feet, hungry as usual, and tired, some
people came suddenly before me. I looked up, and was terrified to see that it was some of this noblest class of
humanity. Too late! I could not escape, but dully sat waiting for what fate had in store for me. They yelled at me
to get out; they kicked me and called me a “dog.”
Dog? And nothing worse? When I went back to the temple that night I thanked God, my Father, that these lofty
beings considered me no lower than a dog. It gave me new hope. If I were recognized as no less than a dog, that
should entitle me at least to the rights of a dog, and once more I thought of that small white animal running beside
his mistress’s shapely body.
The very next time I saw a pair of entrancing legs moving gracefully down the street I rejoiced, and,
remembering that in the eyes of the white men I was now defInitely a dog, I at once exercised my rights. I leapt at
the legs, tightly embracing them, and forgetting everything else. Mingled shouts and screams came to my ears,
heavy blows landed on me, hundreds of pairs of hands pulled me from every side, but I neither felt nor heard
anything: I clung on joyously to that pair of twinkling legs.
When I opened my eyes again I was lying in a cold dark cell, and no human sound was to be heard. My whole
body ached and I could scarcely breathe …
God, the Father, the Just and Generous One, still sits dustily in his temple, but never, never again shall I pray to
that armless image!
1808

266.161 & 267.149 1. Playfully Written After Reading Honglou meng 2. The second stanza of Jinghua yuan 3.
Facing Chrysanthemums In Illness 4. On The Lake On A Summer Day, Remembering My Late Younger Sister
Lanxian, Whose Style aName Was Xiang’e 5. Listening To The Rain On A Winter Night 6. Sent To Elder Sister
Bushan 7. Going By Boat, An Evening Scene 8. Crossing The Yangzi River\fn{by Shen Shanbao aka Xiangpei (18081862)} Hangzhou, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 2
1
For no reason she refines the stones
And draws the obsessed ones into the realm of dreams.
All vie to envy the [inebriated] slumber under the dahlia petals in the spring breeze,
Who will pity the one sick in Xiaoxiang chamber in the autumn rain?
In an inextricable bond, she alone epitomizes a love for all time.
A loneliness hard to dispel with lines of tears.
I do not believe that all beauties suffer sad fates,
Such well-worn writings resort to readymade formulas.
2
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The filial girl travels far in search of her father;
She encounters much difficulty, even braves death.
A jade tablet appears listing girl heroes.
Reluctantly, she leaves in the company of beauties.
Versifying on a name, she has long admired the Black Tooth Country.
Singing praise of the imperial lady, together they ascend the blue clouds.
Tower in the dragon’s breath, city in the sea, there is reason in illusion—
Flowering ideas beautifully renewed,
My frustrations have all dissolved.
I envy these girls
Who have aspirations that can be fulfilled.
The orchid beauties of the ages express the exhilaration of striving.
The bamboo brush infuses my spirit.
3
Laking strength to redo my make-up—
Strems of tears of pain,
To straighten my hair I would have to trouble my mother,
Whose nurture—spring sunlight to young grass—I have yet to repay.
Taking care of this gaunt form saddens her.
*
Time races by:
The chrysanthemums by the east fence have yellowed again.
As I think back over my life, it’s all a blur.
Twelve balustrades lonely in autumn:
You’re the ones who bear up under frost and wind.
4
Once we chased idle gulls while boating on green waves,
Listening first to the songs of the water chestnut pickers,
And then to the songs of the lotus pickers,
The surface of the lake after rain like a newly polished mirror.
Mountains pressed into green coils,
Rushes spread like green silk.
*
The lofty rhymes of wind rolling through the pines lingering
Like a strummed lute.
Xiang’e is gone.
Everything before my eyes is she:
The willows like her eyebrows,
Her cheeks like new lotus.
5
Thwack and rustle of falling leaves against the window,
Cold pressing right up to the lamp.
Since I fell ill, I’ve been fed up with poetry,
Which, in this state, just further slackens my spirits.
*
Flock after flock of frost geese in flight—what’s the hurry?
Inexpressible sorrow?
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A spate of sparse rain, a spate of wind.
Do you know there’s someone wasting away in this little room?
6
There’s no way to smooth my brow.
Autumn is in my heart.
New geese fly up from an islet at dusk.
I’d give them a letter for you far away,
But it might be rough going.
*
The blind rolled up, the moon like a hook
Makes me gaze out
Longing for vast, endless waters.
I figure someone’s looking out in longing like this too
From a twelve-story tower.
7
Fishermen’s flares like two or three stars,
Misty water dark,
A line of geese flies up from a distant sandbar.
What does travailing to the ends of the sky have to do with me?
Or taking after drifting duckweed?
Where is that beautiful singing coming from?
Sounds of heartbreak.
I remember some fine verse about the Xiang River goddesses.
Then, too, by song’s end, there was no one around.
Dark peaks by the river.
8
Silver waves roll on and on,
But written words cannot release all the hot blood in my heart.
Was it not here,
At Jinshan ringing with wardrums,
That a rouged beauty performed deeds of valor?
Though Su Qin's seals of office will never hang from my waist,
Jiang Yan’s brush remains in my bag.
From olden times,
How many heroes have emerged from among the headdresses?
No words speak my despair.
*
I look toward the Northern Fastness,
Emerald-like in autumn mists;
Point to the Flickering Jade,
Where autumn brightness glares forth.
Grasping the rail I gaze and crane
(Just so, the spittoon was chipped).
A downpour of tears is smothered in the wanderer’s traveling robe:
Frost and snow spot my parents’ hair, now sparse.
I plead with the azure vault:
To what purpose was I born?
Life wears on.
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204.57 Excerpts from Petitions From Jiaobin Lu\fn{by Feng Guifen (1809-1874)} Wuxian, Jiangsu Province, China
(M) 2
Malpractices, though they may have been handed down from the ancients, I will condemn, and good practices,
even if they have originated from the barbarians, I will follow. I have read widely the books of Westerners, and
have noticed two things which should not be lightly dismissed just because they are Western practices.
The first concerns the country of Holland, where there are two institutes for the poor, one providing bed and
board, the other an education. Beggars in the streets are frequently taken into these institutes by government
officials. The old, the very young and the handicapped are kept in the boarding institute and provided for, while
those in their prime are sent to the education institute where tough and experienced teachers set up daily
assignments for them according to their abilities. Those who fail to finish their daily assignments are given a
severe reprimand, and are kept at their task until it is done. Citizens with disobedient children often threaten them
thus: I’ll kick you out and send you to the poorhouse! Whereupon the children reform their behaviour. This is why
in Holland there are no idle or hungry citizens.
The second concerns the country of Sweden, which boasts numerous small colleges. Those who do not enrol in
them are forced to do so. There is one punishment for those who do not study, and another for those who indulge
their sons and younger brothers by letting them shun study. This is why in Sweden there is no illiteracy.
Both these records are found in the American author Richard Way’s World Geography.\fn{Richard Quarterman Way
(1819-1895) American Presbyterian missionary} I have also asked my students to enquire of such things among the
Westerners, and so have learned of more details. Oh, what marvellous practices! Surely this is an illustration of
the saying: rites lost to the court are still practised in the wilderness.
According to the laws of our ancient dunasties Xia, Shang and Zhou, it was the duty of the clan to support its
stricken members, the duty of local communities to support each other’s needs, and the duty of the government to
provide relief to the poor. The word beggar in Chinese did not appear until after the Spring and Autumn
period.\fn{8th to 5th century BC} Under the reign of the Zhou kings, beggars were just nowhere to be found. In that
era, schools and colleges could be found in the most remote places; even villagers and women were well
educated. As that was the case, where would one find an uneducated person to punish? The countries of Holland
and Sweden have grasped the accidentals but not gone down to the fundamentals. However, in terms of the
present age, these people should count as those that know to strive for goodness.
*
According to the English book Complete World Geography the area of China is eight times that of Russia, ten
times that of the United States, a hundred times that of France, and two hundred times that of Britain (not
including her dominions). Such is the vast expanse of our land. Within the five continents, there is but one country
which is completely self-sufficient in all her needs and can function independently of other nations, and that is
China. … But now to our shame China is subjugated by these four countries. The reason is not that China’s
climate, soil or produce are poor compared to those of other countries, but that her people do not measure up. …
If the disparity is a result of natural endowment, we should be ashamed, but there would be nothing we could do;
but since the disparity is man-made, we should feel doubly shameful, and yet there is something which we can do.
If indeed we are shamed, the best thing is to strengthen ourselves.
When we say that Chinese people do not measure up, that is a fact. Envy will not change it; cover-ups are
impossible; stubbornness serves no purpose. In our times China’s traditional strengths have no role to play. The
true wisdom is in ascertaining exactly where the disparity lies.
Why are the four nations powerful despite their small size, while our country is weak though we are big? If we
look at the root causes, they are all man-made. Based on an observation of current situations, we can see that the
causes are several. In the suitable deployment of human talent we are behind the Westerners; in fully profiting
from natural resources we are behind the Westerners; in the elimination of barriers between the ruler and the ruled
we are behind the Westerners; and in ensuring that duties and titles should correspond we are also behind the
Westerners.
To solve these four problems we need only look to ourselves. As soon as His Majesty decides to revitalize our
government’s discipline, the situation can be reversed; we do not have to depend on foreigners to achieve this.
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In military matters, our gunboats and cannon fall short of Western standards of invincibility, and our men’s
courage falls short of the Western spirit of do-or-die. In terms of physique, however, our soldiers do not
necessarily fare worse. Since in this case the Western forces fulfil all three of the above conditions while ours just
one, it is natural that victory eludes us.
In the case of our northern forces, the soldiers indeed possess the do-or-die spirit, and with two conditions
fulfilled, we therefore sometimes achieve victory. In the case of the Cantonese forces, since their soldiers have the
same courageous spirit and half of their armoury is bought from various foreign countries (though this is not quite
adequate), they fulfil two and a half of the three conditions, and thus see victory half of the time. But even if we
had the best generals and the best soldiers who were fully equipped with weaponry purchased from our enemies,
and in addition were blessed by Heaven to win every battle, the fact would remain that Western forces can come
and invade us but we are not able to launch an attack on their countries. It would therefore have been impossible
for us, even in victory, to sweep across their homeland, and for that reason their threat to us would not cease.
As matters stand, however, we are not even sure of victory on the home front. There is a difference between
having all three conditions fulfilled and just fulfilling two and a half; it is far better to have all three and be on a
par with our adversaries. If that were the case, we would be able to draw on well entrenched defences and strike
back at the travel-weary enemy. Moreover, we would have the means to chase after them, while they would have
to take into consideration the possibility of a revenge attack. In that sense we would be more than on a par with
them. This is the way to ensure that we will win all our battles.
Just as we can rely on ourselves in strengthening our people, so we can also depend on ourselves in attaining
two of the three military conditions for victory; there is no need to look to the foreigners there. Only in the matter
of gunboats and cannon are we dependent on them. Mr. Wei Yuan opined that to control the foreigners we should
“use one foreign nation to fight another and gather information about one foreign nation from another”.\fn{ Wei
Yuan states in the preface to An Illustrated World Geography that this was the guiding principle for his compilation of the book. The idiom
“to use one foreign nation to fight another” originated in the Han Dynasty, which saw increasing dealings with different nations and races
west of the Chinese frontier} How are we to achieve this feat of turning closely related countries against each other

when we do not even know their tongues and languages, and are unfamiliar with their diplomatic practices?
It simply cannot be done. Besides, Mr. Wei is applying the historical situation of the Warring States in his
assessment of foreign nations without realizing that these cases are not at all comparable. Given the amount of
Western books and newspapers Mr. Wei has read, he should have known better. His mistake originates from the
fact that he considers himself a follower of the Strategists of the Warring States period.\fn{ 5th-3rd century BC} In my
opinion, if we do not strengthen ourselves but merely depend on trickery to deal with the foreigners, we would be
courting defeat. Mr. Wei’s other saying is much more to the point: we should “learn from the foreigners strengths
in order to control them”.
1811

208.148 The Confession of Hung Jen-cheng\fn{by Hung Jen-cheng (1811-1864)} Kuan-lu-pu, Hua hsien, Kwangtung
Province, China (M) -1
I am a native of Kuan-lu-pu, Hua-hsien, in Kwangtung Province, and am fifty-three years of age, being one
year older than the old T’ien Wang, who is my cousin.
My occupation was originally that of a herd-boy. When I became a God Worshipper, our house was burnt by a
man named Sung. I then accompanied the T’ien Wang to Kwangsi, and from there on to T’ien-ching,\fn{ Nanking}
where I received an appointment as royal kinsman to hold the capital of Hupeh, together with Wei Shih-erh.
I lived at Wu-ch’ing five years, but the command of the troops was in the hands of Wei Shih-erh. On the fall of
Wu-ch’ang I was placed in confinement, but owing to the protest of Shih Ta-k’ai that I was not to blame, was
fortunately set free.
Then, considering that I was his\fn{The T’ien Wang’s} cousin, I was finally created the Hsü Wang. I was
merely in charge of the clothing of the T’ien Wang, and superintendent of the culinary department. On military
matters the Kan Wang will be able to furnish information, but I know nothing about them.
The above is true.
39.21 A Family Letter\fn{by Tsêng Kuo-fan (1811-1872); the letter is dated 1861} Hsiang-hsiang, Hunan Province, China
(M) 7
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Brother Ch’eng and others,
On former occasions when I sent family letters, they took thirty-five days to reach you. On the last occasion, a
special messenger has not reached you, even after forty days. The rebels being just now round about Lop’ing\fn{In Kiangsi Province.} and Jao-chou,\fn{In Anhui Province.} I fancy that a circuitous route has been taken.
After the recapture of Hsiu-ning on the 12th inst., Tso’s\fn{A note reads: Tso Tsung-t’ang, one of the greatest generals of
modern times—in any country.} army was divided into eight columns, and a small defeat was suffered at Chia-Iu,
forcing a retreat upon Ching-chen. Luckily, however, the rebels did not follow up their attack, and Tso obtained a
few days' grace for reorganization, the result being that the moral of the men was not greatly weakened.
Just now, Tso's troops are advancing upon Lo-p’ing and P’o-yang. Pao’s\fn{ A note reads: Pao Ch’ao, who rose to the
Commander-in-chief in Hunan.} troops, because of the critical state of Fu-chou and Chien-ch’ang, were to have been
sent to Kiangsi, first of all to secure the general situation, and then to relieve the two cities in question; but
recently both P’o-yang and Ying-chen have been considered to be in such danger that Pao’s troops have been
temporarily held back and were not allowed to leave hurriedly for Kiangsi. As for Hu,\fn{ A note reads: Hu Lin-i,
another general who greatly distinguished himself against the T’ai P’ings.} I fear that the dogs of rebels have come down from
Huang-chou\fn{In Hupeh Province.} to attack An-ch’ing, and brother Yuan’s troops have been sent to join Pao’s
troops in bringing aid to the north bank. On the various ranges in the neighborhood of Ch'i-men,\fn{ In Anhui
Province.} the rebels managed, on the 23 rd inst. to capture two positions, so that for several months past there has
not been much leisure for supporting operations. Dangers have frequently broken out; the foreign devils have
been giving trouble in all directions, and there is even talk of their threatening Ch’i-men. Thus, it seems to me that
the present year will be full of difficulties for us to deal with.
Well, ever since the winter of the 3 rd year of Hsien Feng\fn{I.e., the Emperor of that name; or, since 1853.} I have
devoted my body to my country’s service, and I am willing to die stretched on the battlefield, but not willing to
die beside the window.\fn{A note reads: That is, “in my bed.” The allusion is to a visit by Confucius to a disciple who was dying. The
Master went to the sick man’s house, and grasped his hand through a window, beside which the patient’s bed had been placed } Such was
my original ambition, and of late years, during my career in the army, I have, acted always to the best of my
ability and to the limit of my strength. I have nothing to be ashamed of, and I shall close my eyes without regret.
It remains for the various members of my family, brothers and their sons and their nephews, to bear in mind
the eight words of their grandfather:
“Examine, value, early, sweep, books, vegetables, fish, pork.”\fn{ A note reads: Such is the literal meaning of the
Chinese characters employed; their application may perhaps be elucidated by some surviving descendant of the great Viceroy.}

Also, with due reverence, bear in mind the three “Don’t believes” of the same grandfather:
Don’t believe in genii of mountain, river, or tree!
Don’t believe in doctors and their drugs!
Don’t believe in priests of any faith!
In my own diary there are eight other fundamental principles:
In your studies, make teaching your aim.
In verse or prose, make rhythm your aim.
In serving parents, make their happiness your aim.
In matters of health, make equanimity your aim.
In your career, make restraint of language your aim.
In home life, make getting up in good time your aim.
In official life, make honesty your aim.
In military life, make care for the people your aim.
These eight principles have all been carefully tested by me and found to be suitable for application. My brother, you too should teach your sons and nephews to bear them in mind. For no matter whether the times may be
at peace or in rebellion, your family rich or poor, if you can adhere to the eight words of your grandfather and to
the eight fundamental principles which I have laid down, you cannot possibly fail to be a man of the highest order.
Whenever I write a letter home, it is my duty to impress these points upon you, and also because of the risks of
military life, in anticipation of any thing that may happen.
Personally, I am in good health; and although the men’s pay is four months in arrear, their moral has not
seriously weakened. I think we can hold out, but it is impossible to say. The family must not give way to .anxiety.
Dated 11th year of Hsien Feng
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284.6 Excerpt from Tso Wen-hsiang-kung Tsou-kuo: “Plan for the Foochow Shipyard” [Not the title of the work from
which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{Tso Tsung-t’ang (1812-1885)}
Hsiang-yin, Hunan Province, China (M) 1
The great advantage of southeast China lies on the water and not on land. From Kwangtung and Fukien, to
Chekiang, Kiangnan, Shantung, Chihli, and Shenking around to the Northwest, the three sides of China are surrounded by vast seas. …
In time of peace, we could use ships for grain transport; then a thousand li would be as if at one’s threshold; if
we used them for trade, then hundreds of commodities would be gathered in the markets. …
When some incident occurs, steamships could be used for mobilization and then the forces of the hundred
clans of Kwangtung could be concentrated into the three states of Korea. …
Since warfare has opened up on the sea, the steam warships of various European countries have come directly
to Tientsin. Our national defense line has actually become fictitious. Their ships sail as rapidly as a shooting star
or a whirlwind and we have no way to stop them.
Since foreign ships were permitted to carry away northern goods to be sold in the various ports, the prices of
commodities in North China have been exorbitantly high. The great merchants of Kiangsu and Chekiang, who
used to make sea transportation their profession … cannot reduce their prices to compete with the foreign
merchants.
Hitherto, ministers within and without the capital have repeatedly discussed the purchase of steamships instead
of building them, but no one has yet presumed to discuss the establishment of a plant to build them. The reasons
are, first, the difficulty of selecting a place for the shipyard; second, the difficulty of finding and buying steamship
machinery; third, the difficulty of engaging head mechanics; fourth, the difficulty of raising and accumulating a
huge amount of funds; fifth, the difficulty that the Chinese are unaccustomed to navigation and that after the
completion of the ships we would still have to engage foreigners; sixth, the difficulties of the numerous
requirements of expenditures for coal, salaries, and wages after the ships have been completed, all of which would
have to be paid every month, in addition to which from time to time the ships would have to be repaired.
Seventh, in this unusual enterprise it is easy for slander and criticism to arise; one person initiates the plan,
another carries it out, while a third is a mere bystander; and if the enterprise fails near its completion, then both
public and private loss will result.
With these several difficulties, it is no wonder that there is no man who cares to take the responsibility.
Your minister humbly believes that if we desire to prevent harm from the sea and, at the same time, to receive
its advantages, we must reorganize our navy; if we wish to reorganize our navy, we must establish a plant, to
supervise and build steamships. The Europeans are skilful but we Chinese do not have to be content with our
stupidity … it is not impossible to get the machines.
As to the difficulty of engaging foreign head mechanics, we may first lay down the requirements in the
contract and fix their salaries, and after they arrive at the machine shops, the office will select from the interior
young and bright craftsmen in various lines, to learn from and practise with them. Those who have brilliant talent
and clever ideas, regardless of whether they are officials, gentry, scholars or ordinary people, should all alike go to
the plant for study and practice.
It is estimated that the building of the shipyard, the buying of machinery, and the recruiting of head mechanics
must cost more than three hundred thousand taels; and that the starting of the work and gathering of materials,
together with the payment of salaries to the Chinese and foreign mechanics, will require approximately fifty or
sixty thousand taels each month. Figuring for a year, it will require a cost of more than six hundred thousand taels.
…
We are concerned lest after the completion of the ships we have no qualified captains to watch the compass,
control the helm, and the like, for all of which we shall have to hire foreigners. To obviate this difficulty, it should
be distinctly indicated when the contract is first made that the teaching of shipbuilding will at the same time
include navigation. As soon as a ship is finished, some Chinese will immediately be ordered to accompany the
foreign mechanics to sea and sail to all the seaports. Regardless of whether they are soldiers, officers, or people in
other fields, if any one of them has learned his job thoroughly and is able to become a captain, he will immedi ately be granted a military rank.
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In an unusual enterprise, it is easy to incur slander or criticism. At the beginning people will worry about the
lack of accomplishment; then they will criticize the expenditure as being too much, and will probably also say
sarcastically that we have lost our national dignity. All this is imaginable. And probably will happen. …
In the East, it was Japan that first bought a steamship, and then took it apart for examination and imitation. But
they have not yet had any success. Recently Japan sent people to England to learn her language and study her
mathematics as the basis for building steamships.
Within a few years the steamships of the Eastern foreigners are certain to be successful. Only China, owing to
the widespread fighting in recent years, has not yet had leisure to discuss this matter. …
Both Japan and China see the potential advantages on the high seas; Japan has something to rely upon and we
alone have nothing. It is like crossing a river where others are rowing a boat while we are making a raft. It is like
racing when others are riding on a steed while we are riding on a donkey.
How is this possible? All of us are human beings, whose intelligence and wisdom are, by nature, similar; but in
practice we cannot help being different. Chinese wisdom is spent on abstract things; the foreigners’ intelligence is
concentrated upon concrete things. Chinese take the principles of the classics as the foundation, and mechanical
matters as the practical details; foreigners consider mechanical matters important, principles unimportant. Each of
the two believes what it thinks right and neither can understand the other, .
When the steamships are completed, the administration of grain transport will be prosperous, the military
administration will be improved, the merchants’ distress will be relieved and the customs duties will be greatly
increased. The temporary cost will produce profit for several generations.
As for Chinese imitation of foreign ship construction, some people will probably think that we have lost our
national prestige. This is still more wrong.\fn{ Tso here describes China’s imitation of Western cannon in the seventeenth
century}
Recently we have also been able to manufacture foreign guns, cannon and other weapons, whose foreign style
China is imitating. If cannon can be imitated, why can ships alone not be imitated?
How can this be considered a loss of our national prestige? …
1814

208.138 1. An Exhortation On The Origin Of Virtue For The Awakening Of the Age 2. An Exhortation On The
Origin Of Virtue For The Enlightening Of The Age 3. Edicts Issued By Hung Hsiu-ch’üan Between January, 1851
And March, 1853\fn{by Hung Hsiu-ch’üan (1814-1864} Fuyuanfui Village, Hua hsien, Kwangtung Province, China
(M) 11
1
From of old, when blessings are great, then is liberal-mindedness extensive; and when liberal-mindedness is
extensive, then are there great men. When blessings are few, then is liberal-mindedness limited; and when liberalmindedness is limited, then are there small men. Thus we see that Mount T’ai\fn{ A mountain in Shantung Province, one
of the highest in China} does not reject clods of earth, and so it has been able to attain its height; rivers and seas do
not overlook the small streams, and so they have been able to attain their depths. Monarchs who do not disregard
the common people are therefore able to complete their virtue.
All this is the work of liberal-mindedness. However, at the present day it is difficult to say [this]. The ways of
the world are perverse and wicked, while the minds of men are intolerant and shallow, their loves and hates being
all derived from selfishness. Hence, there are cases where this country dislikes that country, and that country
dislikes this country. There are even cases within one country where this province, this prefecture, or this district
dislikes that province, that prefecture, or that district; and that province, that prefecture, or that district dislikes
this province, this prefecture, or this district. There are even cases within one province, prefecture, or district
where this village, this hamlet, or this clan dislikes that village, that hamlet, or that clan; and that village, that
hamlet, or that clan dislikes this village, this hamlet, or this clan.
The ways of the world and the minds of man having come to this, how can they do otherwise than to oppress
one another, to seize one another, to fight one another and to kill one another, and thus perish altogether. This
arises from no other cause than that their views are limited and liberal-mindedness is limited. Those of this
country dislike those of that country, and those of that country dislike those of this country; this is because their
views are confined to one individual country, and they are ignorant of everything beyond their own country.
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Hence, they love those of their own country and dislike those of other countries. Those of this province, this
prefecture, or this district dislike those of that province, that prefecture, or that district; and when those of that
province, that prefecture, or that district dislike those of this province, this prefecture, or this district, it is because
their views are confined to one particular province, prefecture, or district, and they are ignorant of everything
beyond that province, prefecture, or district.
Hence it is that they love those of the same province, the same prefecture, and the same district, and dislike
those of other provinces, other prefectures, and other districts. When those of this village, this hamlet, or this clan
dislike those of that village, that hamlet, or that clan, and when those of that village, that hamlet, or that clan
dislike those of this village, this hamlet, or this clan, it is because their views are confined to one particular
village, hamlet, or clan, and they are ignorant of everything beyond their own village, hamlet, or clan. Therefore,
they love those of their own village, hamlet, or clan, and dislike those of other villages, other hamlets, and other
clans. The loves and hates of the world being such, why shouldn’t their views be narrow and their tolerance
limited?
Recall the times of T’ang and Yü and of the Three Dynasties; in that world those who had and those who had
not were mutually compassionate, and in calamity they aided one another; doors were not barred, on the road no
one picked up lost articles, men and women walked on different paths, and those selected\fn{ For office} were of
supreme virtue. Yao and Shun deplored their inability to provide abundantly; they made no distinction between
this land and that land. Yü and Chi were anxious for the calamity-stricken; they made no distinction between this
people and that people. T’ang and Wu attacked the violent and eliminated the cruel; they made no distinction
between this country and that country. Confucius and Mencius wore out their carriages and tired their
horses;\fn{In traveling about to teach the people} they made no distinction between this state and that state.
It was because all these illustrious ones saw that the mortal earth, when spoken of in its parts, comprised ten
thousand kingdoms, but when spoken of collectively, constituted one family. The Great God is the universal
Father of the whole mortal world. China, which is near to us, is governed and regulated by the Great God; in
foreign nations, which are far away, it is also thus. Again, foreign nations, though far removed, are cared for and
protected by the Great God; and in China, which is near, it is also thus. In the world there are many men and they
are all brothers; in the world there are many women and they are all sisters. Why then retain prejudices for this
territory against that region? Why then entertain thoughts of your swallowing up me or my overwhelming you?
Thus Confucius said,
“When the Grand Course was pursued, a public and common spirit ruled all under the sky; they chose men of
talents, virtue, and ability; their words were sincere, and what they cultivated was harmony. Thus men did not
love their parents only, nor treat as children only their own sons. A competent provision was secured for the aged
till their death, employment for the able-bodied, and the means of growing up to the young. They showed
kindness and compassion to widows, orphans, childless men, and those who were disabled by disease, so that they
were all sufficiently maintained. Males had their proper work, and females had their homes. [They accumulated]
articles of value, disliking that they should be thrown away upon the ground but not wishing to keep them for
their own gratification. [They labored] with their strength, disliking that it should not be exerted but not exerting it
[only] with a view to their own advantage. In this way [selfish] schemings were repressed and found no
development. Robbers, filchers, and rebellious traitors did not show themselves, and hence the outer doors
remained open, and were not shut. This was [the period of] what we call the Grand Union.”
How could such a state be expected today! Nevertheless, when disorder reaches its extreme, then there is order,
and when darkness reaches its extreme, then there is light; this is the Way of Heaven.
Now, night has fled and the sun has risen! We only wish that all our brothers and sisters on earth would rush
from the demon’s treacherous gate and follow God’s true Way, constantly in awe of Heaven’s majesty, and
earnestly complying with Heaven’s injunctions; and that they would one and all improve themselves and improve
the world, that they might one and all correct themselves and correct others, that they might one and all make
themselves as pillars in the midst of the stream, and that they might one and all restore control over the wild
waves. Presently we shall see the world united as one family, enjoying universal tranquillity. How can it be that
this perverse and unfeeling world cannot in a day be transformed into an honest and upright world? How can it be
that this insulting and encroaching, fighting and killing age cannot in a day be changed into a world where the
strong no more oppress the weak, the many overwhelm the few, the wise delude the simple, or the bold annoy the
fearful? In the Book of Changes it is said,
“Fellowship with men in the open. Success.”
“Fellowship with men in the clan. Humiliation.”
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Moreover, when Iiberal-mindedness is great, happiness is great, and men likewise become great; when liberalmindedness is limited, happiness is limited, and men likewise become limited. All you who have blood and
breath, how can you disrupt the harmony of heaven and earth, thereby exposing yourselves to ridicule like frogs at
the bottom of wells! The poem says:
God has from the beginning of time been our Father,
He is the source of the fountain and the root of the plant; earnestly seek the truth.
When liberal-mindedness is extensive, foreign countries become as one’s native country;
When the heart is kindly, the man of heaven is no more than the man of earth.67
When brutes injure each other, it is still improper,
But when neighbors slay one another, it is far more inhumane.
Heaven produces and Heaven nourishes; harmony is to be honored;
Let each of us, one and all, be at peace; let us enjoy tranquillity.

2
Under heaven all are of one family, and in the world all are brothers. Why is this? Speaking from the point of
view of man’s physical being, each has his father and mother, his family and given names. Therefore, though
there is a distinction between this territory and that region, the ten thousand families are all derived from one
family, and the one family is derived from one ancestor; their origins are by no means dissimilar. Again, speaking
from the point of view of man’s soul, what gives the individual soul birth and from what does it originate? All
depend upon the one original breath of the Great God for birth and creation; that is to say that one source scatters
into myriad phenomena, and the myriad phenomena all go back to the one source. K’ung-chi said,
“What Heaven has conferred is called the Nature.” The Book of Odes says,
“Heaven gave birth to the multitude of people.” The Book of History says,
“Heaven sent down common people.”\fn{ The exact quotation cannot be found in the Book of History; apparently it follows a
misquotation first made by Mencius}
Brilliant are these records; indeed they are not mistaken. Thus the sages considered all under heaven as one
family, and constantly cherished the feeling that all people are brothers, while they couldn’t bear for one day to
forget the world.
In recent times, however, there has been the heresy that the devil of Hades determines life and death. But this
devil of Hades is none other than the old serpent devil, who is most mischievous and often transforms himself in
order to deceive and entrap the souls of mortal man. It is he whom all our brothers and sisters throughout the
world should exert themselves to destroy as soon as possible. But the men of this world instead stretch forth their
necks towards him. Why do they thus forfeit the joys of heaven, and covet the miseries of hell? In speaking of the
way, there are true standards. Generally speaking, that which is applicable to modern times and not applicable to
antiquity, and that which is applicable to the near and not applicable to the far, is the false way, the evil way, and
the small way.
According to the heretics’ wild statements, the devil of Hades determines the period of life and death; but we
ask, do any of the Chinese classics and histories ever mention this? The answer is no. Do the foreigners’ sacred
scriptures ever record this? The answer is no. If not, why then did it arise? The perverse disciples of Buddhism
and Taoism appeared, and having fallen into the paths of error, coveted wealth and deluded the people with
incomprehensible matters in order to sell their own tricks, and induced the people to pray for blessings and adopt
rites and ceremonies in order to fatten their own purses. Moreover, the devil having entered into their minds, they
invented innumerable wild and heretical beliefs to deceive and destroy their fellow men.
For instance, during the time of Cheng of Ch’in,\fn{ The founder of the Ch’in Dynasty (221-206BC)} some deceivers
falsely asserted that in the Eastern Sea there were three fairy hills. Cheng of Ch’in thereupon sent some people out
on the sea to search for them. This is the origin of all heresies regarding fairies and immortals in later ages.
Investigating its origin, we find that only Cheng of Ch’in was deceived by this tale, which was, so to speak, but an
error of a hair’s breadth; but people of later generations repeatedly imitated him thereafter, eventually becoming
obstinately, firmly, and hopelessly entangled, which is, so to speak, an error of a thousand li.
As an additional example, during the time of Wu-ti of Han,\fn{ 156-87BC} some deceivers falsely asserted that if
one sacrificed to the kitchen god one could transmute red cinnabar into yellow gold. Wu-ti of Han believed them
and sacrificed accordingly, in consequence of which from the states of Yen and Ch’i many strange heretics came
and spoke of fairies, immortals, and strange things.
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By way of further example, in recent times there have been heretics who falsely declared that the dragon devil
of the Eastern Sea can produce rain; however, this dragon devil of the Eastern Sea is nothing more than a
transformation of the devil of Hades. That rain comes down from the heavens is witnessed by all. Mencius said,
“Then the clouds collect densely in the heavens, they send down torrents of rain, and the grain erects itself, as
if by a shoot.” The Odes of Chou say,
“The heavens overhead are one arch of clouds, snowing in multitudinous flakes, there is superadded the
drizzling rain. When [the land] has received the moistening, soaking influence abundantly, it produces all our
kinds of grain.”
Again, referring to the foreigners’ Old Testament, we find that in the days of Noah, the Great God, because of
the magnitude of mortal man’s disobedience, sent down torrents of rain for forty days and forty nights, the vast
waters flowing everywhere, drowning the men of the world.
Every one of these statements can be established indisputably; moreover, every observer has witnessed the fact
that rain falls from the heavens. And yet among the men of this world there are still many who believe wild fables
and unfounded heresies.
Now in respect to this simple matter of rain, since there are many mortals whose consciences have been
obliterated to such a degree as to disregard Heaven’s favors, there is no use in talking of other matters. As in
recent times, the perverse Buddhist monks falsely propagated fantastic stories concerning this devil of Hades, and,
moreover, the strange book called the Yü-li-chi is palmed off upon the world. Those of this world who read books
mechanically are often deceived by their statements, never considering that the determination of the period of life
and death is no trifling matter. Since this is no trifling matter, it is to be expected that the various early sages of
China and of foreign countries would have discussed these problems and written texts to be handed down to
subsequent generations.
But now I have thoroughly examined the discourses which both Chinese and foreign sages have written into
books and handed down, and they only state that Heaven produces and Heaven sends down, and that the Great
God produces, nourishes, and protects mankind; but they never mention the demon of Hades. They only state that
life and death are determined by fate, which is in turn determined by the Great God alone, and is not in the least
concerned with the demon of Hades. They merely state that the Great God will judge all men and secretly protect
the people below, while he presides over all in his majesty, but not one word about the demon of Hades.
However, those who read books mechanically and do not believe in the acknowledged classics and canons,
ancient and modern, far and near, but believe in heretics’ unfounded and unprincipled, strange books—how
grossly deceived are they! This has no other cause than the common feelings of fondness for life and fear of
death, of seeking good fortune and dreading misfortune. Thus it is certainly easy to enter the minds of men, and
by means of common sentiments to capture their minds.
Thus once evil doctrines are spread, the masses of the world, herd-like, believe in and follow them. Having
believed in and followed them for long, their perceptions become adjusted to them; when their perceptions
become adjusted, their adherence becomes profound; when their adherence is profound, they find it difficult to
detect any flaw; finding it difficult to detect any flaw, it becomes difficult for them to escape their confines. And
although the Great God has repeatedly caused wise and intelligent sages to appear among them, yet there are none
that can avoid being carried away with the current. This is why in recent times there are so many who are blindly
ignorant of the Great God, or who are rebelliously fearless of the Great God; they have been caught up in the
treacherous snare of the serpent devil, the demon of Hades, and are falling into hell to sink and perish, without
realizing it themselves.
Lamentable it is, for if men of later generations wish to learn of the Way of Heaven, earth, and man, where can
they go to seek it? So excessively fond of the strange are men that they do not seek their origins nor inquire after
their results, but they want only to hear of the strange.
I believe that although there is a great multitude of people in this mortal world, one and all are created and
given life by the Great God, and given birth by the Great God; their growth also depends on the Great God; for
every article of clothing and every morsel of food they must depend upon the Great God, for the Great God is the
universal Father of this mortal world. Life and death, happiness and misery, are all determined by him; the articles
of apparel and sustenance are all of his making. When I look up to heaven, I perceive that the sun and moon, the
stars and planets, the thunder and rain, the wind and clouds, are all the wonders of the Great God. When I survey
the earth, I perceive that the hills and plains, the rivers and marshes, the birds and fishes, the beasts and plants, are
all due to the efficacy of the Great God. All are plainly discernible, all are clearly and easily understandable. This
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being so, he is the true Spirit; this being so, every man throughout the world ought to worship every morning and
pray every evening.
Those who are obstinate might say it is true that the Great God ought to be worshipped, yet there surely must
be assistants who aid the Great God in protecting mankind, just as a sovereign in ruling a country has officials to
aid him in the government. Such people do not know that the sovereign’s officials are all personally appointed and
transferred by him so they can aid the sovereign in governmental affairs. But with respect to the wooden, stone,
molded clay, and painted paper images which the men of this world set up, I beg to inquire of you whether the
Great God willed that these be set up? Certainly not. These are all monstrosities which men, whose minds have
been deluded by the demon, have according to their own stupid views and foolish ideas manufactured by their
own hands. Moreover, when the Great God during the first six days made heaven and earth, mountains and seas,
men and things, he also created thousands and myriads of angels in heaven above to be at his service. What need
is there for those monstrosities invented by mortals? Moreover, they are created in utter disobedience to the Great
God.
By referring to the Old Testament we learn that in early ages the Great God descended on Mount Sinai and in
his own hand he wrote the Ten Commandments on tablets of stone, which he gave to Moses. The Great God
commanded Moses, saying,
“I am the Supreme Lord, the Great God; you men of the world must on no account set up images resembling
anything in heaven above or on earth below, and bow down and worship them.”
Now you people of the world who set up images and bow down and worship them are in absolute defiance of
the Great God’s expressed will. You men of the world on the other hand say these Images are meant to assist the
Great God in protecting mankind. How extremely foolish you are to let your minds be so deceived by the demon!
Do you not know that when the Great God in the first six days created heaven and earth, mountains and seas, men
and things, he did not require the assistance of anyone? Then why should he need anyone’s assistance today in
protecting mankind?
Moreover, I would ask you, if the Great God at the beginning had only created heaven and not created earth,
ould you have any place to stand, and would you even have fields to cultivate? The answer is no.
Again I would ask you, now graced by the Great God’s favor in creating heaven and earth, if the Great God
had not created upon the earth the mulberry, the hemp, the rice, the wheat, the millet, and the pulse, together with
the grasses, the trees, water and fire, gold and iron, and other things; or if he had not created the fishes and prawns
of the seas, the flying birds of the skies, the wild beasts of the mountains, the domestic animals of the home, and
other things, what would your bodies have to wear, your mouths to eat, what would you have to cook for breakfast
and supper, and what implements would you have for your use? The answer is none.
Again I ask you, now, graced by the Great God’s favor in providing these ten thousand things in abundance,
suppose that for a year the Great God should not put forth the sun to shine upon you mortals, or that for one year
he should not send down the rain to moisten you, or that for one year he should not send forth the thunder to drive
out the devils for you, or that for one year he should not cause the wind to blow and scatter the noxious vapors
from around you; could you men of the world reap your crops and enjoy peace? The answer is no.
Again I ask you, now, graced by the Great God’s favor in providing crops and peace, if the Great God were of
a sudden to become angry with you and stop your breath and take away your life, could your mouth still speak,
your eyes still see, your ears still hear, your hands still grasp, your feet still move, or your mind still plan? The
answer is most definitely no.
Again I ask you whether all the inhabitants of the world could for one hour or one minute exist without
receiving the favor of the Great God? The answer is most definitely no.
In view of the fact that the inhabitants of the world could not exist for one hour or one moment without
receiving the favor of the Great God, it is clearly evident that the Great God protects all men. While it is clearly
evident that the Great God protects all men, you mortals still set up your idols, and go and pray to them for
protection, for food and for clothing, saying,
“Our Buddha is responsive.”
Now it is very clear that all your blessings come from the grace and favor of the Great God, while you
erroneously suppose that they come from the favor of some demon. Needless to say, when such demons dare to
claim for themselves the merit due to Heaven’s favor, they ought to be eradicated and exterminated; but when you
mortals lose your consciences completely and outrage Heaven’s favor, you, in rebelling against Heaven, are as
guilty as the demons.
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How stupid! Alas, while it is very evident that there exists a true Spirit, most honorable and most exalted, the
universal and Heavenly Father of all men throughout the world, who ought to be worshipped and adored every
morning and evening, you do not worship Him, but on the contrary worship only the demon who deceives,
entangles, and captures the souls of men! How stupid is this! It is very evident that there exists a true Spirit who is
most responsive and most manifest, the universal and Heavenly Father of all men throughout the world, who says,
“Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you.”
He it is whom you ought morning and evening to worship and adore; however, you do not worship Him, but
on the contrary worship a variety of unknowing and senseless wooden, stone, molded clay, and painted paper
images, stupid objects “which have mouths but speak not, noses but smell not, ears but hear not, hands but handle
not, and feet but walk not”; is this not even more stupid?
However, the impurity of a stream is due to the impurity of the fountain; the errors of subsequent ages are due
to the carelessness of previous generations. Throughout the whole world there is not an individual who for an
hour or a minute does not receive the Great God’s grace and favor. Why is it that in the present day there are so
few who know and acknowledge the Great God’s favor and grace, and from where does the misfortune originate?
On examining China’s historical records, we find that from the time of P’an Ku\fn{ In Chinese legend, the first living
being and creator of all things} down to the Three Dynasties\fn{The Xia, Shang and Zhou Dynasties (2100-1800BC, 17661027BC, and 1122-256BC, respectively)} both sovereigns and subjects together honored and worshipped the Great God.
Things began to grow worse during the time of Shao-hao,\fn{ Emperor of China, 2600BC} when the Chiu-li\fn{Nobles
in the time of Shao-hao } first believed in corrupt demons and extended the mischief to the San-miao,\fn{ An ancient
tribal state in present-day Hunan Province } who imitated it and carried it further. In the time of the Three Dynasties, there
was quite a mixture of corrupt demons, and men were even employed to represent the ghosts of the departed;
however, during that time, both sovereign and subjects together honored and worshipped the Great God as before.
When Cheng of Ch’in arose, he first introduced the calamitous belief in spirits, immortals, and strange things;
he worshipped Shun of Yü, sacrificed to Yü the Great, and in the extremity of his mad perverseness sent men out
onto the seas to search for the genii. The Great God is only one; besides him there is none other; Wen of Han,
however, thought that there were five, and erred most excessively. When he was old, Wu of Han nonetheless
regretted this, saying,
“Formerly I thought that there were such things as spirits and immortals; now I know all this was empty and
untrue.”
Yet, as he had at first sacrificed to the kitchen god, worshipped the T’ai-i,\fn{The Great Monad, from which all things
sprang}and sent conjurers to seek for spirits and immortals, he belongs to the same class as Cheng of Ch’in.
Besides these, Hsüan of Han\fn{Reigned 73-49BC) sacrificed to Empress Earth and sent men to seek for the golden
horse and the jasper cock. Ming of Han\fn{ Reigned 58-75AD} honored the shamans and sent men into India to seek
the Buddhist canon. Huan of Han\fn{ Reigned 147-167AD} sacrificed to Lao-tan;\fn{The founder of the Taoist school of
philosophy} Wu of Liang\fn{Reigned 502-549AD} three times dedicated himself to Buddha; Hsien of T’ang\fn{ Reigned
806-820AD} went out to welcome one of Buddha’s bones; and when Hui of Sung\fn{ Reigned 1100-1125AD} appeared,
he changed the appellation of the Great God to the Great Jade Emperor, God of the Golden Palace of the
Luminous Heaven.
Now, to say that he dwelt in the golden palace of the luminous heaven was not so much amiss; but to call him
the Great Jade Emperor is indeed the worst kind of blasphemy against the Great God. The Great God being the
universal Father of all creatures under heaven, how can man change his venerable name? It was only proper that
Hui of Sung was taken by the Chin, and, together with his son Ch’in, died in the northern desert.
In summary, the Chiu-li and Cheng of Ch’in were the prime offenders from the first, and Wen, Wu, Hsün,
Ming and Huan of Han, Wu of Liang, and Hsien of T’ang successively followed in their footsteps and imitated
their example; Hui of Sung proceeded still further and changed the Great God’s venerable name. It is not to be
wondered at, therefore, that from the time of Hui of Sung down to the present day, a period of six or seven
hundred years, many in the world should have been so exceedingly ignorant of the Great God, and so arrogantly
fearless of the Great God.
Alas! In this world man is the most noble; of the ten thousand things man is the most intelligent. Why is man
the most noble? Why is man the most intelligent? Because man is the child of the Great God. Is he not noble? Is
he not intelligent? All the images of wood and stone, molded clay, and painted paper are mere things. Man is more
noble than things, and more intelligent than things. Why then do men not regard themselves as noble, instead of
regarding mere things as noble? Why do men not regard themselves as intelligent, instead of regarding mere
things as intelligent?
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During the last thousand or hundred years, there has never been a time when no men were deluded by spirits,
immortals, and strange matters. Examination shows that while they knew one thing, they knew nothing else; while
they were clear on this they were confused on that. Therefore, they did not, after all, entertain very elevated views
and see through matters from beginning to end, so as to find out the perverse secrets of these hobgoblins and
monsters. Thus Wu of Northern Chou\fn{Reigned 561-577AD} proscribed Buddhism and Taoism, and demolished
licentious temples. As a result of Ti Jen-chieh’s memorial during T’ang times, more than 1,700 licentious temples
were burned. Han Yü\fn{The noted scholar-official of the T’ang Dynasty} reproved the Emperor for going out to welcome
one of the bones of Buddha. Hu Ti of Sung burned and demolished innumerable licentious 1emples; and Hai Jui
of Ming reproved the performance of idolatrous rites. These people cannot be considered as not possessing an
outstanding understanding.
But that which they destroyed, that which they burned, and that which they reproved were only licentious
temples, Buddhas, and idolatrous rites; thus, that which they did not destroy, that which they did not burn, and
that which they did not reprove still remains. They did not know that that which they destroyed, that which they
burned, and that which they reproved certainly ought to have been destroyed, burned, or reproved; and that which
they did not destroy, did not burn, or did not reprove also ought to have been destroyed, burned, or reproved.
Why is this? Besides the Great God there is no other god. All the images of wood and stone, molded clay, and
painted paper which have been set up in the world are subsequent inventions and the work of man, whose
otherwise intelligent mind has been deluded by the devil and set topsy-turvy, and who has become attracted to the
demon serpent, the devil of Hades.
Therefore, I now open my whole mind to you, and instruct you in the facts of the case. How are you mortals to
become acquainted with the Spirit? The Great God is the true Spirit. You mortals kneel and pray before these
various images, and truly arouse the demon. Why? As for those represented by the images which you set up, since
the virtuous and good must have ascended to Heaven long ago, how can they ever receive the sacrifices of man?
As for all the nameless and poison-swollen images, they are all the square-headed, red-eyed followers and
myrmidons of that demonic serpent, the devil of Hades. From Ch’in and Ran down to the present, a period of one
or two thousand years, how many souls of man have been injured or destroyed by this devil of Hades. A proverb
says,
“As bean curd is made of water, so this demon of Hades is the devil.”
Why do you still not awake? If you do not awake now, I fear it will be too late. I instruct you in the facts of the
case. How are you mortals to become acquainted with God? The Great God is the only emperor.\fn{ ti} The
monarchs of this world may be called kings\fn{wang} and that is all; but how can they be permitted to encroach a
hairs breadth upon this? Even Jesus the Saviour, the Son of God, is only called our Lord. In heaven above and on
earth below, among men, who is greater than Jesus? Even Jesus was not called emperor; who then dares assume
the designation of emperor? One who does so only demonstrates his blasphemous presumptions, bringing down
upon himself the eternal punishment of hell.
Alas! Those who respect and worship the Great God are therefore the Great God’s children; in this life the
Great God will care for them, and after death their souls will ascend to heaven, to enjoy the eternal happiness of
heaven. How blissful, how glorious! Those sunk in their belief in all kinds of depraved spirits will then become
followers and myrmidons of the demon; in life they will be entangled in the demon’s snare, after death they will
be seized by the demon and made to suffer eternal misery in hell. How shameful, how miserable! Which is gain
and which is loss?
I ask you to think upon this. We brothers and sisters throughout the world, must we not awake? If in the end
you are not awakened, truly you must be ruled by baseness, truly you must be possessed by the demon; truly
having happiness within your reach, you are unable to enjoy it. It is clearly evident that thousands of years,
myriads of years of eternal happiness and glory await you in Heaven; yet if you do not wish to enjoy such great
blessing, but willingly transgress the Heavenly Commandments and join with the evil demons in rebelling against
Heaven, you will thereby bring down upon yourselves the righteous indignation of the Great God, who will
condemn you to suffer eternal misery in the eighteenth level of hell.
How profoundly pitiable! How lamentable!
3
First, obey the Heavenly Commandments.
Second, distinguish men’s quarters from women’s quarters.
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Third, avoid causing the slightest damage.
Fourth, be public-minded and harmonious, and each of you obey your leaders’ restraining words.
Fifth, unite your minds and combine your efforts, and do not, when going into battle, flee from the
field.\fn{Proclaimed January, 1851}
*
In the various armies and the various battalions, let all soldiers and officers relax their vigilance, rejoice and be
exultant, and together uphold the principles of the Heavenly Father and the Heavenly Elder Brother. You need
never be fearful, for the ten thousand things are all deterrnined by our Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder
Brother, and the ten thousand troubles are all intended by our Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother as
trials for our minds. Let every one be true, firm, and patient at heart; and let all cleave to our Heavenly Father and
our Heavenly Elder Brother. The Heavenly Father previously made a statement, saying,
“The colder the weather, the more clothing one can remove; for if one is firm and patient, all will go
unnoticed.” Thus, let all officers and soldiers awake.
Now, according to a memorial, there is at present no salt; it is then correct to move the camp. Further,
according to the memorial, there are many sick and wounded. Increase your efforts to protect and care for them.
Should you fail to preserve one among our brothers and sisters, you will disgrace our Heavenly Father and
Heavenly Elder Brother.
Now, when the camp is on the march, it is ordered that among each army and each battalion the formation
must be orderly, exact, firm, and steady, with united hearts and united efforts. Let me earnestly entreat you to obey
the Heavenly Commandments and not to offend again. The commanding general of the Forward Army, my
sister’s husband, Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei, and the commanding general of the Left Army, my brother, Shih Ta-k’ai, shall
together assume command over the First Wu Corps superintendent, the First Forward Corps general, the Second
Forward Corps general, the First Left Corps general, and the Second Left Corps general to open the route of
advance. The commanding getleral of the Central Army, my brother, Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, shall assume command
over the First T'u Corps commandant, the First Central Corps general, the Second Central Corps general, and
twenty selected imperial guards to guard the center. The commanding general of the Right Army, my brother Wei
Cheng, and the commanding general of the Rear Army, my brother Feng Yün-shan, shall together assume
command over the First Right Corps general, the Second Right Corps general, the First Rear Corps general, and
the Second Rear Corps general to police the rear.
Whenever the camps advance or pitch their tents, every army and battalion should be equally spaced and in
communication, so that the head and tail will correspond. Be vigilant in protecting and caring for the old and the
young, male and female, the sick and the wounded; everyone must be protected, and let everyone look to the
prestige of the Heavenly Court. Let all officers and soldiers be obedient. Respect this.\fn{ Proclaimed August 15, 1851}
*
In the various armies and the various battalions, let all soldiers and officers relax their vigilance, rejoice and be
exultant, and with united hearts and united efforts march forward together. In all things the Heavenly Father takes
superintendence, and our Heavenly Elder Brother sustains us; therefore let me earnestly entreat you not to be
fearful.
The true God is capable of creating mountains, rivers, and seas.
Let the demons come on at once;
Heavenly nets and earthly nets will surround them layer upon layer.
You soldiers and officers, open your hearts and rejoice,
Day and night patrol and be strict in your preparations,
Let plans be laid, and in the night quietly strike.
Yüeh Fei\fn{A famous general of the Southern Sung Dynasty (1127-1280AD)} with five hundred men defeated a hundred thousand.
How much more may be done when the demons are doomed to extermination.
Respect this.\fn{Proclaimed August 29, 1851}

*
All soldiers and officers, I earnestly beseech you to obey the heavenly commands, and not to offend again. I
inform you of the truth that if at present you do not cling to life and fear death, you will afterwards ascend to
heaven, and then will enjoy eternal life and immortality. If you cling to life, then you will not live; and if you fear
death, then you will meet with death. Moreover, at the present, if you do not covet ease and fear bitterness,
afterwards you will ascend to heaven, and there will you enjoy eternal tranquillity and freedom from bitterness. If
you covet ease, you will not achieve ease; and if you fear bitterness, then you will experience misery. In short,
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obey the Heavenly Commandments and you will enjoy heavenly bliss; disobey the Heavenly Commandments and
you will fall into hell. All officers and soldiers, I earnestly beseech you to awake. If you again disobey, do not
blame me.\fn{If I punish you} Respect this.\fn{Proclaimed September 14, 1851}
*
In the various armies and various battalions, all soldiers and officers must each be public-minded and
unselfish. You must always be single-minded, and cleave to the Heavenly Father, the Heavenly Elder Brother, and
myself. Henceforth, it is commanded to all you soldiers and officers that whenever you kill the demons and take
their cities, all captured gold and valuables, silks and satins, precious things, and so forth must not be kept
privately secreted, but must all be delivered to the sacred treasury of the Heavenly Court. Offenders shall be
punished. Respect this.\fn{Proclaimed October 1, 1851}
*
All soldiers and officers throughout the army, both great and small, I earnestly beseech you to obey the
Heavenly Commands; and with joy and exultation, with majesty and courage, with united minds and energy, to
march forward in a body and together uphold the principles of the Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother. It
is now commanded to all the armies that after every battle to exterminate the demons, every sergeant shall
immediately record the names of the privates under his personal command. Those most distinguished for obeying
orders and marching forward are to be marked with a circle to record their merits; those most notorious for
disobeying orders and retreating are to be marked with a cross to record their crimes. Those of the middle group
are to be exempted from the record. When the record book is complete, the sergeant is to take the book and hand
it to the lieutenant; the lieutenant is to give it to the captain; the captain is to pass it to the colonel; the colonel is to
pass it to the corps general; the corps general is to pass it to the corps superintendent; and the corps superintendent
is to pass it to the corps commandant. The corps commandant shall, according to the chain of command, pass it on
until it reaches the chancellor; the chancellor shall pass it to the chief of staff; the chief of staff shall in turn
memorialize on this. When we reach the Heavenly Court, it will be decided whether the official rank shall be high
or low. Small merits shall be requited with small rewards, and great merits shall be distinguished by conspicuous
conferments. Each of you must be energetic and self-respecting. Respect this.\fn{ Proclaimed November 17, 1851}
*
All soldiers and officers throughout the army, both great and small, I earnestly beseech you to obey the
Heavenly Commands; and with joy and exultation, with firmness and patience, with majesty and courage, with
united mihds and energy, to march forward in a body and together uphold the principles of the Heavenly Father
and Heavenly Elder Brother. Formerly I issued a command, saying,
“It is not an easy matter to ascend to heaven; the first requirement is patience in mind and will; certainly will
you then ascend to heaven; therefore should you be resolute at heart. Fear most the deviations when but half-way
there, for the devil’s paths are most devious and deflected.”
According to present appearances, do all of you, soldiers and officers, now know that the demons are by
various means deceiving and deluding you? Do you now know that the devil’s paths are most devious and
deflected? And do you now know that my former declaration to you was correct?
Now I issue this special proclamation to you great and small ones, soldiers and officers, and earnestly beseech
you to be firm and patient and not to be deceived or deluded. If you can really build up a determination to uphold
Heaven and faithfully serve the country to the end, the Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother shall
naturally have eyes to look after you, and I also shall naturally have eyes to look after you.
Now I, by proclamation, confer on all those meritorious ministers who have died in battle and ascended to
heaven in the past or future the hereditary title equal to corps commandant, and on those meritorious ministers
who, holding the great banner, died in battle and ascended to heaven the hereditary title equal to general or
imperial guard.\fn{These hereditary titles were clearly meant to strengthen Taiping unity and spirit } Those who have already
been invested have their caps and coats according to the official regulation; those who have not yet been invested
shall all have cowls like the sergeants.
Whether invested or not, all shall be treated the same. When we arrive at the Heavtnly Court,\fn{ In Nanking} all
those meritorious officials who together with us conquered the hills and rivers shall on the higher level be
invested with the titles of chancellor, senior secretary, commander, general or imperial guard, or at the least with
the title of corps general. These titles shall be handed down through successive generations, and, in dragon robe
and horn-encrusted girdle, those\fn{ Who bear the titles} will be permitted to attend the Heavenly Court. I sincerely
inform you that since we are all fortunate in being sons and daughters of the Heavenly Father, and also fortunate
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in being brothers and sisters of the Heavenly Elder Brother, in this world we shall display majesty beyond
compare and in heaven we shall enjoy interminable felicity.
I ask you if your majesty is as truly majestic as this? And in enjoying felicity, do you truly enjoy felicity such
as this? Henceforth, I earnestly beseech all great and small ones, soldiers and officers of every army, to exult and
with united minds to uphold together the principles of the Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother. The
demons’ treacherous schemes appear in a hundred ways; therefore, I earnestly beseech all soldiers and officers to
be wakeful. Do not wait till morning dawns before you lament the devil’s wiles. Respect this.\fn{ Proclaimed
December 4, 1851}
*
All officers and soldiers throughout the army, both great and small, you must each know well the true Way and
follow it. Only the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, is the one true God; besides the Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, there is no other God. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and
Great God, is omniscient, omnipotent, and omnipresent. And as he is supreme in all things, there is not one who is
not given birth and nourished by him. He is thus supreme; he is thus the God. Besides the Heavenly Father, the
Supreme Lord and Great God, there is no one who can usurp the address “Supreme” or usurp the address “God.”
Henceforth, all soldiers and officers may address me as Sovereign, and that is all; it is not appropriate to call
me Supreme, lest you should offend the Heavenly Father. The Heavenly Father is the Holy Heavenly Father, and
the Heavenly Elder Brother is the Holy Saviour. The Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother alone are holy.
Henceforth, all soldiers and officers may address me as Sovereign and that is all; it is not appropriate to call me
Holy, lest you offend the Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord
and Great God, is our Holy Father and our Spiritual Father.
Formerly I have ordered you to address the various chiefs of staff, the left and right ministers of state, and the
front guide and rear protector as “princely fathers,” which was an indulgence to conform with improper practices
of the mortal world. According to the true Way, this was somewhat offensive to the Heavenly Father, for the
Heavenly Father is alone the Father.
Now I specially invest tbe left minister of state and first chief of staff as the Tung Wang, to be in charge of the
various nations in the east; I invest the right minister of state and second chief of staff as the Hsi Wang, to be in
charge of the various nations in the west; I invest the front guide and first deputy chief of staff as the Nan Wang,
to be in charge of the various nations in the south; I invest the rear protector and second deputy chief of staff as
the Pei Wang, to be in charge of the various nations in the north. I further invest brother Shih Ta-k’ai as the I
Wang, to aid in sustaining the Heavenly Court. The above invested princes shall all be under the superintendence
of the Tung Wang.
In addition, I proclaim that the Queen shall be addressed as niang-niang, and that the imperial concubine of the
first rank shall be addressed as wang-niang. Respect this.\fn{Proclaimed December 17, 1851}
*
Soldiers and officers throughout the army, both great and small, male and female, I earnestly beseech you to
obey the Heavenly Commandments. It is now especially ordered that brother Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, my sister’s
husband, Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei, brother Feng Yün-shan, brother Wei Cheng, brother Shih Ta-k’ai, and the various
commanders of the armies must frequently and strictly inspect the army to determine whether or not there are
offenders a.gainst the seventh Heavenly Commandment,\fn{ I.e., the Taiping’s seventh commandment, which forbade
adultery} for if there are offenders a.gainst the seventh Heavenly Commandment, as soon as discovered, they shall
be immediately apprehended, beheaded, and displayed to the public. There shall assuredly be no pardons. I
earnestly beseech all soldiers and officers not to tolerate or screen the offenders, lest we call forth the righteous
anger of the Heavenly Father, the Great God. Let everyone be wakeful. Respect this.\fn{ Proclaimed February 29,
1852}
*
Male officers and female officers throughout the army, I earnestly beseech you to obey the commands of
Heaven, and with joy and exultation, firmness and pa.tience, majesty and courage, valiantly to exterminate the
demons.
Let the demons scheme in a thousand and ten thousand ways;
They will hardly escape the sure hand of the Heavenly Father.
Even the rivers and mountains were, in six days, created;
Each of you who believes in the Spiritual Father shall be a hero.
High Heaven has commissioned you to exterminate the demons;
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The Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother constantly look after you.
Let men and women officers all grasp the sword.
As for your present clothing needs, one change will be sufficient.
With united hearts rouse your courage and together slay the demons.
Gold, valuables, and baggage shall be put aside.
Divest yourselves of worldly affections and uphold high Heaven;
Golden bricks and golden houses await you, all brilliant and flashing;
In high heaven shall you enjoy happiness, majesty in the highest.
The smallest and the lowest shall all wear silks and satins.
Men shall wear dragon robes and women shall be garlanded in flowers.
Let each be a faithful minister and exert his utmost energies.
Respect this.\fn{Proclaimed April 3, 1852}
*
Soldiers and officers throughout the army, both great and small, henceforth no longer carry or keep gold or
valuables privately, but turn all into the sacred treasury of our Heavenly Court. If you should continue to carry or
keep valuables privately, once it is discovered you shall be beheaded and displayed to the public. Respect
this.\fn{Proclaimed September 13, 1852}
*
It is proclaimed: I hereby inform you, ministers and people, that it is proper to make a distinction between men
and women. Men are to manage outside affairs; it is not proper that they hear what goes on within. Women are to
manage internal concerns; it is not proper that they hear what goes on without.
I therefore specially proclaim that henceforth external discussions shall never be permitted to take place inside,
and internal discussions shall never be permitted to take place outside.
Now as to matters relating to the Queen, ministers must be prudent and careful in always calling her niangniang. As for the Queen’s surname and name, rank and station, .ministers shall never be allowed to discuss or talk
of these. Those ministers who discuss the Queen’s surname or name, rank or station, shall be beheaded without
mercy. As the Queen’s countenance must never be seen by the ministers, ministers must lower their heads and cast
down their eyes; those ministers who dare to raise their eyes to glance at the Queen’s countenance shall be
beheaded without mercy.
As for the Queen’s words, never shall ministers pass them on. The ministers and those women officials who
dare to pass on the Queen’s words to the outside shall be beheaded without mercy.
A minister’s words shall never be permitted to pass to the inside; as for those who dare to pass on a minister’s
words to the inside, the transmitters shall be beheaded without mercy, and the ministers concerned shall be
beheaded without mercy.
I sincerely announce to you that the Queen’s apartments are the source of good government and enlightenment,
and the palace city the origin of morality. It is not that I am desirous of making severe restrictions; I only wish to
embody the holy will of the Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother, in beheading the evil and sparing the
good. Should there even be an occasional departure from this rule, this also would not do at all. Now that I have
announced this clearly, not only must our present ministers obey, but throughout the Heavenly Dynasty and
Heavenly Kingdom, down through myriads and myriads of years, descendant after descendant, all ministers must
comply with my words of this day. Respect this.\fn{Proclaimed March 2, 1853}
1815

73.269 Excerpts from Eat A Bowl Of Tea\fn{by Louis Chu (1815-1970)} “near Canton, China” (M) 5
… One Saturday several months before the wedding, the day had broken humid and muggy. Heavy rains had
splashed the sidewalks of New York intermittently during the night. The month of May had just ended. Chong
Loo, the rent collector, hobbled down the flight of stairs to the Money Come club house in the basement at 87
Mott Street in New York’s Chinatown.
“No money!” Wang Wah Gay, the proprietor, greeted the agent as he came through the door. “Wow your
mother. No money today. You come back.”
“All right, uncle, all right,” said Chong Loo. “I’ll be back on the fifteenth.”
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He started to leave. Then he stopped abruptly, with one hand on the door knob. When he turned his head, he
gave the impression of having a stiff neck; his whole body swung with it.
“Did you see the pugilist master at the Sun Young Theater last night?” he grinned, showing his new set of
teeth. The last time he had come around he had not a single tooth.
“Wow your mother,” said Ah Song, a hanger-on at the club house. “Go sell your ass.”
“Did you hear about the fight last night between a Lao Lim and a Lao Ying in front of the Lotus Tea Shop?
This Lao Lim accused Lao Ying of taking his wife out.”
“Wow your mother. Why don’t you go and die?” said Ah Song, looking up from his newspaper, the Chinese
Compass, at the mah-jong table.
“Later on the police came and separated the two men,” Chong Loo continued. “Heh heh. Women nowadays are
not to be trusted.”
If the rent collector weren’t so old, people might mistake him for a student, with his ever-present brief case.
His head was big at the top and tapered off almost to a point at the chin. He had no hair on the dome, but sparselyscattered long black hair mixed with gray on the circumference.
“Remember a year ago some Lao Tsuey ran down to South Carolina with Lao Ning’s wife? She’s the niece of
the president of the Bank of Kwai Chow,” Chong Loo persisted. “Have you heard the latest about—”
“Wow your mother,” said Ah Song, this time a little louder than before. Across from Ah Song, sitting on the
couch, the proprietor, Wang Wah Gay, smiled his agreement.
“You many-mouthed bird, go sell your ass.”
“Heh heh. See you on the fifteenth, Mr. Wang.”
His stooped shoulders and large head and brief case disappeared out the door and he began mounting the steep
steps that led to the sidewalk. Wah Gay, from his half-reclining position on the sofa, could follow his exit until the
rent collector’s unpressed pants gradually ascended out of sight.
“Wow his mother,” exclaimed Wah Gay, stretching himself. “He never fails to show up on the first of the
month. You don’t have to look at the calendar. When he arrives, you know it’s the first.” He crossed his legs and
flicked the ash from his cigar on the tray.
“Chong Loo is all right,” said Ah Song. He turned another page of the Chinese Compass. The circle of light
from the overhanging lamp played on the newspaper. “Wow your mother. That’s his job. It’s his responsibility to
show up on the first of every month to collect rent. Maybe he is a many-mouthed bird but he works for a living.”
Ah Song let the newspaper drop flat on the table. Usually he read with glasses, but today he had been looking
at the big letters in the advertisements.
“Wow your mother, Wah Gay, do you think he’s like you, never worked in your life?”
They both chuckled.
“You dead boy,” said Wah Gay. “You’re still young yet. Why don’t you go to work?”
“Who, me? I’ve worked more than you ever hope to work, you sonavabitch.”
Ah Song was a youthful-looking man in his mid-forties, with just a touch of gray at the temples. His neatly
combed black hair had the effect of a crew-cut. A white handkerchief always adorned his breast pocket. Even on
the hottest days he would never roll up his shirt sleeves or be caught without a necktie.
“When did you ever work?” replied Wah Gay. “I’ve known you for almost twenty years.” He pointed a finger
at Ah Song. “You sonavabitch, if you ever worked at all, you must have worked when you were a mere boy. Ever
since I’ve known you, you haven’t done a single day’s work.”
“Shut up your mouth. Do I have to tell you when I go to work?”
The basement club house was cool. Compared to the heat and humidity of the street, it was a refreshing
paradise. The sudden intensity of the early summer heat had caught everyone unprepared. A few days before, it
had been so damp and chilly and windy that Wah Gay had to turn on the gas heater.
The door creaked open.
“Nice and cool here,” said the newcomer. He turned and made sure the door closed tight.
“Thought you went to the race track,” said Wah Gay.
“I overslept,” replied the man. “Might just as well. On a day like this.” He looked around the room. “Where is
everybody? Still early, huh?” He walked over to an easy chair in the corner and sat down. He took out a cigar and
lit it.
“You know, on a day like this, I think this is the best place in the city. Nice and cool, with natural air
conditioning.”
Lee Gong was slight of build, with silvery black hair. He continued puffing on the Admiration which had been
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given him at a banquet the night before. He and Wah Gay had come over to America from China on the President
Madison together and had shared the confined quarters of Ellis Island as two teenage immigrants many springs
ago.
In his early days in the United States, Lee Gong worked in various laundries in New York. Later he, himself,
owned one in the Bronx. In 1928, he went back to China. He remained there only long enough to marry. Then he
returned to the Golden Mountain, leaving his wife in China. He received the news of the birth of his daughter, Mei
Oi, several months after he had returned to the United States.
Some ten years later, he sold his laundry. With the proceeds .om the sale of the laundry plus his small savings,
he had planned to spend the late evening of his life in the rural quiet of Sunwei. The Sino-Japanese War had
prevented him from realizing this long-cherished goal. The unsettled conditions of subsequent years in the Far
East, which saw Mao Tse-tung grab control of the Central Government of China from Chiang Kai-shek,\fn{ The
leader of the Nationalist Chinese forces; Mao led the Communist forces. } had weighed heavily in his decision not to return to
Sunwei. While there were intermittent periods of peaceful travel in China for those who wanted it, Lee Gong
could not bring himself to see anything permanently stable for a retired gimshunhock in China. So reluctantly he
remained in New York.
“Ah Song, my boy,” said Lee Gong from his easy chair. “You have good results lately?”
“What good results? I haven’t been to the tracks for a whole week. No luck and no money.”
“Ah Song is a smart boy,” said Wah Gay. “He wouldn’t go to the races unless he’s lucky, heh-heh.”
“You go to hell.” Ah Song folded his paper, got up and stretched his arms. He yawned. Yawning was a habit
with him, almost as natural as breathing.
“It’s so hot, you don’t want to move.”
“You just moved, you sonovabitch,” said Wah Gay. Ah Song ignored the remark and started toward the door.
“Where are you going to die?” Wah Gay called after him. “Be smart. Go get someone down here and start a
little game. Where can you go in this hot weather?”
“To the race tracks!”
Ah Song slammed the door behind m. Lee Gong went over to the mah-jong table and sat in the lair that Ah
Song had just vacated. He picked up the paper.
“That sonovabitch Ah Song eats good, dresses good, and he never works!”
“He’s got what you’d call Life of the Peach Blossoms,” chuckled Wah Gay. “The women like him. He’s a
beautiful boy.”
“Maybe he was born under the right stars.”
“Three years ago he went to Canada and I’ve heard he married a rich widow from Vancouver and she bought
him a car and gave him money.”
“What has happened to the widow now?” Lee Gong asked, surprised that Ah Song was ever married. As far as
he knew, Ah Song was living the life of a bachelor in New York.
“Nobody knows,” the club house proprietor shook his head. “You know Ah Song’s type. He never tells you
anything. I heard he had some trouble with the police out in Portland when they caught him without proper
registration for his car two years ago.”
“I’ve never heard of that,” said Lee Gong. “But you don’t have to go back that far. Just a year ago he was
mixed up with that Lao Woo’s wife. Someone saw him and Woo’s wife together around Times Square on a
Saturday night. Soon the news got back to the husband, who took the matter up with the elders of the Woo
Association. The chairman of the Woo Association sent a representative to see Ah Song—”
“What happened?”
“Ah Song was squeezed for $1,000.”
“Did he pay?”
“Of course.” The afternoon was unusually quiet at the club house, and the two friends found this light talk
helped pass the time away.
“This generation of girls is not what it used to be,” lamented Wah Gay. “In nine cases out of ten, if the girl
were good and honest, no trouble would come to her.” Wah Gay got up and started pacing the floor.
“You look at this generation of jook sing boys and jook sing girls. They have no respect for elder people.
H’mn, they would call you by name. They would call you Lao Lee even though you are almost twice as old as
their old man.”
“Regardless what anybody might say,” put in Lee Gong. The words seemed to flow out of his mouth
effortlessly. “Girls born in China are better. They are courteous and modest. Not like these jook sings born in New
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York. They can tell good from bad.”
He paused. The newspaper remained unread on the table.
“Summer is coming. You’ll see them running out on the streets almost naked. You could almost see their
underpants.”
They both chuckled. The afternoon moved slowly. Even the sidewalk outside was deserted on this hot, sticky
day. The perennial voices of children playing, the roar of their roller-skates against the pavement, were missing.
An occasional rumble of passing trucks could be heard in the quiet retreat of the Money Come club house.
“A very deteriorating influence,” continued Lee Gong dryly. “This Western civilization.”
He picked up the Chinese Compass again and tried to read it. The only illumination in the room was the circle
of light that now played directly on the newspaper.
“Nowadays girls go out and get a big belly before they get married.”
“Heh heh,” laughed Wah Gay. “What more do you want? One gets a grandchild with a brand new daughter-inlaw at the same time.”
The door swung open. Chong Loo, the rent collector, had returned. This time he was without his brief case.
Wah Gay had started walking back to the anteroom when he saw Chong Loo enter, and now he came out with an
aluminum pot in one hand and a dollar bill in the other.
“Here,” he said to Chong Loo, “go and get a few cents’ worth of coffee.”
Chong Loo, beaming, left with the pot and the dollar. In the meantime, Ah Song returned with two
companions.
“You have lucky footsteps today,” greeted Wah Gay. “I thought you said you were going to the race tracks?”
“I did,” replied Ah Song. “I came back already.”
“You big gun.”
From the back room, the club house owner brought out six cups and placed them on the square mah-jong table,
which was now covered with old Chinese newspapers serving as a table cloth. He rubbed his palms and bent his
head forward a little.
“You are lucky. You just walked in and we’re going to serve you coffee!”
The two men who had just come in with Ah Song were Tuck King, a second cook on his day off, and his
roommate, who, because of his generous proportions, was nicknamed Fat Man; but was politely referred to as the
Kitchen Master in his presence.
“We were still sleeping when this sonovabitch Ah Song pounded on the door and woke us up,” the Kitchen
Master said. He removed his Panama hat and put it on a hook on the wall. His right hand automatically went up
and smoothed his snow-white hair.
“That’s why we came down … for coffee,” Tuck King laughed. “Share the wealth.”
The basement had a refreshing coolness. Not damp. Not muggy. None of the moldy smell of the unused cellar.
After coffee. Ah Song spoke out,
“Fifty dollars.”
Lee Gong poured the mah-jong on the table. some of them face up. others face down.
“Fifty dollars,” echoed Tuck King, sitting down. “Okay. Fifty.”
Leaving the coffee cups unwashed in the sink. Wah Gay joined the others at the mah-jong table. When he
walked. he took big steps and his whole body seemed to swing with them. From the sink to the mah-jong table it
took him but three steps. In his place on the table were strips of ivory chips which had been divided equally by the
others. The mah-jongs now all faced down. Wah Gay added his outstretched hands to the pairs that were already
busily shuffling the tiny ivory tiles around. The old army blanket muffled the noise of the blocks clucking against
one another. Quickly, deftly, hands moving, setting up the mah-jong.
Lee Gong picked a pair of pea-sized dice from among the chips and rattled them in his palm. The dice bounced
off the mah-jongs and onto the table. where the adhesive characteristics of the blanket acted as a dragging agent
and the dice rolled reluctantly to a stop.
“Six.”
Ah Song picked up the dice and threw them against the mah-jongs.
“Ten.”
Next came Fat Man. He watched the dice roll lazily to a two and a one.
“Wow your mother!”
The dice rattled once more, this time in the fat palm of Wah Gay. The cubes danced, smacked against each
other, and bounced off the stacked-up tiles.
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“Eight.”
“Ten has it.” Ah Song hit the dice again.
“Twelve.” His right hand reached for the mah-jongs in front of him, counting to himself … two … four … six
… eight … ten … twelve …
The mah-jongs thudded quietly against the blanketed table, all face up, in multicolors of red, green, and blue.
Someone let out a thirty thousand.
“Poeng powng!”
“So soon?”
“Wow your mother!” …
*
… Still unnerved by the prostitute’s early morning call, Ben Loy got up at ten that morning to go to work for
Chin Yuen, who was ill. He was not anxious to go back to work so soon after his return to New York, but Chin
Yuen was a good friend. He did not want to leave Mei Oi.
“Are you sure you'll be all right?” he asked tenderly.
“I’ll be all right,” she said from her bed. “You go ahead and go to work.”
“If anybody should come, just ignore him,” he said.
He was afraid someone else might come to the apartment. When he had shared the apartment with Chin Yuen,
loose women came to the apartment at all hours. He was ashamed of his past and he certainly did not want his
wife to learn about it.
Left alone, Mei Oi slept until noon. When she tried to get up, the four walls of the bedroom whirled before her.
The floor underneath her feet shook like a hog just out of a mud puddle in the village square. The effects of the
plane ride from Hong Kong to New York were still with her. She had been ill the day before and had eaten little
since. She sank down on the edge of the bed. Her elbows rested on her thighs, supporting her forehead with her
hands. The ceiling swayed back and forth. Back and forth. Mei Oi closed her eyes tightly, holding back her tears.
The physical illness was just a temporary inconvenience, Mei Oi knew. In another day, or at most in a few days
more, the dizziness from the plane ride would disappear. The giddiness came only when she stood up. As long as
she remained in bed, she was relatively immune to the ill effects of the trip.
In the early morning when the buzzer had awakened her, she had been warmly receptive to Ben Loy’s ardent
kisses, hoping that they would lead to the act of love. Aside from the physical pleasure she would have derived
from the union, it would have indicated to her that her man still loved her. When Ben Loy had turned away, she
felt unwanted and useless. She had tried to console herself with the thought that her husband was being
considerate and did not want to make demands upon her when she was still sick from the trip. But his monk-like
behavior had begun even before she set foot on the airplane.
The first few weeks of her marriage had been happy; for Ben Loy was considerate, masterful and
understanding in his role as a bridegroom. It was only when they had gone to the hotel in Hong Kong that the
sudden change in him had occurred. The first night at the All Seas Hotel Ben Loy had failed miserably at making
love. He was no more successful on subsequent nights. She had hoped his lack of ardor was only temporary and
that soon she would again enjoy him as a husband.
After what seemed like the trekking of a thousand li, Mei Oi slowly opened her eyes. A relative calm had
returned to the room. The walls no longer whirled and the water buffalo beneath the floor had gone. She could see
the windows and the dresser clearly now. The bluish linoleum floor looked nice and smooth and shiny. The large
pendulum that was their bedroom had run out of momentum. Soon it would be stilled completely and Mei Oi
would see things in their true perspective.
She flopped over on her stomach and buried her head in the pillow. Sobs, like a baby’s whimper, came to her
freely and unashamedly in her solitude. Her heart had wanted to cry out for the past few weeks, but she did not
want to cry in front of her husband.
A few short weeks ago she was still a girl. Her mother’s daughter. Now she was a woman and a wife. She had
looked forward to her marriage with excited anticipation. Like many girls of her own age, she had hoped to marry
a gimshunhock and come to America to start a new family. Her mother had often said to her:
“Mei Oi, I hope you will marry a gimshunhock and go to America with him. Then you will see him in the
morning and at night.”
It was obvious her mother was thinking of her own husband, Mei Ai’s father, who had left her to return to
America months before Mei Oi was born. Mei Oi was too shy to show any outward emotions during this
discussion of marriage with her mother. But inwardly she had wanted very much to marry a gimshunhock and
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come to the Beautiful Country and raise a family. To her mother she would only say modestly,
“I’m not that fortunate.”
She knew she wouldn’t marry a farmer. A farmer’s wife worked from dawn till dusk out in the fields. She
could see all around her farmers’ wives toiling incessantly, gathering firewood, turning the earth, planting,
harvesting, exposed to the elements in all sorts of weather. Cracked hands. Calloused feet. A face bronzed and
lined and hardened by the wind and sun. Not a pretty picture, but a common one. Marry a school teacher? Not
Mei Oi. There was this common observation. Unless you’re poor, you would not be teaching.
After many months of anxiety and waiting, there had come a letter from her father, Lee Gong in New York,
informing her mother that he was sending home a prospective son-in-law in the person of one Wang Ben Loy.
And now that she had married Wang Ben Loy and come to New York, the greatest and most beautiful city in all
the world, she should be happy, very happy. A whole new panorama of fertile fields lay before her. Youth.
Dreams. The future. All that a girl from New Peace Village in Sunwei could ever hope for.
But today her frustrations and heaviness of heart dwarfed even the discomforts of her illness from the plane.
Mei Oi, the bride of two months, lay alone on her bed, troubled and uncommunicative, separated by ten thousand
li of oceans and mountains from her mother, whose love and encouragement she urgently needed now. Over and
over she asked herself: What did I do to Ben Loy to make him stop loving me?
Finally, exhausted by tears and emotion, she fell asleep again. When she awoke in mid-afternoon, she felt
better. The ill effects of the plane ride seemed to have been washed away by her tears. She got up and stretched
and yawned.
Cry some more? How much can you cry? Who can hear you cry? And who cares when you are ten thousand
folds of mountains away from home? Go ahead, Mei Oi, she told herself, go ahead and cry. And see who will pity
you.
That night when Ben Loy came home from work it was almost one o’clock in the morning. Mei Oi was
waiting up for him. She had bathed and powdered her skin with talcum, in anticipation of her husband’s return.
When the lock on the door finally clicked, she was tense and full of expectation. Her heart pounded furiously
against her ribs. But she wore a bright smile on her face. As she hurried from the bedroom, where she had been
resting, to the living room to meet Ben Loy, she was like a little school girl let out for summer vacation.
“Loy Gaw,” she said daintily, coming up to him and taking his coat and hat. “Was business good today?” She
kissed him on the cheek.
“Not bad,” replied Ben Loy, pleased with Mei Oi’s attentions. “I was not familiar with where the things were
and that made it difficult.”
“I understand,” said Mei Oi. She timidly took his hand and guided him to the sofa. “Today is the first time you
went to work since you married me.” She nestled closer to him, still holding his left hand with her right.
Mei Oi’s mind flashed back to her wedding night when she had stood before the brand new wash basin, which
was part of her dowry, and washed her face and hands many times, wanting to delay the consummation of her
marriage. Ben Loy was sitting by the edge of the bed, a ready and eager bridegroom. When he saw she was
dallying, he had strolled over to her and carried her to the bed. With gentle hands, he had first unbuttoned her
coat, and then untied her trouser string and, over her weak protestations, pulled off her pants.
“Do you remember our wedding night?” Mei Oi asked, full of excitement. She placed her head on his shoulder
and wrapped her arms around him. “At first I was afraid but you made me very happy. Do you … Loy Gaw … do
you want to make me very happy tonight?”
“I am tired,” said Ben Loy. He took his wife in his arms and kissed her mechanically on the lips. He stroked
her long black hair. “It was hard work at the restaurant. I am sleepy and tired.”
Trying to fight back her tears, Mei Oi abruptly got up and walked to the bedroom. It took her a long time to fall
asleep; but Ben Loy was snoring within minutes after he got into bed. …
1817

269.68b Excerpt from Song Of Selling The Daughter\fn{by Li Shuyi (1817- )} China (F) -1
For a hundred years it will be difficult to wash way the disgrace of being a maid.
Rather than sell the daughter’s body,
Why not eat the daughter’s flesh?
Eating the daughter’s flesh will fill the parents’ stomachs.
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Selling the daughter—the daughter’s heart will never feel fulfilled, even in death.
1818

284.26 Excerpt from Wen Wen-chung-kung shih-lueh: “Warning Of Disaster” [Not the title of the work from which this
excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Wen-hsiang (1818-1876)} Liaoyang,
Liaoning Province, China (M) -1
When the peace negotiations were completed\fn{ 1860} everybody spoke of the necessity for self-strengthening,
yet during the last ten years or more there has been little achievement.
The reason is that those who look down upon and disregard foreign affairs merely have empty discussions
without actual accomplishment, whereas those who are accustomed to the peaceful situation are content when
nothing happens for fear that if anything is done it may arouse the suspicion of the foreigners. Even those who
carefully discuss defense measures are hindered by the insufficiency of funds, and nothing can be done or
developed.
Now the [Formosa] incident has already taken shape, a war crisis is imminent. If we still do not pay attention
to it and suddenly the great enemy\fn{Japan} confronts us, what can we rely upon?
It is humbly hoped that imperial orders will be sent to the Ministry of Revenue and the Imperial Household
Department to raise plenty of the necessary supplies, to cut off lavish expenditures, to stop public works which are
not urgent,\fn{I.e., the reconstruction of a portion of the Summer Palace, insistede upon by Empress Tzu-hasi}
and to plan for the most needed coastal defense; so that the ministers at the capital and in the provinces can all
devote their energy to the scheme.
As for the way to make ourselves strong, it lies first in our readiness to accept advice in a humble manner in
order to seek out the good and bad points of our administration.
One should not take agreeable and soothing words as a source of pleasure and take straightforward and frank
advice as distasteful.
When Your Majesty is concerned to work diligently and alertly, then your ministers within and without the
capital will be stimulated in spirit and not dare to follow their traditional dawdling habits. Otherwise they will
remain accustomed to taking things complacently and will never think of reforms, in which case, I fear that
internally and externally the country will fall apart, the people’s confidence will be shaken, and the disaster will
be unspeakable.
203.1 The Record Of An Envoy’s Journey To The West\fn{by Kuo Sung-t’ao (1818-1891)} Hsiang-yin, Hunan
Province, China (M) 27
2 December 1876
W. H. Medhurst\fn{Sir Walter Henry Medhurst (1822-1855, British Consul at Shanghai )} informed me that the P &
O\fn{Peninsular and Oriental} steamer Travancore\fn{Built in Scotland in 1867, lost at sea off the Italian coast in 1880; 1,899 tons,
a screw steamer of three decks and two masts, powered by two 400 h.p. Key engines (also built in Scotland, in Kirkady); 281 ft. long, 35 ft.
wide, with a hold 27 feet deep } was due to depart at the tzu watch\fn{11 p.m.-1 a.m.} on the eighteenth day. At 2 p.m. she

moved to her moorings at Hung-k’ou. I was informed that we should be on board in good time, for it happened
that my friends would be assembled there. In all the business, both public and personal, I had to transact,
everything I did was extremely hurried. Kuan Ts’ai-shu and Chou Ying-shih had been so kind as to come several
hundred li to see me off, yet I was unable to pay them a return visit.
At the wei watch\fn{1-3 p.m.} I sent a 400-li express-memorial from my post-station announcing the time of my
departure abroad. I then began to use my official seal. I sent two despatches, one to the Tsungli Yamen, the other
to the Senior Officers of the Northern and Southern Foreigners’ Board, through the agency of Huang Huiho\fn{Major Huang Hui-ho, whom Kuo had appointed to handle dispatches and put on the legation payroll } of the China
Merchants’ Steam Navigation Company.
A storm of wind and rain blew up, becoming really severe by nightfall. Li Mien-lin and Cheng Yühsien\fn{Both officials of the Kiangnan Arsenal, Shanghai} sent a steamer to take us to Hung-k’ou. Over ten of our friends
came as far as this with us. By then it was past ten o’clock. Our captain’s name was Captain W. Barratt.\fn{ In my
editing, I have attempted to keep footnotes to a minimum by substituting the provided English identifications for Kuo’s Chinese
equivalents:H}
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3 December
Raining. We left our anchorage exactly at midnight.\fn{ On the 2nd} As we came down the coast of Chekiang the
gale buffeted us around so violently that all of my suite and the passengers were sick except four, Liu Yün-sheng,
Li Ch’un-chai, Te Tsai-ch’u, and Liu Ho-po being the only ones able to bear up. I forced myself to sit up, but
found my head was spinning, my eyes smarting, and the tip of my nose very painful, so that I was in great
distress.
4 December
As we ran along the Fukien coast I saw the hills of Amoy away in the distance and realized that we had already
passed Taiwan. As the wind grew even stronger, I lay down in misery, finding myself quite unable to rise all day.
When the wind and waves abated for a moment, I opened the port and could just make out a faint smudge that
marked the hills.
5 December
Passing the coast of Kuangtung. Between Swatow and Chieh-shih, for several hundred li lies an unbroken
chain of mountains. An English ironclad came up astern of us. The captain told me it was the flagship\fn{ H.M.S.
Audacious, 6,034 tons, a barque-rigged, armor-plated, double-screw, iron ship } of Vice-Admiral A. P. Ryder.\fn{ At this time
Commander-in-Chief in China} When our vessel hoisted a flag the warship also hoisted a flag, whereupon our vessel
then lowered the flag. The man-of-war gradually increased her speed until she drew close to us, the two vessels
then running side by side perhaps a hundred feet or more from each other. The man-of- war’s crew all manned the
yards and the ship’s band struck up. When our vessel again hoisted a flag, the man-of-war turned her head across
our bows and then passed in front of us. Our vessel stopped her engines and waited a while before hoisting sail
and proceeding on course at full speed.
I asked the captain the meaning of our hoisting the flag. He replied that this was to inform the other vessel that
we carried an ambassador. I then enquired why that vessel also hoisted a flag. He told me that this was by way of
reply: that is to say, a respectful acknowledgement that an ambassador was on board. I then asked why the flag
was lowered. He told me that once they had conveyed the message the flag could be hauled down again. I
enquired the reason as to why the man-of-war’s crew manned the yards. He said that this was a mark of respect,
much like drawing the men up in ranks, for after they have manned the yards they can be seen at a distance. The
band is used for playing martial music to regulate the movement of the ranks. I then asked why the warship turned
across our bows as she passed us, and was told that she was hastening to greet us. Our stopping the engines
indicated that we were yielding precedence.
How refined and civilized are these ceremonial courtesies of theirs! This is sufficient to indicate that the
foundation of this nation’s wealth and power was not acquired by mere chance.
6 December
We reached Hong Kong, latitude 22.12 north, nine degrees nearer the equator than Shanghai. The climate was
startlingly different, so that everyone was soon putting on thin cotton clothes. The English Rear-Admiral Rowley
Lambert came to pay his respects. Then we went to his headquarters to inspect the detached squadron\fn{ Flagship
H.M.S. Narcissus, and H.M.S. Topaz, Newcastle and Immortalité} under his command, which was all ready to sail to its base.
As it was, they had merely been awaiting my arrival before setting sail.
The Governor of Hong Kong, His Excellency Sir Arthur Edward Kennedy,\fn {“He had a balanced, friendly approach.
He consulted the community, took pains to treat the Chinese with friendliness, and was the first governor to invite them to functions at
Government House.” (G. B. Endacott, A History of Hong Kong, 169) } sent his Aide-de-camp Captain Cornelius
O’Callaghan \fn{Of the First West India Regiment} with a four-man sedan-chair to meet me. Along with Second

Ambassador Liu, Councillor Li, and the interpreters, I took my seat in the ten-oared cutter that had been sent for
us. On landing, a salute of fifteen guns was fired from the fort, the troops were drawn up as a guard of honour and
military music was played to welcome us. The Canton Consul, Sir Daniel Brooke Robertson, an old acquaintance
of mine, was also there to welcome me at the landing-place. After a little ordinary conversation we were carried to
Government House, where over twenty civil and military officers were assembled. Among those who were
introduced by name were Admiral Ryder, Flag-Captain Phillip H. Colomb, and Chief Justice Sir John Smale.
When I enquired about educational institutions, I found the Inspector of Schools in this colony, Frederick
Stewart, was sitting there. He offered to show us round the school. After taking a little wine we went to the
Government Central School, where I met Assistant Inspector Alexander Falconer. These two gentlemen have the
entire system of education in their hands.
There are five halls altogether. Chinese literature—the Five Classics and the Four Books—along with
contemporary literature are taught in three of these. There is one hall for Eyuropean literature. European boys
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have one hall where they study the Five Classics and the Four Books. Every hall has a hundred pupils to each
master. Where the Five Classics and the Four Books are taught, the master is a Chinese. European masters teach
European subjects.
Each hall is divided into ten rows, with a space in front of each. In every row there is a long desk which can
seat ten or more pupils. They are graded, rising towards the back of the class; in front and directly facing the class
sits a master. There is another master sitting in the middle of the class with five rows to the left and right of him.
The idea is that he can see and hear everything; so not a single boy can escape from or gloss over his work.
The Five Classics and the Four Books each have their allotted time for study. There is a limit set for the study
of verse, namely one lesson every five days. This is called a minor subject. This is as much as to say that, being an
art of little importance, one lesson in five days is enough.
The rules are well thought-out and severe, and the viewpoint\fn{ Of those who made them} is far-sighted. It would
appear that the Europeans have inherited something of the ancients’ ideal of forming and nourishing the talents of
their pupils.
I also heard that the school had a chemistry laboratory and expressed a wish to inspect it. But Captain
O’Callaghan pointed out that the soldiers who were to escort me had been drawn up on the sea-front, waiting, for
a long time already. In view of this, I made my way back to the ship, the ironclad again giving me a salute of
fifteen guns while the band played martial music to welcome me. The band on the French warship also played
martial music in harmony with it.
I remember that in the year kuei-hai\fn{1863-4} of the T’ung-chih period\fn{Here Kuo misidentifies the period of
imperial rule; I have corrected it according to a note:H } when I came this way by sea to take up my post as Governor at
Canton, the houses I saw in Hong Kong numbered scarcely a third of those today. Now, more than ten years later,
streets run in all directions and tall buildings stand everywhere. It has become a veritable metropolis, with what
must be now over 130,000 inhabitants. There are 6,000 European households. Two forts stand there, one on the
east side, one on the west. Two ironclads are stationed there, one called Audacious, the other Victor Emmanuel.
The latter is the name of the ruler of Italy which the English bestowed on this vessel in his honour.
This evening an English merchant paddle-steamer\fn{ The Fleurs Castle} while anchoring struck our vessel with a
noise like thunder, destroying ten feet of our stern lights and cutting in two a small boat that was hanging on our
stern. The lights were rather high, so no water came in. An envoy on shipboard is certainly in a perilous plight!
7 December
We remained another day in Hong Kong to repair the damage to the ship. The Governor, Sir Arthur Kennedy,
came in the company of Sir Brooke Robertson to pay me a return visit. When I referred in conversation to the
completeness of the way in which the school was planned and administered\fn{ The Governor} remarked with a sigh
that these pupils were all the sons of poor families; so that after two or three years’ study, when their education
was only partially complete, they would all too often leave of their own accord to look for a living. As a result,
very few of them completed the course.
This led to a discussion on European methods being characterized by an undeviating impartiality. An instance
of this was prison discipline in the colony where criminals were treated alike, no matter what their nationality. I
asked if I might go to visit the prison. The Governor gladly agreed, instructing Captain O’Callaghan to bring a
two-man sedan-chair to meet me. Sir Brooke Robertson was to accompany me.
The prison was administered by a Chief Jailer and Assistant Jailer. The Assistant, G. L. Tomlin, conducted me
through the building on arrival. There are three stories, the heaviest offenders being placed in the upper storey. In
the lowest storey each prisoner has a cell to himself. In the upper storey there are three men to one cell. All the
prisoners have their doors bolted. Each block is self-contained, either standing alone or else facing another one.
All the cells have iron bars and doors that lock. In each of them is a small wooden settle, one for each person.
Quilts, mattresses, blankets, towels, brooms, bowls, plates, and other things are all provided. Every day quilts and
blankets must be meticulously arranged on the settle. If anyone fails to do this, his rations are cut down.
The prisoners include over thirty Europeans, Philippinos, and Indians, besides some 514 Chinese. As well as
these, there are people who have been fined amounts from four or five dollars up to 200 dollars. Prisoners do not
remain in prison for the same length of time. Some serve long sentences of five or seven years; some serve short
sentences of only five days; some are confmed there for life. There are three categories of treatment. Some spend
their time in close confmement; some spend a long period weaving rugs; others have to carry stones and cannonballs. Those who carry cannon-balls are divided into three groups—Europeans, Philippinos, and Chinese. All of
them are in squads under military discipline, the file being composed sometimes of five men, sometimes of ten.
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The work is carried on for two periods a day. Those who carry stones form only one group. This is for those who
have committed lighter offences.
For those in close confinement, there is an iron cylinder in each cell which they have to turn by hand fourteen
thousand times a day. A dial records the number of revolutions. If they do not fulfil the number, their rations are
cut. The prisoners have two meals a day, consisting of rice and a dish of four small fishes. Long-term prisoners eat
meat and a better grade of rice. There is also a place for female prisoners, all of them sharing one room.
Tomlin took us all over the prison. In the place where they carry stones and cannon-balls there were close on
100 men standing round in a circle in a hall. When he raised his hand as a signal, all of them fell quickly into
ranks, in three or four rows, and stood in their right places. Then they all raised their hands to their foreheads as a
salutation. When the jailer opened the outside door and shouted loudly, even the prisoners in close confmement
stood up by the doors of their cells with their arms by their sides and faced the outside. It can be seen from this
what strict discipline they are subjected to.
Outside the prison is a wash-place where every man has to wash once a day. Inside there is a chapel where
religious service is held once a week. The prisoners sit round in a ring and listen to sermons. There is a sick-bay
for the treatment of the sick, under the management of a physician. There is another prison hall for preparing for
burial those prisoners who have died of disease. Besides this, there is a punishment hall.
The whole place was sprinkled, swept and spotlessly clean; even the floors were polished with resin. Not only
were there no foul odours, but the men themselves were so clean one forgot that this was a prison.
W. C. Hillier told me that formerly all convicts had been put to work building walls and repairing roads under
the supervision of overseers. But Governor Kennedy had introduced for the first time the practice of keeping
prisoners in confinement and not letting them do forced labour. The carrying of stones and cannon-balls, as well
as the turning of the iron cylinder, are used as punishments. In addition to this, these exercises strengthen the
bones and sinews and promote the circulation of the blood, so that it does not stagnate and cause illness.
For instruments of punishment they have manacles and chains for fettering the feet. They also use a whip made
of cords, which tears open the flesh after fifty lashes. Criminals who are deceitful, unruly, and likely to do harm to
the general public are branded on the neck with a circle and then driven away, being forbidden to remain in Hong
Kong. Some of them, however, cut out the circle with a knife and then smear the wound with salve. Yet when this
heals the scar still remains, thus enabling the police to discover them, arrest them, and throw them into jail. The
law must be observed and punishment meted out only in strict accordance with the offence.
8 December
About the mao watch\fn{5-7 a.m.} we got under way. By noon we had made a run of ninety-five li and were
then in latitude 21.22 north. The captain had a sand-glass to measure the time and a pointed piece of wood
attached to a cord wound round a reel. The pointed piece of wood was thrown into the sea and the line allowed to
run out until all the sand in the glass had trickled down. Then the line was pulled in and the speed measured by the
amount of line that had run out. Our speed was calculated at thirty-four li an hour. Every day at noon, the number
of li travelled is calculated and our distance from the equator worked out by means of a sextant. This information
is posted up daily.
We caught sight of several score of single-sailed fishing-boats in the distance, tossing up and down on the
waves as light as leaves. From this we knew that we could not be far from Wan-chou, in the south of Hainan.
9 December
At noon we had run just 831 li. Our position was 17.30 north. I estimated that we were between two and three
hundred li south of Hainan. The crew called this sea Ch’i-na-hsi, which means “the Sea of the Middle Kingdom”.
I caught sight of many flying-fish in the water, several feet in length. They leapt up to the height of ten feet or so
before alighting again. Not far away to port lay the Paracel Islands, which produce bêche-de-mer and coral,
though not of the best quality. These islands belong to China, but they are barren and uninhabited.
One of our fellow passengers was an Englishman called Patrick Lister. He was making a world tour and had
joined the ship on his way home. On making enquiries I found that he was a wealthy Englishman who was
travelling for pleasure.
This evening was rainy and quite as hot as at the height of summer,\fn{ In China} so that I could not bear to have
even a quilt over me.
10 December
Raining. By noon we had run 852 li and were in latitude 13 north. We passed Cape Varella on the south-east
border of Annam. The sea is called the Seven Island Sea.
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Halliday Macartney gave me some information about the revenue of England for the year 1875 (this
corresponds to the year yi-hai in the Chinese cycle). For London, the revenue was over £210,000,000; for India
over £160,000,000; for Australia—which the English call the New Gold Mountain—over £10,000,000; for
Singapore and the Straits Settlements over £1,000,000. For Hong Kong, the revenue is only a little over £180,000,
while expenditure runs to over £190,000.\fn{A note says these figures are incorrect}
11 December
Rainy. Our run at noon was 939 li. We were then in latitude 8.10 north—450 li south of Saigon.\fn{The present
Ho Chi Minh City:H} Saigon is a French settlement and mart under the government of the Annamese prefecture of
Chia-ting, in the territory of what was anciently Chen-la, at the mouth of the Saigon river.\fn{ The French had seized
the place in 1859}
As we travel south from Hong Kong the weather gets hotter every day and the rain falls more heavily. At
Shanghai the thermometer registered 53; at Hong Kong it was 65; now we are in the tropics it is up to 81. We can
no longer wear our wadded cotton clothing. The crew are all wearing thin summer clothes.
12 December
Raining. Our run at noon was 835 li, latitude 4.3 north. I estimate we are somewhere in the Gulf of Siam. We
have an Italian fellow passenger by the name of\fn{ Aladoni?; Alatoni, Aratoni, Alladoni and Allatoni are also possible } who, I
discovered, has a business in London. He has made a voyage through America and Japan and visited our Chinese
ports on his tour of the globe. He belongs to the aristocracy in his own country and has received a decoration of
the highest class. It may be seen from this just what importance they attach to trade in Europe.\fn{ As opposed to
China where, at least in theory, the merchant occupied the bottom of the social ladder—the practice of which can be traced to the time of
the Former Han, if not earlier}

There is another Italian fellow-passenger by the name of Ignazi.
13 December
Raining. At 11 a.m. we reached Singapore, latitude 1.20 north, after a run of 720 li. Early in the morning we
passed an island with a lighthouse on it, named Horsburgh. Horsburgh\fn{ John Horsburgh (1762-1836), a hydrographer}
was one of the first European explorers to come to China. Macartney informed me that our paddle-steamer Yangwu had already arrived at Singapore.\fn{A corvette training-ship of 1,400 tons, built at Foochow; concerning which the English
paper Straits Times noted: “We have, too, a Chinese man-of-war which purposes going on a long cruise, in our harbour, and which is
manned by Chinamen, the Commander and the Engineer being Englishmen. The Celestials, we are glad to see, are advancing.” } On our

arrival, Admiral Ts’ai Kuo-hsiang and his younger brother Ts’ai Kuo-hsi, accompanied by Hu Hsuan-tse of
Huang-p’u came to pay us a visit. Li Chao-min had a letter for Mr. Hu and took this opportunity to deliver it.
The English Governor, Sir William Francis Drummond Jervois,\fn{ Described as “an ambitious man with a brilliant
career behind him and a reputation for getting things done,” who believed “that, as half of the Australian continent lies within the tropics it
can only be fully developed by coloured labour of which the Chinese is the most valuable.” } despatched a military officer with a

two-horse carriage to receive me. I was asked, however, to delay my visit until four o’clock while he sent round
an order to every commander, requesting a guard of honour. In the meantime I agreed to pay a visit to Mr. Hu’s
garden to see its exotic flowers, curious plants, rare birds, and marvellous animals, such a collection as has
seldom been seen before.
In a large glass case he has an antelope’s head with horns still on it which turn down in a triple spiral and then
point up again. He also possesses a pair of wild ox’s horns, a rhinoceros horn, and a pair of deer’s antlers. The
antlers are each about three feet long. He has the sword of a swordfish, about seven feet in length, the colour of
ivory, spiralling, twisted, hard, and slender; the jawbone of a fish and two white ants about two inches long, which
he feeds with water from a glass bottle. They are kept in two stone eggs, with a hole bored in the top of each,
through which they are fed. You have to open the egg to get at them. These are called king white-ants.
There are more than ten ostrich eggs, each the size of a peck, as well as four serpents’ eggs as big as gooseeggs. There are two ostriches; two brightly-coloured luan birds; a six-legged tortoise, over three feet in length;
two white-shelled turtles with purple flowers and mottlings on the shell, which rises up like a peak, their heads
and feet both white; a small Tibetan bear; a porcupine; a kangaroo. The head and two forefeet of this beast are like
those of a hare, but the part between the belly and the two hind-feet is several times larger in proportion. The
hind-feet rest on the ground, crooked like knees, yet he cannot stretch them out though they are twice as long as
the forelegs. He has a tail two feet long. He moves in bounds, as though he were flying. Underneath the belly is a
pouch, from which the animal gets its name of pouch-rat.\fn{ Its Chinese name} I once saw this animal among
pictures of strange birds and beasts in the German Legation in the capital.
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After this, I went off to Government House, accompanied by Second Ambassador Liu and Councillor Li. Here
we saw Sir William Jervois with his Lady and their two daughters.\fn{ She also bore him three sons } He was much
more affable in his bearing than Governor Kennedy. His lady is very intelligent and most sympathetic in her
enquiries.
When General W. K. McLeod, the Officer Commanding the Troops, returned I went over to the fort with him.
Two tiers of fortifications have been constructed along the hill, with the general headquarters and four rows of
barracks between them, each capable of holding over 100 men. There are two sets of married quarters to house the
officers and men with families. Behind the barracks are the kitchens, two armouries, a mess-hall, a reading room,
and a military hospital. There are ten large guns, each in its own strong point, and a powder magazine. Small
guns, each on its own gun-carriage, are placed at the corners of the walls. A large telescope stands in front of the
highest part of the wall before the headquarters, in a building of its own. This is used for keeping watch on the
distance. The construction and layout of the place are entirely different from those of Chinese forts.
The troops are divided into artillery and infantry. The infantry all carry foreign-style rifles to assist the artillery.
The Artillery Commander is called Brevet-Colonel O. H. Nicolls. The Infantry Commandant is called LieutenantColonel W. W. Lynch. Their posts are the counterpart of the Chinese Major.
The troops are divided into two categories. The upper ranks receive one Straits dollar every three days,
equivalent to 0·24 taels of our money a day. The lower ranks receive one Straits dollar every four days, equivalent
to 0·18 taels a day. Married officers receive an allowance for their families. The soldiers’ families support
themselves through their own efforts by taking in washing and acting as seamstresses.
Such is the fort on the north side of the hill, overlooking the town. There is yet another fort on the south side.
14 December
Rainmg and thundery. Governor Jervois again sent a carriage for me and dispatched his interpreter, W. A.
Pickering, to accompany me on my tour. We first went out to the Yang-wu. The crew all manned the yards and a
salute was fired as we went on board. The Naval instructor Captain Luxmoore, an Englishman, went to great
pains to explain everything to us. He conducted us to his school-room where he has twenty pupils under training.
After this there was a display of gunnery and the marines were put through their drill. When we left, they again
manned the yards and fired a salute for us.
Pickering then took us along to the Hung Gardens,\fn{ Apparently the present Botanic Gardens} a public park for
Hokkiens and Cantonese.\fn{The idea that a park and zoo would be open to the public was unknown in China at the time } Among
the flowering groves of trees was a stream, as crystal-clear and shady as could be. There is a tiger’s den and two
leopards’ dens, all with iron railings around them.\fn{ An attached zoo was discontinued in 1905} I saw two small Tibetan
bears and three mountain dogs. There are nine monkeys, some gray, others with red faces; some with long bodies
and arms, others with short. All are of different species. There are amongst them one very large and fierce beast
locked up in an iron cage. It had yellow fur about four inches long and was called a Golden Marmoset.
There are over thirty iron-meshed cages containing wolves, foxes, weasels, squirrels, beavers, and other
animals set around the grounds, with cages of birds interspersed among them in a setting of variegated trees and
flowers. There are four kinds of parrots there, one white, one ash-gray, one red, and one emerald green. In
addition there is one variety which is emerald green, with red wings. There are three kinds of eagles, one white,
one azure, one ash-gray; three kinds of pheasant, one variegated, one azure, one mottled black and dark-brown.
There are many varieties of pigeon, quite the oddest of which is a kingfisher-blue dove, a strange bird which looks
like a green luan bird. There are tits and water-rails too. There is a kind of copper pheasant with variegated
plumage and a blue or red head. It sings well. Yet another variety resembles a wild duck with one long, slender
tuft of feathers on its head.
I noticed three extraordinary sights there. One was the Lohan Pine, which rose to a height of several score feet
and covered the ground like a bell-shaped cloak. In the centre, the trunk of the pine was too big to encircle with
the arms, while the connecting boughs were all twisted and bent. Inside there was an empty space, while the
branches and leaves on the outside formed the densest possible screen.
Another strange sight which I saw in several places was a network of wistaria shutting out the sky like a huge
screen. It was bent like a nine-leaf folding wind-screen. It grew straight up from the ground to a height of twenty
or thirty feet or more. All around it were flowers and leaves, quite unsupported, trailing on the ground.
Another sight was that of ten or more pines, so tall they touched the clouds. About a foot or so from the
ground, five branches stuck out horizontally, with their needles hanging down and revolving like discs. Every foot
or so, several small branches spring out abruptly in this way, so that from afar the trees look like a number of
many-storeyed pagodas set in the middle of a forest. These are all very strange sights.
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They have also constructed a bowl-shaped iron frame, rather like an umbrella, and set creepers to grow over it.
Though they have only just planted them, in ten years’ time they will cover the frame completely and will
certainly make yet another very curious sight. I have just learned that all the things I have described above were
the result of human skill, but have no idea how they were brought about.
As to palm-trees with long leaves that spread out like great fans, they are to be found everywhere here. There
are flowers and trees from every country and every foreign nation, all with cards attached to them for information.
One can easily see that this garden is a triumph of human ingenuity. When I was in Hong Kong, there was a
public park there which I was told I really must see. At that time I thought I should concentrate on practical
administration and not fritter away my time in sightseeing for entertainment. Yet now, quite unexpectedly, I have
come across these strange sights which have filled my heart with intense delight.
On our way back we dropped in at the Law Courts, where the Judge, Sir Theodore Ford, was on the bench
hearing a case. Liu Yün-sheng and I sat down by his side. The judge’s bench is shaped like a platform raised five
feet up from the floor. Below this is a long bow-shaped table, where two solicitors have their places, while
recording clerks and interpreters sit around it. At a higher level, two wooden enclosures stand on either side. Here,
I believe, the witnesses take the stand. Inside are eight small stools where those under cross- examination sit while
they are waiting. A railing marks off the court so that the spectators can look on and listen. There is no flogging
and corporal punishment in court, yet the layout of the whole court is orderly and severe and no undue noise is
heard.
There is also a high school and five primary schools, one of which is a girls’ school; but as the Governor, Sir
William Jervois, had arranged to pay me a return call at three o’clock I found I had no time to go and look at
them.
The population of Singapore is about 200,000, of whom 2,000 are Europeans, while a good 10,000 are Malays
or Hindus. The rest are all Hokkiens or Cantonese, the men of Kwangtung being by far the most numerous. Hu
Hsüan-tse avers that the Cantonese already exceed 70,000 in number.
The Governor of Singapore rules over three settlements. To the west lies Malacca; further west still lies
Penang, which is an island in the sea. West of Malacca and divided by the sea from Penang is Province Wellesley.
All are under the government of the colony of Singapore.
Two English warships are stationed here. One is named H.M.S. Juno, under the command of Captain James A.
Poland; the other, named H.M.S. Magpie, is under the command of Captain C. V. Anson].
Governor Jervois honoured us with his presence at three o’clock. We sailed immediately afterwards.
15 December
We have sailed 210 li north-west from Singapore, passing Malacca and then heading west towards the Indian
Ocean. The P & O vessels veer a little to the north, towards the island of Penang, over 100 li distant. Since we
were not travelling directly along the recognized sea-route west, the captain did not bother to post up the distance.
Hillier showed me a copy of The Times for 10 November, the ninth month, twenty-fifth day of the Chinese
calendar, the very day we began our journey from Peking. I gave it to Te Tsai-ch’u and Feng K’uei-chiu, who
translated an editorial on the Yunnan case.\fn{ The Margary Affair. In August, 1875, R. Margary, a British consular officer in
China, was murdered by hostile tribesmen after crossing the Burmese border. The British minister in Peking seized this opportunity to
present the Chinese government with a fresh set of demands, among which was one to the effect that a mission of apology be sent to
England} This copy contained an article on the English Captain, Sir George Nares, whose arctic expedition set

forth in 1874 (Chinese year chia-hsu), and returned in July, 1876. He reported that land stretched as far as 82
degrees north; beyond this all was a sea of ice. At first the boats pushed on through ice-floes. When soundings
were taken, the ice proved to be up to 160 feet thick. After two attempts the ships could proceed no further. Then
they cut a road through the ice.
In all there were two ships and over 300 men. Dragging each other along and leaning on each other they made
their way north, covering about 3 li in one day. They got as far as latitude 83.25, in a journey of over two months.
They did not see the sun for over 140 days. Four of them died and several men got frost-bitten feet. Beyond this
point they found themselves unable to advance, so they retraced their steps along the route they had come by.
When volunteers for the Arctic expedition were originally being sought, over 700 men had come forward.
They were sent for a medical examination, which tested their sinews, bones, blood, and veins, as well as their
strength and ability to withstand cold. More than 300 men were selected. They were away for over two years.
The Queen has issued a proclamation granting handsome rewards to all members of the expedition, while
Nares himself has been given a Medal of the First Class.
16 December
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At the ssu watch\fn{9-11 a.m.} we reached Betel-nut Islet (which the Europeans call Penang), 933 li from
Malacca, in latitude 6 north. There is an English Resident there, who also bears the name of Sir Archibald Anson.
Hu Hslian-tse had told us that he knew a Hokkien by the name of Wang Wen-ch’ing in business in Penang, who
was also the agent of the China Merchants’ Steam Navigation Gompany. I sent a man to fmd out where he was,
whereupon he arrived, accompanied by six or seven of his countrymen; I noticed that they were all wearing short
garments and spoke Malay, for they have been living here for several generations. Since our vessel was only
staying a few hours before leaving again, there was not time for me to go on shore.
I was told that the population of Penang is 140,000. Hokkiens and Cantonese make up 100,000 of these; the
rest are all Malays. The landscape is sunny and verdurous. To the south it is mountainous and thickly covered with
trees. I heard there was a waterfall over 100 feet high, and regretted that there was no time to go and see it. The
northern shore is called Wellesley, a long, narrow province running from north to south along the sea-coast for
over 900 li.\fn{Province Wellesley, ceded to Britian by the sultan of Kedah in 1798, was in 1876 a strip of coast 45 miles long and about
eight miles wide, opposite Penang} An English military officer from Wellesley named Tuan Sheehey\fn{ Tuan is Malay for
“Master”} came on board to take passage home. Ten or more small boats filled with local people came to see him
off to the accompaniment of music and came up to the ship. This officer must have endeared himself to the local
people by his good deeds.
We sailed at the shen watch.\fn{3-5 p.m.} The evening was windy.
17 December
Our run at noon was 684 li; latitude 5.57 north. Sumatra was visible to the south, about forty li distant. I could
see a huge mountain-range stretching out like a landscape-scroll. This was Mount Goudberg. Sumatra extends for
over 20,000 li. It rises south of We Island and runs west from Penang for over a thousand li, with innumerable
small islands dotted along its coast. Holland has been in control of this territory for several hundred years.
Recently, however, Dutch power has declined; and the Dutch Resident in Sumatra has proved incompetent to
pacify the natives, who have now taken up arms again. The fighting is still going on.\fn{ The Atjeh War, originally an
attempt to pacify pirates operating along international trade routes, dragged on until the end of the century }
This evening there was a great deal of wind and rain.
18 December
Blowing a gale, with rain and thunder. Our run at noon was 774 li; latitude 6.16 north. We are now coming into
the great sea called the Indian Ocean, the common\fn{ I.e., Chinese} name for which is the Little Western Ocean.
This evening the wind has been blowing more strongly than ever. The captain, seeing a cyclone coming on,
hastily stopped the engines to avoid it. As the sail was being set to catch the wind, it proved impossible to loosen
sail in a hurry and three of the crew who went aloft to haul at the sheets fell down\fn{ Onto the deck from the yards}
and were injured. Hokkiens and Cantonese call this rotating wind a typhoon. Europeans call it a cyclone. It rotates
in an ascending spiral. It also occurs on land, in which case it is known as a “ram’s horn wind”. Over the oceans it
forms a revolving spiral, sometimes over 1,000 li or several hundred =li across; and any ship caught in this is
whisked up and whisked down again, almost invariably capsizing. When European sailors see a cyclone rising,
they consult the barometer at once, deciding by the height of the mercury whether to go on or turn back. When the
atmosphere is heavy and the barometer is rising, they gradually move away from the wind to avoid coming to
grief. Macartney told me that all the great states of Europe have set up meteorological offices to keep watch on
the force of the wind. The fastest winds travel at the rate of eighty English li an hour (an English li being
equivalent to three Chinese li, this equals 240 li): but the telegraph spans 1,000 li in an instant. So if the wind gets
up in England, this information is at once telegraphed to Germany, France, and other countries. Similarly, when
the wind rises in Russia, the news is communicated in the same way. As soon as the news is known at every
seaport, the boats are ready to adjust their times of arrival and departure accordingly.
19 December
Raining and windy. Our run at noon was 546 li; latitude 5.54 north. The previous night’s typhoon taken in
conjunction with our stopping of the engines and our having met with a contrary wind meant that we had not been
able to keep to our timetable. The captain remarked that in all his thirty years at sea he had never met with such a
cyclone, nor as much wind as he encountered throughout this passage. I remarked jokingly that this was due to my
own lack of Virtue, which had implicated my fellow voyagers. The captain changed countenance and apologized.
Everyone in my suite was sick and so distressed that they were often unable to eat. The oppressive heat has
increased our distress. At night I have been completely prostrated, wiping away perspiration like rain. By now I
have had no proper sleep for more than ten days.
20 December
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Rainy and very windy. Our run at noon was 663 li; latitude 5.54 north. Our cook, Liu Shu-jen, has been
seriously ill for several days. His hands and face suddenly broke out in an eruption of red pustules. When the
Western doctor was called to see him, he said after examining him that he was suffering from smallpox.
In European ships everyone is very much afraid of sickness, especially of smallpox. When anyone is struck
down by this complaint, a yellow flag is hoisted to warn people that crew and passengers cannot leave or board
the ship. In the sick-bay, all suffering from infectious diseases are placed in a separate ward, the ship being put in
quarantine for twenty days, or until there is no more danger of infection. After that the people on the ship are
allowed to go ashore quite freely.
We are now two days’ voyage from Ceylon, where we are to change to another vessel, so everybody on board
is apprehensive. The captain has had the sick man taken to a small cabin near the bows that I have been using as a
study for the past few days. He has quarantined the cabins in the saloon the cook had occupied, forbidding his
room-mates to come out and thus causing inconvenience to many people.
21 December
Our run at noon was 864 li; lattitude 5.40 north. After sailing another 219 li we reached Ceylon.\fn{Now Sri
Lankh:H}
The Judge of this territory, A. H. Roosmalecocq and the Colonel Clarke had been given instructions by the
Governor Sir W. H. Gregory, to arrange for us to go to a government residence for a short time. Because there was
a lot to be done on board, I declined the offer. The ship had anchored at a place called Galle,\fn{ The main port of
Ceylon prior to the development of Colombo Harbour in 1875 } where an arm of the sea branches into the land, on the
extreme west of the south coast of Ceylon. The Governor resides at Colombo, 240 li distant.
A doctor from the hospital came to have a look at Liu Shu-jen and ordered him to be sent to hospital. With him
went our tea-and-water boy, Ch’en Ping-hsiang, who was also to be detained there. These two men were left
behind in Ceylon to prevent the infection spreading among other members of the embassy. We arranged with the P
& O to advance all expenses incurred, agreeing to refund the money on our arrival in London. This has caused us
more inconvenience than I dare to say.
By way of ferries, the Sinhalese use boats hollowed out of tree-trunks, with four or five compartments, each
compartment barely large enough to hold one man. You put your feet inside and sit up on top. Lengths of wood
stretch out from the sides. At bow and stern, there is a heavy block of wood lashed to them. This enables the boat
to go through heavy seas without capsizing.\fn{ He is describing the Indian catamaran } This is a relic of the art of
hollowing out boats in tree-trunks which was practised in extreme antiquity.
22 December
At the ch’en watch\fn{7-9 a.m.} we went aboard the P & O steamer S.S. Peshawur, a vessel about double the
size of the Travancore, built just on two years ago. The Captain, whose name was Captain C. A. White, told me
that Peshawur and Travancore were the names of two Indian provinces, one in the extreme north, the other in the
extreme south. Europeans are fond of giving names like this to their ships. The P & O agent, Captain Bayley, sent
a boat for us. Roosmalecocq and Clarke came to meet us on shore. A salute of fifteen guns was then fired from the
fort. This is how Europeans receive ambassadors. When we arrived at the judge’s residence, a military secretary,
F. B. Templer, sent by the Governor to receive us, was waiting there. He came with us to look at Buddhist temples
near by and inspect a prison under the jurisdiction of the judge. A local officer, Da Silva, was appointed to guide
us around.
Though the prison is inferior in model to that of Hong Kong, it is just as clean. The main prison has eight
sections, each capable of holding seventeen prisoners. During the day these are all set to work under overseers.
Those criminals who have committed serious offences are securely confmed in a separate building, one man to
each cell. The women’s prison is a separate building with two sections, each capable of holding seventeen
prisoners. There is also a prison hospital.
There are two Buddhist temples, one on a small hillside reached by a gently winding path; the other near the
beach. Both buildings are low and narrow. Each contains a clay image of the Reclining Buddha accompanied by
two of his attendants. The priests have been given yellow cloth to cover their bodies. They leave the right
shoulder bare. When I asked if I could look at the canon,\fn{ Of Buddhist scripture} I found it was all written on palmleaves, bound together with string and wrapped up in squares of embroidered silk. The writing looked like so
many circles joined together. When I requested the priest to recite a little, I found it slightly resembled the
chanting of the Tibetan lamas. I distinguished the two syllables na-mo very clearly.\fn{Namo (Pali language): “to devote
onself to; to trust in salvation”—a word used constantly in the Buddhist liturgy }
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By the side of each of these temples is a white pagoda, in front of which are stone shrines with pennants
standing by them. In the West, people believe that Sakyamuni\fn{ The Buddha} was born in Ceylon. I suspect this
should refer to the disciples Manjusri and Samantabhadra, both of whom were said to have been reborn into
another world. This island may perhaps have been the birthplace of Manjusri and Samantabhadra, but Sakyamuni
himself was reborn in Eastern India. For now the river Ganges flows south-east and disembogues in Bengal; and
this is the river that the Buddhist writings refer to as the Heng. Hence Tathagata must certainly have been born in
Eastern India.\fn{He was in fact born in the modern district of Oudh, on the borders of Nepal } It is because of the very strong
hold that Buddhism exerts upon the Sinhalese that this tradition is current among [Sinhalese] Buddhists.
Groves of coconut trees are found everywhere here. The priest of one of the temples split open a coconut and
used the juice as tea, which he handed to his visitors.
“The coconut supplies us with drink and the bread-fruit tree supplies us with food,” he remarked, “so long as
we have these we need never fear hunger or thirst.”
On asking the name of the temple by the beach, I was told it was called Valukarama. I asked what this meant,
and was told that this was just the name of the priest who built the temple near the beach.
We then went off to the judge’s residence where we had lunch and received a visit from C. Morrison who
works for a foreign company. The island of Ceylon is over 1,000 li in circumference; Galle lies at its westernmost
point. A fort stands there, with 400 soldiers in it, under the command of Colonel Clarke.
By now I had been roaming around for half the day, yet had not set eyes on a single Chinese. Da Silva pointed
out to me a house with an upper storey. This, he said, had once been the palace of a former king and had recently
been sold to a merchant. When I asked why the king’s palace should be put up for sale, he told me that the family
was poor. I asked how it had come about that the palace was surrounded by a huddle of dwellings belonging to the
common people, and was told that since the country was governed by the English the king had lost his power and
merely occupied the royal palace. When I asked where the king had gone, Da Silva could not tell me.
Europeans colonize other countries with the intention of settling there and making a profit. All they do they
plan with wisdom and strength, so that they monopolize power and roll up the country like a mat. Yet they do not
have to overthrow the royal house in order to extinguish the state. Hence they take the country without specially
relying on military strength. This is, in truth, a policy which was unknown in past ages.
Today we weighed anchor at the yu watch\fn{5-7 p.m.} in a high wind.
23 December
Our run at noon was 634 li; latitude 6.49 north. In conversation with Hillier, we got on to the subject of the
Dutch war in Sumatra. The local chiefs, the sultans, who had, suffered from the Dutch invasion, tried to raise
troops and put up a resistance. From this conversation turned to the Dutch and their colonies in the South Seas.
Their rule was characterized by harsh taxation, which was used for the benefit of the mother country. The English
do not behave like this. The taxes they levy on a country are spent on that country. So the yearly revenue from
India and Australia, which amounts to more than £100,000,000, is spent entirely on those countries and on
nowhere else. It is used for cutting canals, making roads, and setting up schools. Using the wealth of the country
for that country’s own good ensures that all the people have a share in it and thus breeds no resentment. It is
because of this that every petty kingdom in Sumatra would be happy to present their country to the English; but
none of them wants to be joined to Holland.
I said that though the taxes in Europe are ten times heavier than those in China, Europeans make a point of
drawing profits from trade and commerce. They set up ports so that their people may grow wealthy from settling
there and exchanging commodities over a distance of 10,000 li. Profit and loss, success and failure, are all
identified with the prosperity and decline of the mother-country. It is because of this that these countries are so
stable.
Dutch income always falls short of their expectations. When the sultans revolt, they lack the military strength
to suppress them forcefully and so have for long been unable to pacify the country. In this respect, their rule is far
inferior to the way in which England has subdued Indian Delhi and the other states. The strength of a country
makes all the difference.
24 December
Our run at noon was 750 li; latitude 7.55 north. Today is Sunday. Over a score of people attended religious
service, and sang hymns in praise of the Great Spirit to the accompaniment of a piano. There was a European lady
called Wei-li-lel who sang in a clear high voice, which was most agreeable and of great compass. The service
lasted for more than an hour, after which the company dispersed.
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Three German naval officers named P’ai-sen, Ko-erh-li-mo and Fa-p’ai-erh\fn{ A note reads: “I have not been able to
came to talk to me. I learnt that they were members of a German expedition, numbering
twenty-one in all, that had been to the South Seas to make astronomical observations, carry out marine surveys
and draw up instructions for navigation. The expedition was commanded by a naval officer named A-erh-a-t’a.
The expenses of the voyage were all paid by the German government. Each member of the expedition was given
three pounds a month as an allowance. They had spent a month or two at Hong Kong, Amoy, and Australia. At
every place they visited in the course of their voyage they had to make surveys of the sea-routes and verify them.
After they return to their own country they will have to pass an examination before being appointed to any further
post.
In answer to an enquiry of mine, I was told that the Emperor, Wilhelm I, was eighty years old; the Chancellor
Bismarck was sixty-four; General von Moltke was seventy-five; and the Military Counsellor von Roon\fn{ I.e.,
Albrecht Theodor Emil, Count von Roon } was sixty-five. The wealth of the country and the strength of the army is
entirely the result of the work of these four men.
25 December
Heavy rain. Our run at noon was 828 li; north latitude 9.5. We are exactly in the latitude of Baluchistan, a
country\fn{Now a province of Pakistan} on the west bank of the Indus river. Today is the 25 th day of the twelfth month
of the Western calendar, which is traditionally reported to be the birthday of Jesus. There was reading of the
scriptures and prayers, with hymn-singing to the accompaniment of a piano, for this is a great festival of the
Christian church. Our food and drink was better than usual.
Hillier had got hold of a newspaper in Ceylon which contained an article on the Chefoo Convention. I asked
him to translate it, along with Liu Ho-po.
26 December
Our run at noon was 814 li; latitude 10°11’12” north. Yao Yen-chia drew my attention to a passage in the A
Brief Account of China’s Relations with Foreign Countries in 4 chuan, by The Revd. Young John Allen, the
American writer, in which is included the eight-articled “Memorandum on the Missionary Question” of the
Tsungli Yamen.\fn{A reference to a circular letter and eight draft regulations, aimed at reducing the power of the missionaries, putout
by the Tsunglin Yamen, “Office for General Administration” of Chinese Foreign Relations in 1871 } The context of the eight articles
is severe, but clear and detailed. I read them with a sigh. In the past, when I discussed the Roman Catholic
religion with Wen Wen-chung-kung, he considered it a very serious source of trouble, especially in Kweichow and
Szechwan. This trouble assuredly springs from the conduct of the Government officials there, who are so in want
of regular procedure that any action they take is counteracted. This has been going on for so long that the practice
has become firmly established, and it is now quite impracticable to try to put Government orders into effect.
For example, after the Tientsin affair, discussions were held with the representatives of the various European
states to try to fmd some way of making sensible regulations governing their activities, so that we could patch
things up a bit and save the situation. Wen Chung-kung told me that written drafts had been made and submitted
to the various countries concerned, only for them to be treated with complete indifference. This was the
Memorandum in question.
I find that the religion of the Lord of Heaven\fn{ By which he means Roman Catholicism } dates from the time of
Moses. The religion gets its name from Jesus Christ. Several hundred years afterwards, the Islamic religion of
Arabia arose. More than 1,000 years later, Martin Luther found[ed] the Western religion, and the Protestant
religion came into being. Greece is the ancestor of European culture. The Greeks also established their own
interpretation of the teachings of Christ, thus forming the Greek Orthodox Church. Both these doctrines stem
from Moses. Roman Catholicism and Protestantism, both of which emanate from Jesus, are at loggerheads with
each other. Thus the Roman Pope explains the origin of Catholicism, pointing to its wide extension and antiquity
as an argument favouring the propagation of this religion (which is his own devotion). The Protestants do the
same. Among the religions of Europe there are those that are held in common by both ruler and people, while in
other countries ruler and people are of different religions, each venerating his own gods and not interfering with
anyone else. Only China enjoys the religion of the Sages, which is comprehensive and subtle and sets up no
territorial limits. Hence Buddhism, Roman Catholicism, and Islam have been disseminated throughout China; and
neither their rites, their beliefs, nor the open profession of these religions has been forbidden.
At the beginning of the T’ang dynasty,\fn{618-907AD} the worship of “Hsien-shen”, which is mentioned in the
tablet concerning the dissemination of Nestorianism, was already in existence. The monk, Ching-ching,\fn{The
Chinese name for Adam, a Persian monk of the Tai’ch’in monastery, who recorded the Nestgorian inscription he
is referring to} explaining that this term referred to “the God of Heaven”, said that this religion arose in
identify any of these officers”}
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\fn{Byzantium?} which means that it stems directly from Moses. The tablet says: “He set out the figure of
ten\fn{The cross} in order to establish the ultimate.”\fn{Kuo has misquoted the text, which should read: “He set out the figure of
ten in order to establish the four quarters” } Such is the origin of the Roman Catholic custom of setting up crosses. During
the Wan-li period\fn{1573-1620} of the Ming,\fn{1368-1644} Matteo Ricci\fn{A Jesuit missionary, who arrived in Macao in
1582} came out east, and Hsü Kuang-ch’i\fn{ aka Paul Hsü, 1562-1633} gave his house for a Roman Catholic
chapel.\fn{Again incorrect, though Paul Hsü did help Ricci buy a residence for his mission and later built a church on the west side of
his own house} The religion was propagated throughout the empire, yet did no harm. At the beginning of the Yungcheng period,\fn{1723-36} laws were made for the suppression of this religion and it was prohibited.\fn{ Hence fr
over 100 years, Christianity was relegated to the status of a secret society } Thirty years ago the prohibition of Roman
Catholicism was revoked. France, which reveres the Roman Catholic faith, sought by relying on her authority and
power to protect it.\fn{By 1853, Louis Napoleon had been persuaded that the protection of missionaries and the restoration of church
property must be an integral part of French policy in China } Thereupon robbers, bandits, and scoundrels hid themselves
among the Catholics so that they could defy the laws of the Government. So the power of the priests began to
extend itself. During the Tao-kuang\fn{ 1821-51} and Hsien-feng periods, the Government administration in
Kweichow and Szechwan fell into complete disorder. There were crowds of scoundrels there who were busy
perverting the laws of the land, while the missionaries were taking advantage of the situation to do just what they
liked. Thus the misery of these two provinces has been growing more pronounced.
So after the Tientsin affair, there had to be consultations with representatives of the European countries
concerned. It was pointed out that the mission stations were protecting their converts in every province and that
the people of Szechwan and Kweichow were being dragged through fire and water. Just the bare mention of a
missionary was enough to drive people wild and start them cursing and swearing, so that they were likely to seize
any chance at all to get their own back. The mission stations everywhere had become just so many sanctuaries for
criminals, who behaved wantonly, defied the law, and were a source of scandal and concern to honest people. Not
only have the missionaries failed in their original intention of establishing their religions in China, but I also fear
that when these facts are made known to the countries concerned, they will rouse the deepest shame.
There is an urgent necessity for a proclamation to the effect that no distinctions will ordinarily be made
between the adherents of the various religions, but that when it comes to matters of official business, the converts
will be judged along with the common people. Governors and Governors-General should strictly enjoin the
prefectural and district authorities to carry out these injunctions; whenever they fail to do so, they should be
censured and punished out of hand. Only when we are able to subdue the overbearing influence of these converts
will the government of their affairs be carried on without undue difficulty.
27 December
Our run at noon was 807 li; latitude 10.55 north. Our position was about south of the arm of the sea called the
Persian Gulf, into which the Indian Ocean flows after skirting Persia. The two Turkish rivers\fn{ Tigris and Euphrates;
Iraq did not as yet exist, Kuo and this note are alluding to the Ottoman Empire:H } flow into it. The sea is bordered by Persia and
Arabia. It is also called the Eastern Red Sea.
While I was discussing with Macartney the expert way in which the captain took his bearings, he told me that
in European countries there were Boards of Trade composed of high-ranking officials and nautical schools as
well. When the students have completed their studies, they have to sit for a Board of Trade examination. Those
who are placed at the top of the list are given master’s certificates. Those who come out below them are given
subordinate posts as officers. Everyone is given a grade. Those who are placed low on the list are examined again,
sometimes two or three times, for before you can be a captain you must rank high in the examination. Shipowners
are not allowed to make clandestine appointments of captains.
When a ship goes to sea, a surveyor from the Board of Trade inspects her capacity for freight and passengers to
see that they do not exceed her dimensions. It is forbidden to carry freight in excess of the registered capacity, or
passengers in excess of the number of cabins and beds. Those who transgress against these regulations are
punished.
When a ship is built, a high official from the Board of Trade inspects her to see whether the workmanship is
strong and the timbers good or shoddy. All this must be according to specification. After this the official
determines the number of years the ship may serve. It may be for ten or for twenty years; but if she does not come
up to specification she is condemned and is not allowed to go to sea. Any contravention of these rules is punished.
When a ship goes to sea, the number of hands employed and the amount of provisions on board are all fixed
according to the dimensions of the ship. If the ship does not have her full complement,\fn{ Of men and provisions} she
is not allowed to go to sea.

435

Every man has to receive a daily allowance of rice and salt and meat. The food he receives is a fixed amount.
If this allowance is not forthcoming, a penalty is imposed.
When a captain puts out to sea, the rewards and punishments to be meted out are all in his hands alone for the
duration of the voyage. Every day he records everything that has occurred in a log-book. If any dispute should
arise, the high officials of the Board of Trade decide the matter according to the entries in this log-book.
In Europe, commerce is the root of government. Their commercial regulations are orderly and dignified and
their methods are exact. So captains on the China run are all specially selected for their posts and have great
authority. From all this we can see that the European acquisition of wealth and power is not without a firm
foundation.
Today the wind, which has been blowing strongly for several days, was higher than ever.
28 December
Our run at noon was 792 li; latitude 11.26 north. We must be close to Arabia. Macartney said that outside the
Red Sea there was an island belonging to England called Socotra, 1,500 li from Aden. He estimated that as we
were something over 200 li distant from it and there was thus a wide stretch of sea in between, we should not be
able to see it. He also told me that there was an island called Perim 354 li outside the Red Sea. A French envoy
had arrived at Aden and announced that his government intended to occupy this island, which was no more than a
wasteland. While he was making plans for opening up this territory, the authorities at Aden informed the
Governor of Bombay of this in a dispatch. The Governor then sent off a dozen or so soldiers, who landed on the
territory by night and planted the English flag there. Two days later the French envoy arrived, only to see the
English flag flying there; so he returned downheartedly. Since Englishmen of all classes scheme with all their
might for the profit of their country, this nation is certain to prosper exceedingly.
Captain White showed me a timetable for the arrival and departure of English vessels at various ports,
beginning from 1 January of this year. According to this, the Peshawur was due to leave Ceylon on 25 December.
Now we actually left on the 7th day of the eleventh month, i.e. on 22 December by the Western calendar. We are
thus three days ahead of schedule. All the hundreds of vessels which come and go between the ports of the world
have their times fixed in this way. At the beginning of each year these are all classified and published in a table. If
you wish to go to such-and-such a place in such-and-such a month, you may see from this table what vessel you
must travel by; and so accurately are the multifarious details arranged that there is not the least fear of mistake.
Today a high wind is blowing and the weather is somewhat cooler. I find I can wear a light wadded jacket
again
29 December
Our run at noon was 864 li; latitude 12.16 north. In the morning we sighted Cape Guardafui, which means we
are now on the northern coast of the continent of Africa. At this point the Asian and African sea-routes converge.
From here our course turns at an angle into the Red Sea.
Macartney was saying that in European warfare captives are not killed. If they are officers, they carry their
commissions on their persons. When they are captured, they show their commissions and are then treated with the
courtesies due to officers. Food, drink, and lodging are provided for them in accordance with their rank.
Sometimes an agreement is made to release a prisoner on condition that he takes no further part in the hostilities.
If the prisoner is unwilling to agree to this, then he is put under restraint to prevent his escaping. When the war is
over he is released and sent home. Occasionally an officer who has been released under promise to take no further
part in the war asks to be given a command again. His commanding officer then reprimands him for his breach of
faith and very often he is cashiered. There is a general understanding among all states of Europe about the
reciprocation of treatment of prisoners: hence no breach of faith with the enemy is tolerated. For should a man
who has promised to take no further part in hostilities then be allowed to enlist for service again, the enemy would
cite his example in the case of prisoners captured later and would refuse to release them. This would not only
injure a great number of people but would also cause the country concerned to incur the stigma of want of faith
and breach of contract. So in this matter no one dares contravene the code. Here again we see that the good faith
and enlightened integrity of the states of Europe is very close to that of the ancients.
An English minister, the Revd. Vallings?, died on board, and the captain had the body put in a coffm, dressed
for burial, and cast into the sea. Since we were so close to Aden, his widow begged that the burial might take
place there. But the captain refused, saying that as in the case of death at sea the body was generally covered only
with a shroud, to have it placed in a coffin and dressed for burial was to show greater respect than usual: but that it
was immaterial whether the burial took place in earth or in water. So with their scriptures in their hands they
intoned the praises of the deceased and then cast him overboard.
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30 December
Our run at noon was 777 li; latitude 12.38 north. After sailing another 145½ li we arrived at Aden. Aden lies on
the coast of Arabia. (The Ying-huan chih-lüeh is at fault in calling it an island.) It stands on the brink of the sea, a
single mountain of bare rock. The English have built a fort at the furthest edge of the mountain. East and west,
two mountains project crosswise into the sea, with an anchorage for ships between them over ten li across. The
English have settled in this spot because they consider it the most advantageous position outside the entrance to
the Red Sea. The Europeans have built their houses all around the eastern mountain. Behind the mountain the
waters of the sea have swept in and formed a small lake. Another fort has been built there. There are three forts in
all, as well as guns placed along the coast. A military officer named Hunter came on board to pay us the
compliments of the Governor of Bombay, for this territory is also under the Bombay government.
There are over 8,000 Arab inhabitants; over 6,000 Indians; between 3,000 and 4,000 Africans, and 100 or more
Europeans of various nationalities. There are 1,000 native artisans working here. There are 2,000 troops stationed
here, comprising infantry, cavalry, and artillery, most of them Indians. This territory originally belonged to the
Arabs, but the English have settled here and made it an anchorage for ships coming and going along their ocean
routes. The Arabs are Muslims, fierce robbers much given to plunder and murder, whose actions can never be
foreseen. For this reason it is essential to keep a good number of troops stationed here. There is a fighting ship
here called the Borderer, the naval commander being named Albert.
It rains very little in Aden, but there is a great deal of sunshine. I discovered from asking Hunter that during the
six years he had been in Aden it had only rained three times. Small reservoirs have been constructed along the
sides of the hills to supply drinking-water. Every time it rains the water trickles into them without a drop being
wasted. The country produces ostriches which stand sixteen Chinese feet high with their necks stretched out. One
of their eggs will hold a peck. Their feathers are used as ornaments on the hats of European ladies.
31 December
We sailed at the ch’ou watch.\fn{1-3 a.m.} Our run at noon was 402 li; latitude 13.10 north, directly opposite
Mocha, the most thriving seaport on the eastern shore. The place produces coffee, which is exported to England,
America, and other countries. The hills along the coast are a reddish-brown colour, hence the name “Red Sea”.
The capital of Arabia is called Mecca and is the place where Islam took its rise. It too stands near the coast of the
Red Sea.
Today was a day of worship. There was singing, reading of the scriptures, and worship of the Heavenly Spirit.
By the Western calendar, today is the thirty-flrst day of the twelfth month and hence the last day of their year. In
China we call the equivalent day ch’u-jih or “the day of passing away”.
1 January 1877
Raining. Our run at noon was 771 li; latitude 16.46 north, in Arabian waters. At times we caught sight of lofty
mountains byond the sea in Abyssinia,\fn{ Ethiopia:H} a barbarian country. Both sides of the Red Sea are inhabited
by Muslims, with the exception of the Abyssinians who profess the Western religion and form a separate tribe
having no commercial dealings with the other states. A year or so ago the English sent troops to invade the
country because the Abyssinians had imprisoned an English subject.\fn{The British consul, together with some
other British subjects and some European missionaries.} They entered Magdala, the capital, and killed the king in
the course of the fighting that ensued.\fn{ Theodore II actually committed suicide } After having set up another
king,\fn{The vacant throne was contested by three claiments, the chief of Tigre province eventually triumphing over the others and ruling
as John IV (1872-1889)} the troops went home. The military commander on this occasion was Lord Napier, the
present Governor of Gibraltar.
Today is the European New Year’s Day, but they have no congratulatory ceremonies. I have heard that today
the English Queen is to be raised in status to Empress of India. All the Indian princes are to assemble in the city of
Delhi in northern India, to offer their congratulations. The various Muslim tribes of the Western Regions will
come there from afar, as well as Buddhists from Bhutan. The Gurkhas, the rulers of Punjab, and Kashmir, as well
as the King of Siam in the South Seas, will all send envoys with congratulatory addresses. The king of Bhutan
will be there in person, thus making a full gathering of the princes of India. There will be more than 1,000
elephants in ranks. All the states under English rule will fire their great cannon, sing “Long Live the Queen” and
let off fireworks.
A fellow passenger, an English merchant named Stevenson, told me that over 3,000 mu of land in India had
been planted with tea. In China, the tea-plantations yield two hundred catties a mu. In India, three times the
number of tea-bushes are cultivated and this amount is being increased annually. Over the last twenty years the
yield of tea has been 30,000,000 pounds. I found on enquiry that the tea-planting region is Assam in the northeast
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of Bengal. The Ying-huan chih-lüeh states that the annual yield of tea is over 200,000 catties, but this amount has
by now increased more than a hundredfold.
2 January
Our run at noon was 723 li; latitude 20.23 north. The captain told me that the Red Sea was about 500 li wide.
From time to time we sighted islands which are not marked on the map. The only island recorded by the Yinghuan chih-lüeh is Massawa,\fn{In Eritrea; but it is not an island} which belongs to Arabia. In recent years the English
have taken possession of Perim: but there are a great many small islands here which have not been cultivated and
belong to no one. Even European atlases do not mention their names.
Since we left Aden, the weather has gradually become cooler as we have drawn further away from the equator
every day. The reason for the great heat of the Red Sea is that the African coast to the south is all sandy,
uninhabited desert, where the sun scorching down on the sand and rocks raises a burning heat. This is wafted
across by the south wind, and the steaming atmosphere is driven over the Red Sea. In autumn and winter the north
wind abates the heat. Ch’ung Ti-shan, the Junior Guardian of the Heir Apparent, is of the opinion that the
oppressive heat from the Red Sea is not dissipated even during the depth of winter. It seems to me he has not
properly studied this question.
While I was in Singapore, I obtained copies of The Times and while in Ceylon I got hold of a copy of another
newspaper. All of them contained several articles on the present negotiations between China and England. I
handed them over to Te-tsai-ch’u and Feng K’uei-chiu, who have translated them with the assistance of Hillier.
Since the three principles of foreign affairs, national standing, and proper\fn{ I.e., diplomatic} method are involved,
these articles will enable us to learn something of the European standpoint and grasp their methods of handling
affairs. I then ordered Liu Ho-po, Chang T’ing-fan, and Huang Yü-p’ing to write three memorials on this subject,
abridging any matters that might prove offensive.
From the Northern Sung dynasty\fn{960-1127} onwards, troubles on our frontiers increased daily, and those
who discussed border conflicts became so rash and importunate that the government had nowhere to hide itself for
shame. Master Ch’eng, the great Confucian scholar, during a discussion of the five things that had been best
performed under the Southern Sung,\fn{1127-1279} remarked that one of them was to have treated the Yi and the
Ti\fn{Names used vaguely to denote the non-Chinese tribes of the east and the north } with complete sincerity. Before the
Northern Sung, our statesmen were still broad-minded. Hence it is said in the Book of Mencius:
“Those who delight in Heaven use a small state to serve a great one.”
Mencius then goes on to quote the example of T’ang serving Ko and King Wen serving the Hun barbarians as
examples of those who delight in Heaven. When Han Kao-tsu was besieged in P’ing-ch’eng\fn{ 200 BC} he sent an
envoy to the barbarians to make peace through a marriage. T’ang T’ai-tsung\fn{ Reigned 626-49} yielded to the Gök
Turks for expediency’s sake. The glorious founder of the dynasty did not consider this a disgrace.
From the beginning to the end of the T’ang dynasty, when the Uighurs and the T’u-fan were treated cordially,
we bore suffering in patience and endured shame. In this way our rulers protected the country and kept the people
happy. The custom of regarding the Yi and the Ti as great evils and peaceful relations with them as a flagrant
disgrace really began only with the Southern Sung. The effects of this policy became apparent during the
declining years of the Sung and Ming dynasties.
The kingdoms of Europe date back for some 2,000 years. Their governmental and educational systems are
well-ordered, enlightened, and methodical. They are completely different from such upstart dynasties as the
Liao\fn{947-1125} and the Chin\fn{1122-1234} which suddenly sprang up and as suddenly declined. They have
come to China merely for trade, yet have already firmly entrenched themselves there. They keep pushing forward
and oppressing us. Since their knowledge and their strength are both pre-eminent, we must study ways of dealing
with them.
To engage in such discussions cannot be called appeasement. There are those who baselessly talk of
appeasement in order to intimidate the Court. With gaping mouths and bulging eyes, they seek their own gratifications, even going so far in their discussions as to say that they would rather see the state destroyed and the dynasty
overthrown than talk of peace. Many times have I heard such words spoken in the capital. Duke Shao’s admonition to King Ch’eng said:
“Pray that the Mandate of Heaven may last for ever.”
He who prays to Heaven in fear and trembling will be willing to restrain himself and humble himself, for he
has set his heart on the tranquillity of the people and the preservation of the state. I certainly never expected that
the Sung and Ming literati would do as much harm as they have done by the transmission of their doctrines and
discussions; Liu Ho-po has remarked that those who discuss European affairs only see one side of the truth. I
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personally think that we must look at every side of the truth. If we see only one side, we are looking at this from a
selfish standpoint. What we call truth is none other than something that must be applied both to ourselves and to
others. Then what we do will be right and what we practise will be correct. When we extend this to others, our
hearts will be peaceful and we will have hold of the truth. Once we have put this into practice, then the empire
will be at peace.
Those who have obtained office will carry out their duties through such practices and shoulder their
responsibilities without entertaining any doubts. Those who have not obtained office will understand the truth and
recognize it in their hearts, and will not dare to be presumptuous. It is the task of the great officers to honour their
lord and protect the people.
What is the use of leading the country to be vainglorious? A vainglorious man is a foolish man. If an ordinary
man were to behave in such a way as these do in society, then his fellows would be angry with him and the
demons and spirits would punish him. Can one discuss affairs of state with people like these? To act in this way is
to stray very far from the truth.
I am a very stupid man; yet I shall not spare myself from contending with such people at the top of my voice,
speaking to them harshly in order to bring them to their senses. I hope to enlist the aid of all scholarly and
intelligent gentlemen in bearing this testimony.
3 January
Our run at noon was 756 li; latitude 23.57 north. Early in the morning we passed Mecca, the capital of Arabia,
which lies about one day’s journey from the sea. On the African coast to the south lay Nubia, another Muslim
country. This country is under the control of Egypt.
At Singapore, which is not far from the equator, the length of the day was about the same as it is during the
spring and autumn equinoxes in China. Since we entered the Red Sea and have been sailing northwards, the day is
becoming the same length as it was before.\fn{ I.e., when we left Singapore} The length of the day is diminishing,
while the nights are growing correspondingly longer. There is rather more than two hours’ difference in time
between here and China, while at London the difference is over four hours.\fn{ Peking is eight hours ahead of Greenwich
Mean Time, not four} For in the extreme west of the globe we naturally see the sun a little later.
Te Tsai-ch’u has been examining the flags of all the nations, and gives the following summary of what he has
found:\fn{A summary is on the whole accurrate except that it consistently fails to distinguish between national flags, naval flags, and
merchantile ensigns}
The American flag is oblong and divided horizontally into 13 stripes, six white and seven red. The section
nearest the flagpole has a blue ground with thirty-seven gold stars embroidered on it. The country is divided into
thirty-seven states, which are symbolized on the flag. The Union flag is bright blue with thirty-seven stars set
round it.
The Russian flag is oblong, the front half being white with a diagonal blue cross on it. The rear half is divided
horizontally into three stripes, white, blue and red.4
The Swedish flag is blue, with a yellow cross on it. In the right-hand corner, near the flagpole, is another cross
with the horizontal arms yellow and the vertical arms blue, with white edges. The parts around the cross are each
divided into two parts, red and blue.
The German flag is a white oblong with a black cross on it. The arms of the cross are divided into five stripes,
three black and two white. In the centre of the cross is a black-framed escutcheon with a golden oriole on it. The
upper rectangle in the right-hand angle of the cross, next to the flagpole, is divided horizontally into three stripes,
black, white and red. In the centre of these is another black cross, with a white border.
The Danish flag is a red oblong with a white cross on it.
The French flag is an oblong divided vertically into three parts. The part nearest the flagpole is blue, the
outside red, the middle white.
The English flag is a blue oblong. On one quarter, the upper corner next to the flagpole, there are two crosses,
one rectangular and one diagonal with a white edge, like a six-petalled flower.
The Spanish flag is an oblong with five rectangular stripes, three yellow and two red.
The Austrian flag is an oblong divided horizontally into three sections. The upper and lower parts are red and
the middle white. Right in the centre of the upper band is a golden royal ceremonial hat\fn{ I.e., a crown}
surrounded by twelve silver stars. In the very centre of the middle section is an escutcheon, of which the upper
and lower sections are red and the middle white. This escutcheon has a yellow border.
The Italian flag is an oblong divided vertically into three sections. The middle is white, the left-hand side red,
the right-hand side green. In the middle is a red escutcheon with a blue border and a white cross on it.
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The Portuguese flag is an oblong, the left half white and the right half blue. There is a red ground in the centre
on which is a golden royal crown. Below the crown is a small escutcheon with a yellow border. At the top and
down the two edges of the escutcheon are seven small yellow turrets. In the middle is another small, white
escutcheon in the centre of which are five small blue squares in the form of a cross.
The Belgian flag is an oblong divided vertically into three sections: the middle one yellow, the left one red, the
right one black.
The Dutch flag is an oblong divided horizontally into three sections: the middle one white, the upper one
yellow, the lower one blue.
The Greek flag is an oblong divided horizontally into nine stripes, four white and five blue. On the upper half
next to the flagpole there is a quadrangle with a blue ground on which is blazoned a white cross.
The Turkish flag is a red oblong. On the upper half nearest the flagpole there is a red quadrangle bordered with
white, in the middle of which is a white star.
The Mexican flag is an oblong divided vertically into three sections: the middle white, the left red, the right
green.
The Peruvian flag is an oblong divided vertically into three bands: the middle white, the right and left both red.
The Egyptian flag is a green oblong with a white crescent moon in the centre of it.
The Persian flag is an oblong with a white centre bordered with green. In the centre is a yellow lion holding a
blue sword in its left forefoot, and bearing on its back a sun emitting golden rays.
The Japanese flag is a white oblong with a red sun in the centre.
The Siamese flag is a red oblong with a white elephant in the centre.
The Swiss flag is a red oblong with a thick, white cross in the centre.
The flag of the Spiritual Ruler of the Roman Religion\fn{ I.e. the Papal States} is a white oblong. In the centre of
this is a large ornament which looks like two keys interlocking and forming a cross. On top of this a golden,
ornamented crown rests on a blue background. Underneath is an oval figure with a gold border, the inside of
which is divided into four parts, two with obtuse angles. There are two golden lions on a blue ground; two red
bands and two white, the upper and lower bands to left and right differing in length. Underneath this there are two
branches with flowers and leaves curving upwards to the rings of the keys. Under the keys is an ear of wheat.
Under the cross and branches there are flying ribbons, red in colour.
Every country has different flags for its warships and its merchantmen. The rank of the officer commanding
the warship is also denoted by the colour and number of the marks on the flag. Small states and dependent
territories also sometimes have different flags and pennons. But it is difficult to distinguish these clearly, so I shall
refrain from giving details of these. The important thing is that all these flags are oblong and flown horizontally.
Since the flagpole is vertical the flag is horizontal. Hence the horizontal dimension forms the length of the flag
while the upright strip forms the vertical part. The horizontal length is about seven or eight feet, while the vertical
height is about four or five feet. In general, flags flown from the mastheads of ships are longer vertically and
shorter horizontally than others. Because it flies in the full force of the wind up at the masthead, the length of the
flag is fastened to the flagstaff to prevent the wind from wrapping it around the mast. Sometimes warships fly
long flags which are divided at the end like a fish-tail. There are also flags which taper away to a point; flags in
the form of triangles; and triangular flags divided into two at the apex. The flags are all more or less squarish in
form, the acute angles never being formed by oblique lines.
In case of sickness, a yellow flag is flown. When the ship arrives at port it has to wait until a doctor comes
aboard and until then the people on the ship are forbidden to go ashore. Every sea-going nation observes this rule.
When we come to examine the nine flags mentioned in the Chou Li we fmd that those made of one piece of
silk are all of one colour, while those made of several pieces joined are of all five colours interspersed. The Erhya says:
:”A full length pennon of eight feet is called chao. The divided streamer added to the end of the pennon is
called p’ei.
Now Cheng K’ang-ch’eng\fn{The most famous of the Han commentators on the Classics} says that the divided streamer
added to the end of a pennon was shaped like a swallow-tail. This is like the long European flag with its divergent
points. Yet the Europeans were certainly not influenced by our ancients. It is just that the spontaneity of Heaven
and Earth makes no distinction between China and the rest of the world when it comes to questions of design. The
nine flags\fn{Of the Chou Li} were distinguished by their dimensions. All of them were oblong in shape. None of
these ancient flags had oblique edges; but when they were formed to acute angles this was simply because it made
them more convenient to roll and unroll.
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When the flags of our nation are cut to acute angles this makes them unsuitable for a model of respect. I think
that the ancient Chinese flags all had fringes, though these have now disappeared. This would explain the origins
of their borders.
When we send embassies to Europe we should naturally avoid doing anything which they may regard as
objectionable. We should use fringes of red silk on our flags and follow the ancient model in having images of
mounting and descending dragons on them. I am keeping these notes for future consultation in case the question
of the patterns of our own flags should be raised.
4 January
Our run at noon was 726 li; latitude 27.32 north. By now the sea has gradually grown narrower. Close at hand
on either side are mountainous coasts. From time to time we sight islands almost touching the coastline. I realize
that now we are in the waters of Mai-hsi, which Europeans call Egypt. The farther end of this sea divides into two
branches. The eastern outlet is called Aqaba and belongs to Arabia. The Western outlet is called Suez and belongs
to Egypt.
Each is several tens of li across at the place where they divide, with a great mountain between called Mount
Sinai. This is traditionally said to be the spot where Moses founded the religion of the Ten Commandments. A
little to the east lies Turkish Judea. This is what the History of the T’ang Dynasty refers to as Fu-lin.\fn{The Chinese
name for Byzantium, the Eastern Roman Empire } It is the native land of Moses. European culture has its origins in Egypt.
Judea is where the founders of the Christian religion came from.\fn{ The T’ang histories record four embassies from the
Roman Empire to China, between 643 and 719}
The biography of Pan Ch’ao in the History of the Eastern Han\fn{25-220AD} records that he sent Kan Ying on
an expedition to Ta Ch’in. When he arrived at the Crimea, he came to the sea. But when he wanted to cross over
to reach the western borders of Parthia, the sailors prevented him from going with tales of how vast the sea was.
Ta Ch’in is present day Rome, which is part of Italy. An-hsi is now Persia. T'iao-chih is now Arabia. The sea at
which he arrived is the present-day Mediterranean. During the Han dynasty this country belonged to T’iao-chih,
while the western boundary of Persia came right up to the Mediterranean. During the Han and T’ang dynasties
and even earlier, Europeans trading with China got no farther than the farthest eastern boundary of the Roman
empire. Communication between An-hsi and T'iao-chih on the one hand and China on the other, was first effected
about the beginning of the Western Han dynasty.\fn{ 206BC-25AD} These countries were those which had the
earliest contact with the East and were culturally highly cultivated. Wherever there is motivation enough,
civilization will certainly manifest itsel£ These Egyptian hieroglyphics, said to be the origin of European writing,
are indeed a spontaneous creation of Heaven and earth.
5 January
By the mao watch\fn{5-7 a.m.} we had run 513 li and reached the port of the bay of Suez, where Asia and
Africa are joined by a single thread about three hundred li long, between the Red Sea and the Mediterranean.
In the third yea of the T’ung-chih period\fn{ 1864}, Ferdinand de Lesseps, a Frenchman, used machines to start
digging a ship canal sixty feet wide and not more than thirty feet deep. The work was completed in seven years at
a cost of seventy or eighty million dollars. Merchants from many European countries took shares in the enterprise.
As the territory belongs to Egypt, she was given one third of the shares. All ships going through the canal pay a
toll, and the profits are divided among the shareholders. In the thirteenth year of T'ung-chih,\fn{1874} Egypt sold
shares worth 12,000,000 dollars to England. Because of this, the amount of shares taken up by the English,
including both the government and private holdings, amounts to about half the total. A railway runs to the
Egyptian market-town of Suez, some eight li away.
Accompanied by Liu Yün-sheng, Li Ch’un-chai, Liu Ho-po, Chang T’ing-fan, Te Tsai-ch’u, and Feng K’ueichiu, I made a trip on it to see what it was like. When we arrived in Suez we spent a short time at a European
business house, the manager of which was named Taylor. Both the European houses and the native dwellings are
mostly built of mud-brick, and all have flat roofs. The place cannot compare for business with the seaports of
Europe.
The local people wear long gowns without lapels, Their heads are swathed in cloth. The women cover their
heads with a cloth fastened in front. Over the nose they wear a cane fastening which fits on a button attached to
the tip of the nose. Only their eyes remain uncovered. Even beggars are dressed like this.
There is only one well of drinking water here. A Frenchman has laid out a garden in the neighbourhood which
has water brought to it by machinery from five li away. Since we could not visit this place, we hired a small boat
and went back to the port. Here we saw two dredgers and went up to have a look at them. This one is a device
consisting of two boats joined together, with a machine over thirty feet high set on top of them. In the middle is an
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iron bridge six or seven feet across. The two boats are set far enough apart to accommodate the bridge. By raising
and lowering the bridge it can be made to descend over ten feet into the water. For taking up the mud, there are
over thirty iron baskets which turn around the bridge on pulleys like the “dragon-bone”\fn{Square-pallet chainpump trough} of a water-wheel. The top of the bridge is connected with an iron cistern, by the side of which is an
iron gutter about fifty or sixty feet in length. This projects horizontally and is kept up by iron pillars. On either
side is a fence made of meshed iron, like an openwork trellis. As the mud is scooped up, it passes to the top of the
bridge, is shot into the iron cistern and then sent flowing along the iron gutter until it comes out again. What a
marvellous display of earth-lifting machines! Each of these consists of a mechanism over thirty feet high set on a
boat. By the side of each machine is a very wide, short iron pipe. Macartney said that these machines are used
especially for scooping up sand, but I fear that I must disagree. I suspect that they use them for digging out the
earth on both banks of the canal that it is not necessary to cart away. The boats work in pairs to assist each other.
Close at hand to the left stands a stone statue of a man, over ten feet high. It is said to be that of a Frenchman
named Thomas Waghorn, who lived two centuries ago.\fn{ Waghorn (1800-1850) was an English naval lieutenant, and the
romotor of the overland route to India, who established a regular caravan service between Cairo and Suez, turning a once dangerous route
into a secure highway; it was de Lesseps who instigated the erection of the statue } He was the first to ascertain the distance

between the two seas, so the statue has been raised to commemorate him.
The Red Sea derives its name from the colour of its coasts. The reflection of the evening sun on the stony hills
makes them glow red and purple, like a picture painted with rouge. This is certainly a strange sight!
6 January
The captain has been waiting for the S.S. Venetia, from Bombay, which has just arrived this morning, at the
hai watch.\fn{9-11 a.m.} These steamers all run to scheduled times. The Venetia was running from Bombay to
Alexandria. Those who are scheduled to take passage for London are transferred here. Since she was overdue, we
had to wait for her.
Hillier has gone on by train to Alexandria, where he will join the steamer for Brindisi, in Italy. From there he
can reach London by rail in three days, so he left us at once. We have received a telegram from the Company’s
London Office informing me that J. D. Campbell, with the help of an official letter from Sir Robert Hart, the
Inspector-General of Customs, had already rented a house for us in Pordand Place, all complete with the
necessary furniture. On hearing this, I wrote a letter to Campbell, which I entrusted to Hillier.
We sailed at the yu watch.\fn{5-7 p.m.} After leaving the port of Suez, we entered the newly-opened canal. It is
barely large enough to accommodate a single vessel; but along its course are several lakes in which ships going
through can pass each other when they meet. Mile-posts have been set up along the banks of the canal to show the
distance travelled. A telegraph wire runs along the southern bank of the canal, and every ten li or so there are
wooden huts for the telegraph operators. By the side of the canal, at intervals of several li, or several tens of li, as
well as at the entrance and the exit, balls as big as gourds are hung up on poles to act as signals. When a ship is
coming from the east, her arrival is announced at the western entrance, whereupon these balls are hung up to
inform eastward-bound vessels that they must make room by stopping at some convenient place to wait for the
other ships. When ships arrive from the west, the fact is announced in the same way.
No vessel may travel at night. As the canal is just wide enough to hold one ship, it is free from all blockages
and hubbub. At night ships have to stop their engines and wait in the wider parts of the canal. In all this they
follow fixed rules which no one dare break.
Today we have travelled thirty-six li and are anchored in the Little Bitter Lake.
7 January
At the beginning of the mao watch.\fn{5-7 a.m.} we weighed anchor. When we entered the Great Bitter Lake—
also known as the Salt Lake—we were informed that a vessel named the S.S. Hampton had already come through
the western entrance. So we stopped our engines and waited. We then passed through Lakes Tussum and
Serapeum and entered Lake Timsah. Here we crossed by the head of another vessel and passed two ships, one
named Galley of Lorne and the other named Tigre. At the side of the lake was a dredger.
At noon we passed Ismailia, half-way through the canal. The railway to Alexandria runs through this place,
which is a busy market-town. When we entered the Suez Canal we had taken on a pilot, who had to be replaced
when we got to Ismailia. Yet we did not have to stop, for when we looked out we saw the steam launch of the
Company’s pilot coming towards us from the town.
On entering the canal again we saw the palace of the Empress of France. In the ninth year of T’ungchih,\fn{1870} when the canal was completed, the Pasha of Egypt sent out invitations to the sovereigns of every
country,\fn{Some 6,000 guests were invited} requesting their presence at the opening. The kings of Italy and Austria
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both put in an appearance. The Emperor of France sent the Empress, for whom a travelling-lodge was erected by
the side of the canal. This is still standing there, perfectly preserved.
The canal has been growing narrower, with sand heaped up on both sides of us to a height of over 100 feet.
Ships going through the canal are no more than a few feet away from its banks. There are many bays and
indentations. We passed through another small lake called Ballah and reached Lake Manzala, where we anchored.
Today, Sunday, we have travelled 220 li.
8 January
At the beginning of the mao watch we weighed anchor and sailed fifty-four li to Port Said. On the northern
bank stood a dredging machine and a sand-pressing machine. On the south bank stood two more dredging
machines and a crane. Since the digging of the canal, the sand has been drifting across to the river Nile, where it
piles itself up, sifting several feet deeper every year. The captain told me that a lighthouse which formerly stood
on the coast overlooking the sea is now 700 paces away from it, owing to the sand that has been washed up by the
tide. Because of this, long piers made of heaped-up stones have been constructed, which project into the sea from
both sides of the canal at its mouth, to break the force of the waves and keep back the sand. The pier on the
northern side is over 680 yards long; while the one on the southern side is several times more lengthy and looks
like a long bridge floating far out among the waves. Since stone cannot be found in the desert, a machine has been
used to compress the sand, into oblong blocks about seven or eight feet long and over two feet in height and
thickness.\fn{They weighed 22 tons each and were manufactured on the spot from a mixture of sand and lime } These bear an
English inscription stating how many li the pier extends. All in all, this is a fme example of how the strength of
man can combat the forces of nature.
In the town of Port Said there are tall houses ranged in rows. I discovered on enquiry that these had been newly
built since the opening of the canal. On the banks of the canal stands a water-pump which brings Nile water from
the south for the people to drink. There is a gas-works which suppliea gas for the houses and street lights in the
town. There is also a cylindrical reservoir of red wood, measuring several tens of feet in circumference around the
top, standing on a circular mound, and a gasometer which has a separate iron-framed cover over its top.
On the summit of a hill to the east of the town I noticed a windmill revolving in the wind like a fly-wheel. At
the furthest end of the town, where it touches the coast, stands a lighthouse, fifty or sixty feet high, looking like a
square pillar. At night the lamp is lit for the guidance of ships at sea.
From a vendor of pictures of Egyptian antiquities we bought a number of plates, among which were two views
of Cleopatra’s Needle. This is a quadrangular stone-pillar, seventy or eighty feet high, each of the four sides of
which are over seven feet across. Macartney acquired a front view of it while Liu Yiin-sheng got views of the
back and left side. On each side is an inscription, whose upper line consists of pictures of three birds. Beneath
this, the inscription is divided into three columns, each column containing over ten characters. Each character is
two feet and more in height, and looks very much like the writing on our bells and tripods, as well as different
forms of our ancient, seal characters. Huang Yü-ping made a copy of them for me. Many of them are surrounded
by a square cartouche, like the characters on our stone drums. For example, we have:
, while the character
appears as often as four or five times. Some hieroglyphics look like birds, thus: ; while others look like horses,
thus: . There are also others which merely represent a horse’s head, while still others resemble an eyebrow or an
eye, as for example:
. Some resemble claws, like . Among those resembling our seal characters
are
.\fn{I regret I cannot reproduce these names with the present format:H }
The date of the pillar is uncertain. The tradition in Egypt is that in ancient times there lived a wise empress
named Cleopatra. Since the top of the stone pillar is pointed, it is eulogized as Cleopatra’s Needle. Ni-te-erh
means “needle”.
We may thus see that the invention of writing cannot be traced back further than the “Images” and “Logical
Combinations”. When writing was invented in Egypt, it was based on exactly the same principles as in China. In
China, as writing has developed, the differences between the six categories of script\fn{ Images, indicative symbols,
phonetic compounds, logical combinations, turnings, borrowings } have become obscured. Similarly, the twenty-six letters of
the European alphabet represent only the phonetic class, while the “Images” and the “Logical Combinations”
have been lost by now.\fn{ “Images” is the name given to Chinese characters which are basically sketches representing objects;
“Logical Combinations” are formed by bringing two or more of these sketches into a logical relationship, the resulting compound having a
metaphorical meaning}

This stone pillar is not far from Cairo, the capital of Egypt. I have heard that a great many characters of more
or less similar form may still be found in the port of Alexandria.
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At the beginning of the wei watch,\fn{1 p.m.} we weighed anchor and sailed into the Mediterranean sea. This is
a place where three continents converge—Asia, Europe and Africa. The Mediterranean is bounded on the north by
Europe and on the south by Africa. Central and Eastern Turkey stretch northwestwards for a distance of 2,000 li,
forming the remote western boundary of Asia. The Europeans have divided the territory around this single sea into
three continents; but this is also one of the great natural boundaries of our world.
At night we twice sighted a lighthouse on the coast to the south. Later we passed the Nile, which flows into the
sea through three mouths, at Damietta, Rosetta and Alexandria. The captain has told us we are still over 100 li
from Alexandria.
9 January
Our run at noon was 789 li; latitude 32.51 north. It was rainy and oppressively hot, with occasional glimpses of
sunshine. As the sun sank westwards a rainbow appeared in the east, several tens of feet in length. We are over a
degree higher in latitude than Shanghai, but you could never guess it was winter.
The captain showed us a Port Said newspaper which reported that delegates from England, Russia, and other
countries had convened to discuss the military situation in Serbia on behalf of Turkey. The Sultan of Turkey has
been unwilling to divide the country up but is inclined to institute major reforms in the government which would
bring it nearer the European model, such as convening a popular assembly and instituting a parliament, setting up
officials charged with special responsibilities, and establishing courts to settle the people’s suits within a defmite
period of time. But the most important of all these articles is that providing for those in authority to make no
distinction between Muslim and non-Muslim Turkish nationals, so that the people might practise any religion they
please, whether the Turkish, the Protestant, or the Catholic, each at his own discretion, without let or hindrance.
In my opinion, the Sultan of Turkey should bear a repentant heart. Would that the trouble were settled.
Macartney believes that it all depends on how he behaves, for the disturbances cannot be settled by simply
issuing a proclamation or sending out orders to appease the people. His words have the smack of truth about them.
As you sail west from Port Said, Turkey lies to the north, while to the south lies Tripoli, which is also a
dependency of Turkey.
10 January
Our run at noon was 840 li; latitude 34.4 north. A gale, which eventually became unbearable, has left me
prostrate. In the Mediterranean, with islands all around us, the wind and waves in their rush and eddy make the
force\fn{Of the sea} stronger than ever.
Captain White said that the English commander Nares got as far as latitude 83 north in his expedition to the
North Pole. He cut his way through the ice for 1,200 li, till he met with towering mountains of ice through which
no road could be cut, or at the most only one li or so of the roughest of tracks. For over 140 days they did not see
the sun. Many of the sailors in the expedition fell sick. When their resources were exhausted they returned. It now
appears that the cause of the sickness was the lack of fruit; and the Admiralty has been blamed for not providing
enough fruit-juice for their stores to last out the voyage. They have resolved to organize another expedition in
order to explore those frozen seas thoroughly.
According to the captain, there are people living on the ice who carve out houses for themselves from the very
ice, using snow for the doors and sealing up the entrance once they are inside. They catch fish and hunt animals to
provide themselves with food and clothing. They clothe themselves with the skins of deer and use them as mats
when they sleep. When they go fishing, they bore through the ice for anything up to 100 feet or so. When the fish
find an opening in the ice at which they can breathe, they all crowd together under the hole. The hunters then
catch them with a piece of iron fashioned into a blade and lashed to a long pole with a hook attached. They use
fish-oil for fuel, burning it at night to give light. As for their dwellings, they move their igloos about in order to
hunt and catch fish and animals, just as the Mongols wander around with their herds. It is not so extraordinary
when one reflects that all this takes place in a sadly desolate region!
Today we passed Greece to westward. The sea of Marmora off Eastern Turkey, marks the border between Asia
and Europe. Greece lies across this strategic area. We have now reached the border of Europe.
11 January
Our run at noon was 804 li; latitude 35.24 north. The English used to hold the Ionian islands, to the west of
Greece. At that time Greece belonged to Turkey; but since her people found Turkish rule oppressive, they revolted
and took to arms. The English seized this opportunity to take possession of the islands. Later, England, France,
and Russia undertook to protect Greece and support her claim for independence. A few years later, England
returned the islands to Greece: for the Ionian islands are so close to Greece, with their forts all facing the
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mainland, that Greece could never feel secure. Moreover, as the territory was of no strategic importance, the
English did not want to start a dispute over them. Today we passed these islands and reached the border of Italy.
12 January
By the ch’ou watch\fn{1-3 a.m.} we had sailed 384 li and reached the island of Ma-erh-ta Malta, in latitude 37
north. To the north lies the Italian island of Sicily. It stands opposite. the capital of Tripoli, which lies to the south.
The island of Malta is shaped like a mortar, with a mountain in the centre that is encircled on all four sides. The
island measures forty-five li from north to south and thirty li from east to west, with projecting spurs. There are
four or five bays for anchorage. The island possesses a machine factory, which has eleven forts set around it. It is
England’s most important strong-point in the Mediterranean. Originally it belonged to France\fn{ Who annexed them
—there are several islands belonging to Malta—from Venice in 1797 }; but the English settled here and took possession of
it.\fn{After a long seige, in 1800} Warhips from every port put in here for repairs.
The governor of this territory, General Sir Charles T. Van Straubenzee, sent two military attaches, Nares and
Dawson, to meet me with a carriage. A salute of fifteen guns was fired from the fort. We passed two heavy gun
emplacements on our way to Government House, which is an imposing and spacious residence. The streets of the
town\fn{Valleta, the capital of the now independent country of Malta:H } are clean, and in good order; the houses, of five or
six storeys, stand closely together, the one overlooking the other, like the teeth of a comb. They have a quite
different air about them from those of Ceylon or Aden.
When we arrived\fn{At Government House} we found a gathering of officers there, the highest in rank being
Rear-Admiral W. E. Luard and General J. T. Grant. Governor Van Straubenzee, a white-haired man of sixty or so,
spent many years in Kuangtung. His lady, who is also very intelligent, detained us to drink wine. Afterwards, they
came with us on a stroll. Close by and to the left is a fort containing 120 guns, six of them weighing eighteen tons
a piece. (A ton is equal to 1,800 catties, which would make its weight equivalent to 32,400 catties.) The body of
the gun measures over ten feet in circumference. One of the forts stands high up on the crest of a hill. This fort
held three enormous guns, but we had no time to go and inspect them. (One gun weighed thirty-six tons, while the
other two weighed twenty-five tons each.) In front of, each gun stood a pile of several hundred shells, ready for
defence in case an enemy should appear.
There are 6,000 soldiers on defence service and three ironclads stationed here. One was named H.M.S.
Devastation,\fn{An iron turret-ship of 9,387 tons} one H.M.S. Hotspur,\fn{An ironclad ram, 5,444 tons} and one H.M.S.
Rupert. In view of the recent Turkish troubles, troops have been moved here to stand guard against Russia.
Therefore, there are twenty-five British ironclads in the Gulf of Nauplia in Greece.
Government House is reached by a winding staircase. It has been laid out on a grand scale, with two audiencehalls. One of them is lined with mirrors, the other with sixteen large tapestries, executed in the western style, each
of them over ten feet long, depicting lions, elephants, and other strange beasts, all represented in a most life-like
fashion. There is also a long gallery containing ancient weapons such as knives, swords, muskets, and clubs,
which are hung around the four walls. There is one of the earliest cannons ever made, wrought of iron with a
lining of brass, bound with cord and lacquered over. Above this hang several score small guns, framed by four
swivel guns which look rather like gingalls, each over ten feet long and made of wrought iron. They are breechloaders, almost like the modem military weapons, though they were made over 300 years ago. This made me
realize that the European breech-loading musket was already in use in the middle of the the Ming dynasty. There
are also over ten stone cannons, each as large as a peck in circumference. In the centre\fn{ Of the gallery} stand five
glass cases. One contains knives and axes taken as spoils of war from the Maltese aborigines by the Muslim
Arabs, when they were in their first flush of power. A case contains revolving trumpets also used by the Muslim
Arabs. Another case holds prayer-books used by priests 700 years ago. Yet another contains the seal and ribbon of
the kings of Malta, along with various documents. The last one holds ancient pottery: innumerable bottles, curled
tubes, and jars all decorated with painted patterns and made from some coarse, light material.
From the stone staircase we circulated through several galleries, in shape like our raised pathways. Their sides
were lined with figures of ancient warriors clad in armour and holding weapons in their hands. These are also to
be found in the armoury, in the centre of which stands a square pillar bearing a bust of the French ruler Napoleon
I.
I learned on enquiry that there were two high schools on the island and thirty-four primary schools. There are
two prisons, one of which is reserved for the military. Since there are over 6,000 troops on the island, billeted
among the local people, some trouble is inevitable. As the captain was pressing us to leave at once, we could not
go to look at the prisons.
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Governor Straubenzee told me there were a great number of antiquities on the island, which made me greatly
regret that I could not linger for a day or so to go with him to see them. We weighed anchor during the wei watch.
13 January
The day was rainy and windy. Our run at noon was 699 li; latitude 37.28 north. Towering ranges have appeared
on the coast to the south. This is Tunisia, another country belonging to Turkey. The country thrusts itself out into
the Mediterranean. From within its borders a single mountain projects boldly into the sea. At its feet a shelf of
rock lies hidden, so that a large warship can pass only in mid-channel. Even European vessels look on this as a
dangerous spot to pass. Once past this place, the coast to the north adjoins France.
14 January
Our run at noon was 720 li; latitude 31.20 north. A gale has laid me prostrate. Last night I could not sleep, for
it was oppressively hot, as though it were the third month of spring. The captain remarked that there was fighting
between the Turkish troops and the Serbians, who are in revolt. The Russians intend to stir up a quarrel and then
sit by and reap their reward. Since England, France, and Germany see that it would be to their detriment if Russia
were to have free access to the Straits,\fn{ The Dardanelles} they have been earnestly deliberating as to how they
might protect them. They are relying on Constantinople, the capital, to keep watch over this vital area of the Black
Sea, for this will be sufficient to keep the Russians at bay. Since the English are the most concerned about this
affair, they have sent more than a score of ironclads to the Sea of Marmora. In their hearts the Russians fear the
assistance that the English might render to the Turks, so do not dare to act presumptuously. Since the Turks have
recently agreed to settle the trouble in Turkey, their joint efforts make it seem unlikely that the various powers of
Europe will be embroiled in a general war.
Westwards from Tunis, the terrain consists of a long broken range of mountains thrusting northwards, some
distant, others close. From time to time we sighted islands in the sea. Judging from the course of our voyage, the
southern coast of France lies to our north. By now we must be somewhere off the coast of Algeria, which is also a
Muslim country. This is now a French dependency.\fn{ The French first intervened in Algeria in 1830, but embarked upon its
complete conquest and colonization in 1840} Today is a Sunday.
I5 January
Our run at noon was 723 li; latitude 36.51 north. According to the longitude, we are now exactly in the
meridian of London; but the kingdoms of Spain and Portugal lie between. Their territory projects irregularly into
the Atlantic Ocean, while London lies to the east of them. Hence by taking the train from Marseilles, in France, to
London, you not only travel by a more direct route but shorten your journey by several thousand li.
The strong wind has made me giddy. I have been sick all day and cannot stand properly. During my ten-days’
sojourn in Shanghai I was overburdened with work. Since I embarked, I have not been able to ward off my
sickness. At this moment my teeth are aching and my gums are swollen, the pain shooting up to both my ears. My
throat is sore, my breathing painful, and my head swimming. I feel intolerably restless and disturbed.
I caught a glimpse of a shadowy mountain away in the distance, which the captain said was in Spain.
Macartney told me the mountain was called Sierra Nevada. The mountain has pointed peaks which rise up like the
teeth of a saw. They are covered with snow which never melts throughout the year. Hsiaile means “a saw”, while
Niwata means “snowy”.
A Portuguese fellow-passenger named Signor Machalia joined the ship recently on his way home. He is a
highly cultured man. When I asked what office he held, I found he was a judge in Mozambique, in East Africa.
The Portuguese have divided the territory into seven parts and appointed a governor of Mozambique who controls
the whole country.
In the evening we saw a lighthouse on the coast to our north, flashing suddenly and then suddenly going dark
again. In the province of Granada in Spain, which we are now passing, there are two ports, Almeria and Malaga.
Macartney said there were two good reasons for setting up lighthouses. One was to guide ships towards their
ports; the other was to warn them away from dangers. Danger beacons have a red light. Those meant to guide
ships to port have a revolving light which either lights up and goes dark by turns, or else just stops shining for a
few moments. All of them are timed in their flashes so that people may know what port is indicated. Where there
are several ports not far distant from each other, each light has a fixed Rash-time, to point out the different places.
16 January
Our run at noon was 837 li, bringing us to Gibraltar, in north latitude 36.7. This is a rock which rises abruptly
to a height of over 14,000 feet and is over seven li in length. The English call it a “no”, which means “a great
stone”. It stands over against the Guadalquivir valley in Spain, from which it is separated by only a foot or so,
with just a strip of land in between. When the tide comes in, it becomes an island, with the Guadarranque river on
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the right. To the south, on the African coast, the Ape’s Head Rock thrusts forward into the sea opposite Gibraltar.
This leaves only a narrow sea-strait in between, which thus forms the gateway to the Mediterranean. Erhpussu
Hote means “Ape’s Head”.
Since the English settled here and took possession of this territory,\fn{ In 1704} they have made the mountain
into what is said to be a most cleverly constructed fortress. The governor of the territory, Lord Napier of Magdala,
sent his military attache Major-General R. S. Baynes with a carriage to meet me. (Recently Napier invaded
Abyssinia and entered Magdala, the capital. Hence he was given the title of Baron of Magdala.) Troops were
drawn up at the landing and a salute of fifteen guns was fired from the fort, as on previous occasions. MajorGeneral Somerset was also there.
I discovered on enquiry that there are 5,000 troops in Gibraltar, divided into seven regiments. There are five
brigades of artillery and 500 troops to guard the fort, all of whom are artisans. There are 1,500 riflemen, who are
in infantry regiments. Each regiment has a school of its own and there is also a high school. There is a library with
40,000 books. The town is built round the inner flanks of the mountain overlooking the Guadarranque river. The
population numbers 19,000. Governor Napier sent Colonel Dillon to accompany me around.
The walls of the fort are all made of stone. The inside is hardened by cement, while the outside is protected by
two small walls. This is meant to enable the riflemen to throw back an assault from close quarters. The walls of
the fort surround and protect the foot of the mountain. Up on top, the guns are ranged, while down below are the
barracks. Every barrack-block holds one company of soldiers. All of them are built along the side of the mountain.
Houses with upper stories have been built near the barracks to accommodate the families of the troops.
The largest guns weigh eighteen tons, while the shells weigh as much as 400 pounds. (A ton is equal to 1,800
catties: a pound is equal to twelve Chinese ounces.) From the fort we went round to the western side of the rock
of Gibraltar, where we saw in an angle of the rock, what is called the hill-fort. Gun-embrasures have been cut
through the solid rock in three tiers, one above the other. The guns there weigh 5,400 catties each, and the shells
are stacked up by them in readiness. Round three sides of the face of the rock run winding stone galleries, one
above the other. On the southern face, where a precipice 10,000 feet high rises straight up from the sea, no guns
have been placed. My trip, however, extended no further than the west corner of the mountain. I heard that they
were tunnelling through the rock to make a council chamber in the interior, over 100 feet broad. They are also
making a stone cistern to catch the rain water as it runs down. This will hold enough water to keep the garrison
supplied with drinking-water for one year.
There are a thousand and several hundred guns in the fort. Nowadays they are all being changed to the new
breech-loading type, of which 535 have already been installed. This is the most important English stronghold in
the Mediterranean. (The Ying-huan chih-lüeh calls the port Pa-la-erh-ta and also Chih-pa-lo-to. It styles the town
built by the English Yi-jen-ta-ta. All these are only variants of the sound of the four characters’ Chi-pa-la-ta.)
We were guided around the citadel by the garrison commander, Morgan, while the artillery commander,
Fielding, took us round the hill fort. Fielding pointed out a gap in the Sierra Nevada where, he said, there still
existed at Monda the ruins of an ancient encampment where Caesar, when he occupied Spain, fought a desperate
battle with the great Roman general Pompey. This was in the time of the early years of the Western Han dynasty,
over 2,000 years ago. The Sierra Nevada runs crosswise like a wall, commanding an unbroken view of the
surrounding country for several hundred li. None of the imposing views of those mountains I have seen before is
comparable to this one in grandeur.
There was a German warship anchored in the harbour, whose commander, Captain Livonius paid us a visit.
At the yu watch,\fn{5-7 a.m.} on our way out of port, we observed another lighthouse. The captain said these
waters were called Trafalgar Bay. This was where the English officer Wellington won his battle with Napoleon
III.\fn{A note reads: “This schoolboy howler leads one to suspect that somebody had perhaps been having a little fun at our Ambassador’s expense!”}
17 January
Our run at noon was 594 li; latitude 37.14 north. After leaving the port of Gibraltar we came to Portugal,
whose southern borders face Morocco in Africa, another Muslim country. Its territory is still adjacent to the
Mediterranean. We had by now reached Cape Vincent, the southernmost part of Portugal, where we entered the
Atlantic Ocean. Europeans consider the end of this mountain to be very dangerous; for when the seas meet at this
cape after rushing along the coast from opposite directions, the waves are lashed into greater turbulence than ever.
The rugged mass of Cape St. Vincent juts out into the sea, dividing its waves, so that our ship was thrown about in
the most violent fashion. The land on the western coast of Spain is rather steep towards the north. While the sea is
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running southwards, it is hindered on its way. For several score li—perhaps for even as much as a hundred li—the
roaring waves boiled and bubbled around us. European ships consider this a most dangerous place.
In the evening we sighted a lighthouse marking a port. The captain said that this was the port of Lisbon, the
capital of Portugal, at the mouth of the Tagus river.
Today the heat was more oppressive than ever. I have heard that it is normally burning hot in the Red Sea even
during the depth of winter; as hot, in fact, as at the height of summer. My heart was very much awed on hearing
this. Yet on the six days’ voyage from Aden to Suez the weather was mild, the wind gentle and the sea quite calm,
making it the most pleasant part of the trip. But for the other 30,000 li we travelled, we were generally tossed
about by the wind and waves. Now that we have come out into the Atlantic we have found that the weather is far
more oppressively hot than it was in the Red Sea. Weather is certainly unpredictable!
18 January
Our run at noon was 780 li; latitude 41.30 north. On our way north we passed the two rivers Douro and Minho.
Here stands the north-west capital of Portugal. Oporto, which takes its name from these two rivers. Further
northward, we came to the west coast of Spain. In the evening we passed Cape Finisterre. Away in the distance we
sighted a lighthouse, where the waves were surging with redoubled fury. At this point Spain ends its northward
sweep and the land recedes inwards, the whirling waters forming a vast gulf which adjoins French territory. At the
mouth of the river Loire the coast thrusts out laterally once more. For more than 1,000 li across the sea comes
hurtling down, rushing into the gulf where its current whirls round then spins about and hastens south. So this
ocean has contending currents for over 1,000 li and it needs but a breath of wind to set the clamorous waves and
raging billows to urge on the scudding swell. This sea is at its most dangerous off Cape Finisterre. Kai-p’o means
“a pointed place”; fei-ni-shih means “end”; and t’e means “land”.
The day was gloomy, with wind and rain; danger and perils lay all around; the oppressive heat was worse than
before, and I have severe pains around my heart. When we left Shanghai on the present voyage, my eyes hurt and
their pupils were painful. On board ship, the tip of my nose has been smarting for over ten days and on top of that
I have had toothache and earache as well. Now I am suffering from a pain round the heart. It is certainly strange
that I should be afflicted with ailments in all my five sensory organs at once.
19 January
Rainy and windy. Our run at noon was 846 li; latitude 46.1 north, 9.52 west of London. Since we entered the
Atlantic we have been heading northwards, with a slight tendency eastward. We are now making more easting.
In Europe people have been competing with each other with knowledge and power for the last 2,000 years.
Egypt, Rome, and Islam have each in their turn flourished and decayed, yet the principles which formed the basis
of these states still endure. Nowadays, England, France, Russia, America, and Germany, all of them great nations
which have tried their strength against each other to see who is pre-eminent, have evolved a code of international
law which gives precedence to fidelity and righteousness and attaches the utmost importance to relations between
states. Taking full cognizance of feeling and punctiliously observing all due ceremonies, they have evolved a high
culture on a firm material basis. They surpass by a long way the states of our Spring and Autumn period.
Today, Russia, whose territories are situated in the bleak lands of the far north, has penetrated to the Amur
river by way of the Great Khingan mountains, annexed the north-eastern regions, reached the Sungari river, and
made itself a neighbour of Japan. Starting from the far west, England has penetrated the Mediterranean and gained
supremacy over all the peoples of India. They have monopolized the Southern Seas\fn{ The Straits Settlements} and
established a colony on the island of Hong Kong, with a strong garrison in possession of it.
When we compare the territories of these countries and estimate their power, we are justified in looking upon
them as the two leading nations of the day. They have surrounded China and press close upon her from spots
where they may spy out the land. With their hands reaching high and their feet travelling far, they rise up like
eagles and glare like tigers, day by day broadening their basis of wealth and power. Yet for all this, they have not
the slightest intention of presuming on their military strength to act violently or rapaciously.
When they do deploy their forces, they do so circuitously and indirectly, proceeding by argument and
reasoning, never taking any overt action until their position is a strong one. Surely this is not the time for China to
indulge in high-flown talk and vain boasting in order to aggrandize herself! This is no time for me to embark on
an elaborate discussion of the gravity and urgency of the matter. But we must realize that the nations of Europe do
have insight into what is essential and what is not and possess a way of their own which assists them in the
acquisition of wealth and power. In this manner, a state may well last for 1,000 years.
On the other hand, if a state does not grasp the Way, then disaster will come upon it. Hence Pan Ku\fn{ 3292AD} in his Appreciation appended to the chapter on the Hsiung-nu, remarks:
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“If the barbarians approach us wanting us to civilize them, then receive them with the appropriate rites. If they
prove refractory, then overawe them with military power.”
We must make it a rule that every wrong movement will be on their part. If this is so in the case of petty
contentions, then how much truer must it be when we are dealing with people who show far greater ability in the
management of their affairs and whose plans are more deeply laid! Liu Yün-sheng, who considers himself an
expert on foreign affairs, has indeed revealed the shallowness of his knowledge at this juncture. He says:
“To deal with the present situation we must be extremely sincere in our dealings with other states: otherwise
we shall not be able to establish ourselves.”
Now I have often been sharply criticized by my contemporaries. Yet Yao Yen-chia is of the opinion that I
possess scholarship and insight surpassing that of others. But how can I have any pretensions to scholarship and
insight? The histories of the Sung and Ming dynasties are still extant; yet the hearts, the minds, the eyes, and ears
of our contemporaries have been captivated by the vain and empty discourses of several hundred years, for they
never once bother to examine the facts of the case.
I once overheard Ho Yüan-ch’uan talking of foreign affairs, and was astonished at his profound understanding
of these matters. In answer to an enquiry of mine, he replied:
“The Six Classics and the ancient writings of the Chou\fn{c.1027-256BC} and Ch’in\fn{221-206BC} dynasties, as
well as the works of our Confucian predecessors are all clearly justified by their consistency with historical facts.
Commonplace observations are no more than boastful talk. They lack historical foundation.”
This can really be called learning and insight!
20 January
Our run at noon was 731 li; latitude 49.11 north. We passed the province of Loire in France, and found
ourselves directly opposite the point where the coast runs out at an angle far into the sea and the waves dash
together more violently than ever. Westerners call this place Ushant. There is a lighthouse to guide ships on their
way. Once we had passed this point we could see the county of Cornwall, in England directly across the water
from us. When we reached here we began for the first time to feel the cold a little.
This evening at dinner, ten or more of the diners amused themselves cracking walnuts. Somebody cracked one
with his forehead, whereupon they all began to bang them with their foreheads. Some succeeded and some failed;
but they all made a great noise in doing so. Some placed a fmger on the walnut and then broke it at first try by
striking the finger with their fist. Others put the walnut under the elbow then stretched out the wrist, opened the
hand, and broke the nut at once by a blow on the open palm. The onlookers put out their tongues in astonishment.
During the day there are generally a dozen or so passengers playing at leap-frog, with a dropped stone acting
as marker. One man stands with his back bent, while the others take their stand ten paces or more away. They take
it in turns to run up, place their hands on the man’s back, and leap over with their legs apart. Then they mark off a
line three feet from the man and drop a stone there as a marker. No one is allowed to put his feet over that mark.
Gradually the distance is increased to five feet. From that distance only two of them succeed in making a flying
leap over the man’s back. All the others put one foot over the line. Six or seven of them then take up their
positions with backs bent, about five feet from each other while about a dozen others leap over them one after the
other, without taking a single step in between jumps. They are all completely carefree and obviously enjoy
themselves immensely.
Most of the participants were German military officers. They are fair-skinned and refied generally spending the
whole day reading, without a break. That country certainly produces admirably talented men. Admirable!
The captain pointed out that according to the shipping time- table, the Peshawur should have left Ceylon on
the twenty-ruth day of the twelfth month by the Western calendar, and reached the port of Southampton on the
twenty-first day of the first month. However, though on this trip we had left Ceylon three days earlier than
scheduled, we were to be in port the next day at noon, which would be the twenty-first day of the first month by
the Western calendar. For after we had entered the Red Sea, the engines had been slowed a little to give the
Venetia from Bombay time to catch up with us. Since then there had been only a little variation in our speed; so
that we were fmally arriving right on time.
I estimate that we have passed eighteen different countries during the course of this voyage. We have passed
five Asian countries in all, namely: Annam, Siam, Baluchistan, Persia, and Arabia. Annam is Confucianist; Siam
is Buddhist; the rest are all Islamic countries. In Europe we have passed Turkey, Greece, Italy, France, Spain, and
Portugal, six countries in all. We passed the southeast coasts of France and Spain on our way through the
Mediterranean, and then passed their western coasts after we had come out into the Atlantic. Turkey is a Muslim
country; the rest are all Catholic countries, though Greece belongs to a separate branch of the Catholic Church.
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In Africa we passed the seven countries of Abyssinia, Nubia, Egypt, Tripoli, Tunis, Algeria, and Morocco, all
of them Muslim except Abyssinia which professes Catholicism. In recent years the French have settled in Algeria
and made it a colony. We passed fourteen English colonies, six of which are in the Southern Seas, namely, Hong
Kong, Labuan,\fn{Six miles of the northwest coast of Borneo, ceded to Britain by the Sultan of Borneo in 1846, and in 1876 still a
Crown Colony} Singapore, Malacca, Wellesley, and the island of Penang. Labuan lies to the south of the Balabac
Island, Malacca adjoins Singapore, and Wellesley lies opposite the island of Penang. None of them is a shipping
terminus. Five of the Colonies are in India. The English have settled throughout India, but chiefly in three great
coastal regions, namely, Bengal, Madras and Bombay. With them go the two islands of Ceylon and Socotra. Only
Ceylon is a shipping terminus. Madras lies opposite the island of Ceylon; the others are all very far away from it,
but the sea-routes leading to these territories could be pointed out. There are two settlements in the Red Sea,
namely Aden and Perim; but ships do not call at Perim. There are two more in the Mediterranean, namely, Malta
and Gibraltar. At all these places Protestant churches have been established and all the natives adhere to that
religion. In India, which is a Buddhist country, the Muslim religion is also practised. In Orissa, which comes
under the jurisdiction of Bengal, and in Ceylon, the people are all Buddhists and join their hands together when
they worship. In Bombay, one may still see the Zoroastrian religion of ancient Persia being practised. (In Europe,
every religion acknowledges a Supreme Ruler. When Persia was occupied by the Muslims, who prohibited the
original religion, the Zoroastrians all fled to Bombay.)
The South Sea Islands come under the government of several countries. After passing Hainan and coming
through the China Sea, you find yourself opposite Luzon, which belongs to Spain. Further south, after passing the
Bay of Kuang-nan, with Saigon lying to the west, is the port of the province of Chia-ting, in French Indo-China.
To the east, opposite Borneo, the territory belongs to Holland. Further south, and stretching away west-wards past
Sumatra, the territory also belongs to Holland. I have made no mention of the other small islands adjacent to
these, nor have I recorded those islands which lay too far off our course, nor the countries to which they belong.
21 January
By the we watch we had run 495 1; and reached Southampton. As we passed Portsea and Landport, we noticed
two very strange and beautiful lighthouses overlooking the anchorage for British warships. As we came into port
past the Needles, we passed an island called Isle of Wight, where the Queen has a winter residence called
Osborne. Our ship ran aground and a thick fog came on. We expected the tide would float us off a little later; and
after an hour or so we got intoport.\fn{ The Times for January 22, 1877 reported: “The Peninsula and Oriental Company’s
steamship Peshawar, Captain C. A. White, from Calcutta via the suez Canal arrived at Southampton yesterday, bringing the heavy India
and China mails, 112 first- and second-class passengers, 106 troops …” } Hillier and J. D. Campbell were kind enough to meet

the boat. The customs inspector, Phillips, came to convey the good wishes of The Earl of Derby, the Minister for
Foreign Affairs, who had sent him a dispatch that morning, which said that the Chinese Ambassador, who was to
arrive that day, was to be exempted from all examination by customs. The Peruvian consul Herbert Guillaume, the
agent of the P & 0 Lines Nathan, and the Shanghai editor of the North China Daily News Samuel Mossman, all
came to meet me. T. L. Bullock, whom I had formerly known when he was consul at Tientsin, was also there.
At the yu watch\fn{5-7 p.m.} we took the train for London.\fn{Actually a special train laid on for the Embassy by J. W.
Dyson, superintendent at southampton for the South-Western Railway Company } Since this was a Sunday, there were only two
trains running during the day, one in the morning and one in the evening.
We passed the two market-towns of Basingstoke and Woking, where the lamps were shining bright as day. As
we came nearer to London, the lights were even brighter. J. D. Campbell had previously ordered carriages for us,
which were waiting on the right-hand side of the road. The street-lamps were like myriads of bright stars, while
the horses and carriages rolled past in an unending stream, with the horses’ breath rising like mist. The liveliness
of the commercial centres and the beauty of the mansions and houses could scarcely be excelled. After a drive of
an hour or so we reached our residence in Portland Place, where we asked Campbell to stay and eat dinner with
us.
I learned on enquiry that the Queen had gone to her palace at Windsor and was to leave Windsor for Osborne.
She has two palaces in London, one called St. James’s Palace in which she holds her drawing-rooms. Pa-lei-ssu
means “Palace”. The other, called Buckingham Palace is where the levées are held. For the drawing-rooms, courtdress must be worn; but at private audiences ordinary clothes are permissible.
The representatives of foreign nations residing in London fall into three grades and come from thirty countries
in all. There are five Ambassadors in the first rank, namely, the Russian, Count Peter Shuvalov; the French,
Marquis d’Harcourt; the German, Count George Munster; the Austro-Hungarian, Count Beust; and the Turkish,
Musurus Pasha.
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In the second rank are the American, Hon. Edwards Pierrepont; the Japanese, Veno Kagenori; the Spanish,
Marquis de Casa Laiglesia; the Swedish, Baron Hochschild; the Dutch, Count C. M. E. George de Bylandt; the
Persian Prince, Mirza Malcolm Khan Nazim-ul-Moulk; the Belgian, Baron Henri Solvyns; the Danish, Lt.-Gen. J.
Ohan de Biilow; the Portuguese, M. E. T. de Sampayo; the Peruvian, Don Pedro Galves, and the Brazilian, Baron
de Penedo.
The others are all small states in South America and Africa—eighteen of them in all. Seven states have
charges d’affaires. Montenegro in Italy is represented by an attache. There is sometimes just one attache,
sometimes three or four. This office is filled by an earl or a baron.
The Earl of Derby is assisted in his general administration by four secretaries, namely, Lord Tenterden, Sir
Julian Pauncefote, T. V. Lister, and Robert Bourke.
The Prime Minister of England is Lord Beaconsfield. He has authority similar to that of a Chancellor during
our Han Dynasty. The Upper and Lower Houses of Parliament are divided into parties which attack each other.
The adherents of the Ministry are called the Treasury benches, and the Ministry must have a majority in either
House in order to retain its power.
At the Shanghai rate of exchange, 30,000 taels is equal to £8,939 sterling. One English gold piece weighs two
mace, two candareens and is called a pound. One pound is equal to twenty small, silver coins called shillings,
weighing one mace four candareens each and worth two taels eight mace. However, to exchange the English gold
piece cost over three taels three mace in standard silver. Hence 20 per cent has been lost in exchange at the
expense of the Chinese currency.
The following is a general outline of the currency: one pound English is called a sovereign and is equal to two
small gold coins called half-sovereigns. The latter is equal to two silver coins called crowns. (The crown is equal
to two coins called half-a-crowns, which are not much used.) The crown is equal to five small silver.coins called
shillings. (There is another silver coin of two mace, four candareens in weight, called a florin, which is equal to
two shillings.) The shilling is equal to two smaller coins called sixpences. The latter is equal to two still smaller
coins called threepences. The latter is equal to two copper coins called pennies. The latter is equal to two middlesized copper coins called halfpennies. The latter is equal to two small copper coins called farthings. There are
altogether two gold coins, six silver coins, and three copper coins. Notes issued by the Government are also in
general circulation They range from five pounds up to thousands, hundreds and ten-thousands. They are called
bankbills. …
1820

208.119 A Proposal To The T’ien Wang\fn{by Ch’ien Chiang (c.1820?-1853)} Kuei-hsien, Kwangsi Province, China
(M) 4
I am humbly of the opinion that when the T’ien wang first took up this cause, and pinned up his hair and
changed his garb, desiring to overturn China’s two-hundred-year-old barbarian institutions, that his plan was very
far-reaching, and that he created for himself an extraordinary career. I know that he would not consider Wuch’ang as a stopping place. This is evident. In today’s undertaking, you can go ahead but there is no turning back.
As for insignificant Wu-ch’ang, if it is defended, it will fall; if it is not defended, it will still fall. Rather than sit
and wait for its fall, it would be better to advance and hope that it does not fall. If you do not seize this
opportunity to make a long drive northward, this will be merely a fool’s paradise of the moment, softening the
morale of the army and truly lacking in thought.
At the beginning of the Ch’ing period, when Wu San-kuei raised an army, within just a few months six
southern provinces were captured. The land was vast and the population was dense, and he acclaimed himself a
conqueror; however, the generals he sent out on four sides never went one step out of Hunan. He stirred up
trouble for more than ten years and finally was ruined. His precedent could be a warning. Someone has said that
Wu-ch’ang, being close to the Yangtze River, controls Pien-liang,\fn{ Present-day K’ai-feng} drawing from Hunan
and Hupeh, and that to hold this strategic point is to achieve consolidation. Then, by an unexpected route, you can
leave suddenly, send out an army to southern Shensi, subdue Ch’ang-an and disturb that area outside the pass, and
then drive on to K’uei-chou and Chungking with another army, take Ch’eng-tu, and pacify Szechwan so as to
make it your seat of power.
He\fn{The T’ien Wang} does not understand that Shensi and Kansu are the region of the four borders, interlocked
with the frontier area. The people are fierce, their resources are scant, and supplying food is difficult. Moreover,
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there are many passes and numerous strategic positions; if we attacked, we would surely conquer, [but] it would
also certainly be at a great expense of strength and effort. If you labor without success, you will certainly have
regrets later. Your gains will not be recompense for your losses; you will still lose your former achievements, and
moreover it will be [merely] chopping off their\fn{ The Manchu’s} limbs and claws. In the long run, it would not be
as advantageous as attacking their vital areas.
According to my ignorant view, it would not be as good as forsaking the west for the east. Chin-ling and
Chien-yeh\fn{Nanking and its surrounding area} are both places where emperors and kings have established capitals;
Huai-Ssu\fn{In North Kiangsu and North Anhwei provinces } and Pien-liang\fn{In Honan Province} are places where true
rulers have sprung up. First take Chin-ling and use it as a base; next take K’ai-feng and use that as the flank.
Finally, go out to Chi-nan so as to plan for further advances and conquest.
If you get control of the Grand Canal in Shantung, you can blockade the food supply to the T’ung-chou
granary, and if you cut the north-south postal communications line you can obstruct the armies of the foreign
clans coming to the aid of the emperor. After that, make an agreement with our “Lao Wang” to attack Liang-shan
and Amoy,\fn{In Fukien Province} and summon our “Tan-shan” to attack Wen-chou and Ch’u-chou.\fn{ In Chekiang
Province. Both “Lao Wan” and “Tan-shan” were popular aliases for Chu Chiu-t’an and Li Tan, both allegedly Triad Society leders,
although it has also been doubted whether either of them actually existed }

If wherever we pass we do not offend in the slightest degree, if wherever we stop we make connections with
the wise and the good—if then the people do not put an end to their queues and change their garb and bring food
and drink to welcome us, I will never believe it.
If Nanking is captured, then you can cross over to the east of the [Yangtze] River;\fn{ Into northern Kiangsu} if
Feng and P’ei\fn{In North Kiangsu} are captured, then you can advance to Ch’ing and Yen;\fn{In Shantung} if
Shantung is occupied, then Yen-ching\fn{Peking} will proclaim martial law; [the Manchu’s] food supplies will then
be blocked in the interior and the sympathies of the Chinese will be alienated from them in the outlying districts.
Mencius said that one who has no temperament for shedding the people’s blood can unify the realm under him.
It refers to just such a moment as this. The present situation is one in which if you stop your advance you will
bring your own ruin. If we slacken our pace and become inert, we are lost. The chances of our success hang by a
hair. Our troops have left their homes far behind them, and their purpose is to follow you to your enthronement.
At the order of advance they will with one heart and one effort march ahead with exemplary spirit. At the order of
retreat they will be depressed by all sorts of apprehensions and begin to worry about their own preservation.
When we cross the river, nobody will ever think of going back south.
The reason is that everyone is thinking of achieving a part in the restoration of Chinese dominion. They would
rather die in renown than live unrecognized. If we take advantage of such a moment and make use of their
services, then with cooperative and unified effort one of our men will dare a hundred of the enemy, and ten
thousand battles we will not shrink from facing. Such an opportunity must not be lost. The procedure of action
pending your decision I now presume to consider for you; the plan of campaign for your conquest I now wish to
point out to you.
*
Once Nanking is taken and consolidated, we should summon to our standard those who have been rendered
homeless and drifting by the war, build up our forces, garrison our strategic positions south of the Yangtze, and
launch our expedition northward. On the left, we should cross the Yangtze and attack the areas north of the river,
and in case of emergency, send our forces at Huai and Yang\fn{ In North Kiangsu} for reinforcements. On the right,
we can take the Grand Canal and sea routes to approach the enemy, and, in case of emergency, send our forces at
K’ai and Kuei\fn{In Honan} for reinforcements. We should dispatch one army to launch an attack on the enemy’s
west and occupy Shansi. Elsewhere we should dispatch another army to the east, and conquer Chekiang.
The forward march of our forces will not be limited to one route; and our plan of campaign will be thoroughly
worked out to ensure success. Our primary object should be to consolidate our base at Chiang-nan and gradually
consolidate the newly-won popular support. We must improve our political measures and extend our institutional
reforms. Externally, we should seek harmony with foreign nations and internally we should pacify the people.
Then the provinces of Shensi and Szechwan to the west and the provinces of Honan and Kwangtung to the east
could be summoned to our standard by a proclamation. This is really the one chance in a thousand years.
From the Han dynasty to the Ming dynasty the empire underwent numerous phases of change. Times of
breaking up and times of unification followed one another, and rising and falling dynasties superseded one
another. There was never a definite course. The Chin dynasty was broken by the barbarian Huns and the reign of
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the Sung dynasty was ended by the Yuan Mongols. Those barbarian conquerors, usually relying on their force and
savagery, won the domination of China proper by treacherous means.
Yet though their race differed from the Chinese, their taste was made harmonious with that of the Chinese.
They returned to their old tribal lands after several decades of occupation, never having done anything like
destroying the traditional head-gear and garments of propriety and righteousness, shaving the hair bequeathed by
parents, installing institutions unworthy even of bandits, or treating officials and people like animals. What have
the lands of the Chinese done to suffer such excessive humiliations and insults for so long under the Manchus? A
[Chinese] ruler is bound to arise. Whom does the true heavenly will designate? The prospect of such a grand
career should rouse high spirits. How can one not strive to the utmost?
These further things are to be expected: Wherever your standard goes, the people will not be disturbed. As you
draw your sword to summon them, those who are Chinese will be your followers. Let them know that what is
taking place today is not an uprising without cause. Let them know that China is still of the Chinese, who refuse
to be turned into barbarians. When a genuine ruler begins his career of conquest, his cause is always made
manifest and clear on firm grounds of justice and his standard raised in the name of righteousness. Nothing will
be done under cover or by trickery. When our army is on the march, all orders will be strictly enforced. Wherever
our army goes, the people will come over to our side. The Manchus may have those Manchu and Mongol
ministers serving them with all their hearts and discretion, and those Kirin and So-lun generals fighting with
expert horsemanship and archery. But even if these men do not wish to surrender before our victorious march,
would our people allow them to continue fighting?
The realm today is governed under the principle of profit-making. In the government, the higher and the lower
join hands in pursuit of profit. The deterioration of custom and morality has reached extremes. The Chinese
people, having lost their independence and fallen into slavery, are suffering from inhuman bondage. They have
long been exasperated. The officials, taking bribes and injuring the people, unblushingly govern the populace. The
bureaucratic service has long been corrupt. The widespread and accumulating popular indignation, long withheld,
must soon find its vent. At the rise of a kingly leader, is there anyone among the people who would not wipe off
the old stain and look forward to the new dynasty with eager eyes? The above is a general outline of a plan
awaiting your execution. If you wish to lay the foundations of a new dynasty, I hope you do not look to any other
procedure.
For a king who rises from the people, the task of establishing his kingdom is a difficult one. He must first
possess the aspiration to conquer, with the whole universe as his object, before he can possess the power to
overturn the existing order. He must know the exalted position held by the people: whoever wins the people will
achieve his own ascendance. He must know that wisdom is invaluable: whoever seeks the service of the wise and
sagacious will have his realm well-governed. He must be magnanimous and tolerant like Kao-tsu of Han.\fn{ The
founder of the Han Dynasty, who reigned from 206-195BC } He must work day and night, vigilantly and industriously, like
T’ai-tsu of Ming.\fn{The founder of the Ming Dynasty, who reigned from 1368-1398AD } Once providential will and human
effort complement each other, and timely action is taken, the propitious moment will come before you are aware
of it.
Otherwise, if our forces are divided for a western expedition, Wu-ch’ang cannot be held for long; and once our
strength disintegrates, the enemy’s strength is regained. As time elapses, our favorable situation will be lost and
we will never be able to recover it. Any repentance at that time will be to no purpose, and it is unbearable for any
of us who serve under you to think of such a situation.
*
Now after observing the general situation in perspective and after a strenuous examination of the turn of
events, I humbly draw up, on the basis of my imperfect views, twelve projects for the advancement of your royal
cause. I humbly beg your consideration and acceptance for application.
1. As to the present general situation of China, Peking is like its head, Kiangsu and Chekiang like its heart and
abdomen, and Szechwan, Shensi, Fukien, and Kwangtung like its limbs. With his limbs cut off a man could still
live. But if we should take Chiang-nan, following with an attack on the vital abdominal parts, and at the same
time proceed from the Yangtze and Huai River valleys through Shantung to take Peking in order to cut off the
head, we need not worry about the subjugation of Szechwan and Shensi with Peking securely in our hands.
2. Our nation is newly built, and its trouble lies in financial insufficiency and the inability to collect customs
duties readily. The way, when order begins to be re-established, would be to levy a slight surcharge on the
business in the markets, by which the government would assume the protection of the businesses. On all business
transactions we would charge a tax of one li to every tael, and name the tax likin. The amount we would charge
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would be very slight, and the merchants and businessmen would forthwith have our protection. They would
certainly be glad to accept the measure, while the government, accumulating small amounts into big ones, would
eventually be in possession of a huge revenue. The only caution is that we should control the measure with
temperance and not let it develop into an extortion or an excessive charge that would burden the people.
3. Since the reign of Tao-kuang\fn{ 1821-1850} of the Manchus, communication and commerce with other
nations have been greatly increased. Commercial prosperity is the basis of national wealth. Any nation which
grows wealthy also grows strong. We should forthwith begin our intercourse with foreign nations by entering into
treaties with them for our international trade, and by mutually sending diplomatic envoys to protect the market of
each in the other’s country. As China is spacious in territory and rich in resources, if we can gradually extend our
commerce for a thirty-year period, our riches will exceed those of the nations of the world.
4. Since the trouble with our army lies in its finances, we should find some way out by coining money. Now
that we have not yet entered into trade with foreign nations, we can prohibit the import of foreign silver dollars,
and at the same time forbid the circulation of the Manchu silver dollar in those regions which we conquer. In this
way the businessmen will certainly be inconvenienced. Then we can coin silver dollars to exchange for theirs,
taking in their dollars to coin ours. We can, for expediency's sake, let the silver content of the coined dollar be 50
or 60 per cent. The high or low intrinsic value of the dollar will not concern us. What we want to have is its wide
circulation as the legal tender. The wealthy, on our prohibition against the use of the Manchu dollars, will come
for exchange. Thus we will be enabled to coin ten million Manchu dollars into twenty million of our dollars. With
supplementary issues of paper money, we will immediately be provided with a fund of thirty million dollars.
5. The institution of government offices should possess a hierarchy of ranks. Actual offices should be classed
as actual offices, and honorary titles should be classed as honorary titles. The various titles of wang, having
already been conferred by the T’ien Wang, cannot be altered. What we should do is to attach definite rights and
duties to various offices in order to give primacy to the handling of political and military affairs, and to make
those resourceful officials and brave generals below the rank of wang able to exert fully their abilities without
being checked. It is true that everywhere considerations of ability should have priority over considerations of
noble rank. Not every one of royal princes of foreign nations occupies high office or holds immense power.
6. The future world situation tends to emphasize the importance of sea power. When order is permanently
restored in China, the capital should still be established in Chiang-nan. Relying on the strategic position provided
by the River, and building up a great fleet, it will enjoy free access to the provinces and be supported from all
sides, and no seclusion and isolation will be suffered.
7. Ever since we raised our standard, war in our country has never been at an end, and there has been no time
for institutional reforms. Now we should start to give government competitive examinations to scholars, to select
the most cultured among them and require them to make their respective contributions in appropriate fields in
order to formulate our national institutions pending their adoption by the government.
8. The Manchus, being repeatedly defeated, will probably in the future ask foreign aid to suppress and
persecute the Chinese. For the sake of the self-protection of our supremacy as it is planned above, we should
begin to enter into treaty relations and commercial intercourse with foreign nations. We should therefore extend
favorable treatment to foreign immigrants in China, in order to show the spirit of world fraternity and to forestall
the wicked designs of the Manchus.
9. Our army, though winning one victory after another, inevitably suffers from weariness and exhaustion. Now
that our forces amount to nearly two million, we should give them more training and divide them into five army
corps. As soon as we conquer Chiang-nan, we could send one to take Chekiang and Fukien and keep two corps
for the garrison of the San-kiang.\fn{ A reference to the provinces of Kiangsu, Anhwei, and Kiangsi } We could assign their
duties in rotation and be prepared for a prolonged war.
10. Much of the fertile soil of China has been uncultivated and lying waste. We should open the wastelands as
public domain, apply the ancient soldier-farmer institution, or operate T’un-T’ien\fn{Military settlement} projects,
and keep on with military training in due season. In this way our military strength will be fully replenished and
our source of supply also will not be insufficient.
11. Although China has many people, our women have never been able to perform any service. We should
establish more girls’ schools, give government examinations to women scholars, and open offices to women, in
order to show some encouragement. We should summarily do away with the practice of foot-binding, and
promote a manly spirit in women. When men and women all become useful, nothing can stop our country from
being strong.
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12. Mineral resources are deposited in the earth, and China is richest in them. Under the Manchus, nothing has
been exploited except the copper mines of Yunnan. We should issue proclamations to the country that all mines
should be exploited in order to drain the riches of the earth. Thus the revenue of the state will be increased, and
the wealth of the people will be augmented. But in order to develop the mining industry, we should follow the
practice of foreign nations in building railroads for convenience of transportation. Moreover, for the sake of
stimulating commerce, this is also immensely profitable.
*
The above humble observations are but those concerning chief issues; other matters besides these should be
considered with respect to the circumstances. The Manchus act with inhumanity and rapaciousness; we will act
with benevolence and kindness. The Manchus prefer exclusively members of their royal family and their personal
favorites; we will show general fraternity and equality. We shall strenuously apply every positive remedy to their
abuses. The way to gain access to the throne lies wholly in this principle. I beg you to give it your royal
consideration.\fn{Below, a beheading during the Qing Dynasty, photographed by William Thomas Saunders in 1867 }

China 4.62 Excerpt from Shen Wensu gong du (san); Shen Wensu zheng shu xu bian\fn{by Shen Baozhen (18201879)} Minhou County, Fujian Province (M) 17
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203.112 Two Zidish on Jin Ping Mei: 1. Departing Without Tears 2. The Temple Of Eternal Happiness\fn{by
Han Xiaochuang (c.1820-1880)} Liaoning Province, China (M) 10
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The scene shifts, people pass away and disappear
In no time at all Ximen Qing lies buried in an autumn grove.
Wild grass grows in fields and gardens long neglected;
Music comes to an end when strings and flutes are cast aside.
He left behind several wives and concubines;
All in vain had he accumulated strings of cash and taels of gold.
His servants and clerks slowly drifted away;
Important guests, and elegant visitors no longer came to call.
Overnight the old gaiety and grandeur vanished. All of his wives were pitiably lonely and silent. Wu Yueniang
brought up her orphaned son with great care. She attended diligently to her household duties. Li Jiao’er stole
some money and went back to the pleasure-house, selling her charms at the doorway, receiving customers as
before. Meng Yulou lived as a widow, biding her time for the moment; secretly she had long decided to find a
husband and marry again. Sun Xue’e still felt her old longing for Lai Wang; she was just waiting for a chance to
plan their elopement.
Only Jinlian still lived in the garden. She found the days unbearably lonely and tedious, but because she was
bright and clever and full of vivacity and feminine charm, inevitably she stole what love she could under the stars
and moon, unaware of the spying and plotting of others.
From the day that news of her affair got out, the household gates were closed and locked. Wu Yueniang was
deeply troubled by it all. She thought to herself,
“Since our lord and husband died, each of us has dutifully kept to the women’s quarters. Only Jinlian, our
Sixth Sister Pan, has not honoured the teaching on widowhood. This last time I saw with my own eyes what was
going on, I tried so hard not to condemn her, but earnestly beseeched her. If only she had regretted her misdeed
and been ashamed, she could have mended her ways and shown some restraint.
“But she’s still doing just what she was doing before without the slightest sign of shame or repentance. Look at
the effort she puts into arranging her hair And see how carefully she rouges her lips. Her little mirror always
dangles at her bosom and clouds of perfume drift from her sleeves. Around women she doesn’t have much to say.
But if a man’s there she parades herself before him. She’s not the slightest bit regretful or sad. If anything she’s
rather more high-spirited than before. In fact she’s become a saucy little coquette; she does not behave at all like a
recently widowed woman.
“I hear, too, that in the evenings she’s been reading all sorts of books, and if you look closely you can tell she’s
tipsy most of the time. Why does she spend all day snooping and eavesdropping? Why does she leave the doors to
her room open at night? I come from a decent family that honours the rules of behaviour. I can’t allow such idle
mischief to lead to disaster. If she does something scandalous and I get dragged into it … heavens, my good
reputation will be nothing but dust.
“And then there’s that serving maid of hers, that Chunmei—that girl is a veritable devil too. Her temper is
perverse and she has a vicious tongue Her arrogance is blatant, and she’s a clever schemer. Mistress and maid are
of one mind in their wickedness No wonder they show such fondness for each other. Their stealthy liaisons
disturb the household order. Secret letters and messages are part of their trickery. As people say, ‘How did Student
Zhang arrange his tryst with Yingying? It was thanks to Hongniang, who carried their letters.’
“It would be best for me to get rid of that maid so as to relieve my mind of a major source of worry. Then I can
marry Jinlian off too, as circumstances permit, and bring peace to my household and set my mind at rest.”
*
Wu Yueniang thought things over and reached a decision. She sent Daian to look for the original matchmaker,
Mrs. Xue. Truly this was just like a fine flower ruined by a night’s hard rain or storm clouds from nowhere on a
bright sunny day, gulls and egrets startled from dreams by reflections in the water or wild geese being blown from
their ranks by the wind.
A few days later the matchmaker Mrs. Xue was brought to Yueniang’s rooms, where the two exchanged the
usual pleasantries. Mrs. Xue said,
“I’'s been a while since I last called on you. How may I be of service to you, Madam?” Yueniang said,
“I would not trouble you without a good reason, knowing you’re a busy person with many demands on your
time. It’s on account of Chunmei, the Fifth Lady’s serving maid, who lately has been behaving disgracefully.
Originally, when she was my own serving maid she was trained to be gentle and conscientious. But when she was
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assigned to Madam Pan’s service She suddenly began to put on lofty airs. How dared I ask her to brew tea or
sweep the floor Or do embroidery and needlework? And then she began to boss the servants and bully the
mistresses, causing endless trouble, always quarrelling with the other maids. Now, even if such offences might be
overlooked I have recently heard about some other developments.”
Then she told Mrs. Xue about Chunmei’s behaviour.
“One would simply prefer not to involve anyone else. It was on your recommendation that she first came here,
that’s why I must trouble you to take a hand in this business. I don’t care whether the household is large or small,
nor whether they are officials or army people, Just take her away and dispose of her speedily. If there’s an offer
for her, let me know right away. All I want is sixteen taels, the price I paid for her. If you can get more, you may
keep the difference.”
There’s a saying that go-betweens shouldn’t be let past one’s door, for it’s a matchmaker’s nature to be greedy
and deceitful. Mrs. Xue promised to take care of things at once:
“Leave it to me. The only thing is, don’t expect to get her original price. You paid sixteen taels for her years
ago when she was still a maiden. And although she has blossomed into quite a beauty, everyone knows she has
spent some springtimes in bedchamber service. In a rich family like yours, why count the little she’s worth? It’s
better to take a slight loss and not insist on your price. I will get rid of her for you, one way or another; what we
want is to pass your troubles on to someone else.”
In her own mind this old woman set the price firmly at sixteen taels, secretly delighted that a fatted pig had
offered itself up at her gate. She wanted to take Chunmei away immediately, heedless of the people of the
household who were watching. Having taken her leave she made a hurried departure and quickly made her way to
the garden to find Chunmei.
*
When she entered the garden it was a wasteland of creeping vines where withered branches and ancient trees
were all entangled. The pavilions and pools were still as they had been but where were those who had once
enjoyed their beauty?
Mrs. Xue had no interest in garden scenery. With determined steps she entered Jinlian’s little courtyard. The
fair Jinlian happened to be sitting with Chunmei by the window. When she saw the matchmaker, she knew there
was a reason for her visit. She quickly offered her a seat and engaged her in conversation. Qiuju was told to bring
some good tea from the kitchen. Mrs. Xue said,
“One doesn’t visit the Buddha-temple without a reason. A few days ago I had a summons from your
household. When I arrived I spoke to Madam in her chambers, And quite to my surprise she went on and on with
her complaints. She accused your little maidservant of a lack of self-respect. She has ordered me to take the maid
away today, and to return another day with the cash from her sale.”
When she heard this, Jinlian was stunned as if a knife had cut her entrails—she was heartbroken. Tearfully she
asked,
“What can you be saying? If this is true, Madam is making a show of her power. In the old days when our late
master favoured Chunmei, he loved her like a priceless pearl. Back then everyone was obedient and respectful;
When they called ‘Fifth Lady!’ their voices trembled with awe. But now, though our husband has only just died,
flagrant persecution is already troubling our house. Chunmei and I share a single heart and soul, We will live and
die together and we will never be parted. Why must you take her away immediately? Is this an imperial edict,
which must be obeyed? I’ll go and try to reason with Madam to find out what is going on here. Even if it takes a
terrible scene, Chunmei will stay! Stop this talk of selling her off or finding a buyer!”
Chunmei stood next to her, listening, not showing the slightest flicker of grief or distress. She said,
“If things have reached this pass, there is nothing we can do. My mistress, it would be best for us to part. Why
should you disturb the household’s harmony for my sake? You will stir up strife and argument all over again. Each
day I stay here brings me some new unpleasantness; What do I care if I leave this household and enter some
other? It’s in the nature of things that joy yields to sorrow and union ends in parting. Has anyone ever spent a
whole lifetime with another? There’s no flower that never fades, no moon that remains forever full. Indeed once
the moon has gone through three phases, it is full again; when the spring comes around the flowers bloom as
before.
“If I follow fate and go, this may even be my lucky day; otherwise won’t I just spend my whole life making
beds here? I don’t know what trouble I’m supposed to have caused, or why outsiders should be allowed to slander
me. Today she is flaunting her power by driving me out, accusing me of being the cause of all her troubles. These
charges are manufactured out of thin air; it’s like insisting a needle is hidden in the finest cotton. She can go ahead
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and double or triple my price. She can go ahead and draw the bow as far as it will bend. The proverb says that a
board fence has two sides; no one can be rich forever, nor always poor.
“If I’m not wanted here, I’ll find a place that wants me. We all know that there is no place where springtime
doesn’t come. Who can guarantee that she’ll be rich all her life? Who can know for certain that she’ll always be
poor? A good man does not rely on his inheritance; a good woman does not depend on her dowry. If you have
ambition you start your own enterprise. When you're successful, those who shunned you will claim friendship.
“See, today I leave your gate, the lowest of the low; how do you know that some day, I won’t enter it in
triumph? Since ancient times it has been true: a thousand-day banquet ends on the thousandth day; something that
has been turned and washed becomes like new. When the rains come, the thirsty sprouts send forth new leaves;
when a boat catches a fair wind it sails to the middle of the river.
“I urge you to calm yourself and look to the future, and not be bound by mundane reasons to your present
course. The Yellow River will run clear sooner or later; how can anyone not achieve his aim one day? I think it’s
best always to leave oneself a way out, so that in future people can still meet as friends. If I stay I’ll be in the way,
but if I leave I won’t be missed. My departure will bring peace to the whole household. I just hope that the sun in
heaven stays at noon forever, to ensure the harmonious survival of this household. If one day the masters become
servants, and the servants masters, ppeople will look back and be sorry they misjudged me.”
*
As she spoke she gathered together her belongings, while Mrs. Xue repeatedly urged her to be on her way.
Chunmei, in high dudgeon, wasted no time on regrets, and paid no attention to her mistress Jinlian’s brokenhearted grief. She looked in the mirror and quickly did her hair and make-up; She threw open a trunk and
searched it for a change of clothes; She hurriedly tied up her travelling bundle at the foot of the bed; She
rummaged the casket to find her needlework. When everything was ready she kowtowed three times to Jinlian.
“Dear mistress, I thank you for your good care and guidance over the years. You treated me as if I were your
own flesh and blood; You shared to the full all my joys and sorrows. If I was silly or coy or irresponsible, you
were always tolerant; I was a trial to your good nature, but you never even scolded me. I had truly hoped to stay
with you forever, through sweet and bitter, sharing a single mind and will, never to part. Who would have thought
that today our fated time would run out, And that out of nowhere trouble would come to beat at our door?
“Dear mistress, you should not grieve, you must not take separation and loss too much to heart. Human life is
but a passing dream, worldly concerns are just wisps of cloud. We come together like crowded duckweed on the
water’s surface; we scatter like frail willow-catkins flying in the wind. As all relationships are transient by nature,
why not just erase it all at one stroke? If you grieve yourself sick over me, no one will even care; if you wear
yourself out crying, you will play right into their hands.
“So just cast away the sorrow of parting and look for happiness. Cast aside useless grief and rally your own
spirits. Whether my future is pleasant or bitter, don’t trouble yourself. Whether I encounter riches or poverty,
don’t concern yourself. If heaven is merciful, you and I will meet again. Don’t shed tears because of our present
separation. When I was here to keep you company, whether in joy or disaster, we knew we were one. After I go
who will help you, who will be your intimate shadow and confidante?
“You must simply be calm and patient and wait out the next few years; swallow your resentment, rein in your
anger, and let time go by. Don’t be greedy for pleasure, and don’t talk too much. Every day at twilight, close your
doors early. If time hangs heavy, distract yourself with birds and flowers. If you are melancholy, find diversion in
music or books. Be moderate in your food and drink, don’t starve yourself or overeat; dress warmly or lightly
according to the season. Be careful in your speech—the walls have ears. Protect yourself against the schemes of
others. These past years we in this courtyard have made enemies; now everyone is clenching their fists and
concocting a case against us.
“There is one more important piece of advice I must give you: After I am gone you must engrave it upon your
heart. You do not have any sons or daughters, nor do you have relatives by blood or marriage. Why should you let
your beauty go to waste? Why should you spend your youth for nothing? How could you bear to live a life like
that, to have busybodies sniping at you behind your back? Even if you stuck it out until you were old and gray,
your widowhood would not earn you a virtuous name. If the two of you can live in peace from now on and have
no cross words, you may want to accept your position and live out your days. But if there should be more
squabbling and fighting, then why should you not take steps to find your own happiness?”
As she spoke she shed some tears of grief, for Jinlian had been so very kind to her. There were also some
intimate things she could not bring up, because Mrs. Xue was there and could hear her clearly.
*
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Loath to see her go, Jinlian had more to say. But at that moment she saw Little Jade hurrying through the gate.
Little Jade said,
“Madam has sent me to keep an eye on things: when Chunmei goes, she is to go empty-handed. Her clothes
and jewellery must be left behind, to be taken to Madam for inspection and safe-keeping. She wants to tighten the
knot and be unfairly cruel—I’m certainly not going to do her dirty work for her. We’ll just keep her in the dark;
we servants can see her game. Hurry, let’s go through the things in her trunk. We’ve spent these years together as
the closest of friends, loving each other like true sisters. Can anyone be sure that trouble won’t befall her? This
could have happened to me: we’re all in the same position.”
Little Jade looked through the trunk and the baskets, sorting things out, asking Jinlian to help with the
selection. She picked out some pretty hairclasps, bracelets and other jewellery, as well as Chunmei’s favourite
dresses and ornaments. Pan Jinlian also gave her some combs and rings, And Little Jade pulled a hairpin from her
own hair. They gave everything to Chunmei and had Mrs. Xue hold it for safe-keeping. They wrapped it all up in
a large, heavy bundle.
Chunmei thanked Madam’s maid Little Jade. Then the time came for them to part. Chunmei said,
“Take care, mistress! I must go now.”
Mrs. Xue picked up the bundle and carried it on her back. Jinlian said,
“No, no, first you must go to the women’s quarters to take forrnal leave of Madam and the others.”
“That is not necessary,” said Little Jade, “It’s just an empty formality anyway.”
Then Chunmei walked away quickly, following Mrs. Xue. She did not look back, and her face was set in anger.
She did not show the slightest trace of regret, nor were there stains of tears on her face.
*
The former favourite threaded her way along the garden paths. Each delicate step lifting her embroidered skirt.
Jinlian saw her off, unable to bear their parting; Little Jade, overwhelmed with emotion, followed close behind
them. They saw her all the way to the main gate.
And Jinlian was like someone who has lost a priceless jewel. Disconsolate, she returned to her rooms alone,
and all alone, thinking of the past, finally cried herself senseless.
“How uncomplainingly she followed me all those years; how devotedly she served me day and night; how
high her hopes and her ambition; how well she put up with frustration to anticipate my wishes! Oh, where will she
end up after today?
“Now that she’s gone, who will share my troubles and joys?”
*
How could Jinlian have known that in fact Chunmei’s luck had turned, that from this day forth her prospects
were entirely transformed?
First she was sold to Mr. Zhou as a concubine; then after a few years his chief wife passed away. For valour he
was promoted to regional commander, so Chunmei received the honours due a great lady.
Which shows that when one’s luck goes away, even gold loses it colour; but when one’s lucky moment comes,
even dull iron comes alive.
2
In the twinkle of an eye, wealth and power come to nothing;
Glory and disgrace come and go like a dream.
You catch a glimpse of prize blossoms greeting the morning sun,
Then suddenly, falling leaves dance in the autumn wind.
Today is desolate, lamenting what has slipped away
But once upon a time life was a glorious sunrise.
If we had only known that fortune ebbed and flowed this way
Would we have indulged in scheming and boastful display?
Alas, Ximen Qing was deceitful in his life. Greedy and full of lust, he rarely did the decent thing. He died
when he was just over thirty years old, leaving behind a child and young wives, alone and helpless. Wu Yueniang
brought the boy up like a precious jewel and preserved a widow’s chastity pure as jade and snow.
It happened that when Xiaoge was just two years old, in the second month of spring, on the Qingming festival,
Wu Yueniang prepared some offerings to go and visit the grave. She asked her brother and his wife to go along.
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Yueniang and her sister-in-law climbed into a sedan-chair. Meng Yulou followed them, with Xiaoge in her arms.
They hired a donkey for Yueniang’s brother, Daian carried food-boxes and bottles of wine, and Little Jade and
Ruyi followed along behind. Altogether eight men and women went through the gates of the town.
Three or four li beyond the north gate they came to Ximen Qing’s grand new tomb. There was nothing but a
shower of windblown cherry and apricot blossoms, an endless rustling of wind in the willows. In the pines and
cedars that covered the land, the only sound was of sparrows chirping. Fragrant grasses stretched to the horizon,
almost no one came that way.
On the hillsides were the tracks of pastured sheep and cattle. Spirits and ghosts wandered aimlessly among the
caves. Compared to before, when they had carried Ping’er there in her coffin, truly splendour had turned to
desolation in the wink of an eye. As Yueniang came to the altar in front of the grave, she covered her face and
gave in to sad and unbridled sobbing.
“My lord!” she cried, her voice quivering with grief. “Husband!” she wept, as tears fell from her eyes. “You
and I had hoped to grow old and gray together. Who would have thought that half-way along our hope would
come to nothing? My lord, where has your spirit gone? I cannot see your face no matter how I long to! Who will
take care of your little son and the young wives you left behind? Fields and gardens you owned in vain, for who
will look after them?
“For your sake I will bring up your son and be resolute in my chastity. For your sake I will manage your family
affairs and finances. I have seen so many shifts in society’s favour, I have been subject to so much malice. I only
hope that your spirit’s light has not altogether darkened, and that it will always protect us, mother and son, your
widow and orphan.”
Wu Yueniang wept from the depths of her heart, without restraint.Her brother’s wife stood beside her, soothing
her, urging her to stop. Meng Yulou also shed some bitter tears.
Little Jade’s heart was sad, but she did not presume to weep aloud. Ruyi, remembering past kindness, was even
more grief-stricken. All of this was old love, from times now past.
Only Xiaoge sat unmoved, with a foolish smile. When Yueniang looked at him she was even more grieved.
When the weeping was over they hastened to lay out the food. Everyone offered wine over and over again.
When the incense and paper had been burned and the ceremonies were over, they all walked away from the grave.
Yueniang’s brother said,
“It is depressing to be cooped up in town all the time. Today we’re out in the country, let’s take a walk on the
green grass.” He told the chair-carriers,
“Wait for us up ahead, we’d like to take it easy, enjoy the springtime, and do a bit of walking.”
*
All along the way the apricot trees rained a storm of petals. A gentle willow-breeze fanned against their faces.
On the paths elegant young men rode horses with carved saddles. By the streams, pretty women strolled through
the fragrant air. Green pennons fluttered wherever good wine was for sale. Ten thousand birds sang in groves of
green trees.
It was that lovely season, the second or third month of spring, which inspires longing thoughts and dreams of
love. Together they strolled around for a good while Then they saw an old Buddhist temple by the roadside. It was
a very pretty one, with green tiles and red paving stones, its jade-green bamboos and deep green pines shining in
the noon light. Daian said,
“This is the Temple of Eternal Happiness by Imperial Appointment. When Master was alive, he would often
make donations to the Buddhist monks. Madam, why not stop at this temple to rest? Besides, the monk in charge
is my sworn brother.”
In a moment they were inside the temple. The abbot came out and received them with a smile. When Yueniang
had bowed before the Bodhisattva he led them into the abbot’s room. A little acolyte attended them with tea and
gruel.
Though the late Military Superintendent’s household had come down in the world, the abbot was obliged to
remember that they had once been generous patrons. He was just settling down to chat with them about family
affairs when suddenly,he heard a knocking loud as thunder at the temple gate. Someone shouted,
“The commander’s lady has arrived to make offerings!”
At this the abbot started up out of his seat. He was in such a hurry that he put his ceremonial cap on askew. He
was so flustered that he couldn’t get into his crimson sandals. He was so agitated that he couldn’t get his brocade
cassock on straight; He was panting so hard that he couldn’t tie his yellow silk-velvet sash. He escorted Yueniang
and the others into a side-chamber, saying,
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“Please sit here patiently and keep your voices down. I must ask you to leave the meditation hall, so that I may
ask Her Ladyship to sit.” And with that the abbot hurried out to welcome the new arrival.
A man with no ambition is a pitiful creature,
But an ambitious woman will vanquish any man.
She is a flower plucked out from among the servants’ ranks;
She stands alone at the forefront of the rouge-and-powder league.
In the old days she was buried in dust in the women’s quarters.
Now she blooms in front of the painted hall.
Society should broaden its outlook and consider the long term.
Don’t judge people’s worth by their present social position.
Yueniang and Yulou were hidden in the side-chamber, talking in whispers, back and forth. Yueniang said,
“I’ve heard that Madam Zhou is almost always ill. How is she able to come here today?” Yulou said,
“I’m afraid Chunmei may be in her entourage. Because of her good looks she may have been given that
privilege.” Yueniang said,
“She’s only been at their house a little while. They surely wouldn’t let her flaunt her face in public yet!”
As the two of them sat there speculating, they heard a lady get down from her sedan-chair and bow before the
Buddha. The sound of ringing bells and booming drums deafened their ears; the scent of incense wafted through
the air.
When the lady finished worshipping, she walked to the abbot’s room; The two women licked the window
paper and looked out into the hall. They saw the abbot, bowing obsequiously and leading the way, shooing
everyone away and letting no one come near. As the lady passed their window, the two looked at her closely.
“Ai ya, it’s her! But she’s a lot better looking than she used to be.”
The pretty little dear was glamorous now. Her delicate skin had grown fresher and dewier. Her gestures were
more assured, her step was firmer. Her manner was more relaxed, her bearing easier. Her hair glittered with jewels
and pearls and dangling gold and jade. She was draped in satin and gauze and tinkling jade ornaments. Two
personal maids were at her side, one on the left, one on the right, to support her as she walked. She was
surrounded by a crowd of servant girls, too many to count. There was even a page-boy to clear the way before her.
Yueniang bowed her head, at a loss for words, thinking the situation over. She was stunned with surprise and
also embarrassed. She remembered how she had driven Chunmei out of her household, because of her wilful
misconduct and immorality.
“I had not expected Chunmei to turn up here today. It would be quite embarrassing to meet her face to face. It
wouldn’t do to be friendly, nor would it do to be rude. It would be best just to slip away quietly and go home.”
Her sister-in-law and Yulou had no better plan, So they asked the little acolyte to thank the abbot and tell him
they were going. The abbot had just sat down to entertain the great lady in his room, But he came to the sidechamber and begged them to stay.
“My lady, please don’t be angry with your poor priest. It’s just that Commander Zhou is a local official. It
happens that his wife chose today to visit the temple I am obliged to offer my room for Her Ladyship to rest. After
she has gone, I will do my best to make amends to you; I would still like to offer you some weak tea and a
vegetarian banquet. I urge you, my lady, calm yourself, make yourself comfortable, and do not be hasty. Your
priest cannot chat and keep you company just now.” Yueniang said,
“I really do have urgent business at home. I will come another day to partake of your delicious feast.” The
abbot said,
“If you leave, Madam will certainly see you. How can I explain to her that you didn’t ask to be presented? Do
not dismiss her lightly, my lady. The Commander’s favourite lady has great power.” But Yueniang had firmly
made up her mind to go.
The abbot prostrated himself in a frenzy of embarrassment. Then he turned and hurried back into his room.
Bowing and clasping his hands, he explained the situation to the great lady. He told her that some visitors from an
official household were at the temple, but had retired to a side-chamber rather than inconvenience the lady. Would
she like them to be presented, or would she rather they be allowed to go?
“Your humble priest would not dare presume without your leave—” The lady replied,
“Since they are from an official family, I see no reason not to meet them. It is a chance for a friendly chat, now
that I have some free time at the temple.” The abbot obediently flew off to the side-chamber.
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“Madam has invited you in, please don’t delay!” Yueniang tried to refuse politely, saying,
“We would rather not see her, I think. We would have to be terribly formal and go through a lot of rigmarole.”
The abbot said,
“What harm could there be in a brief visit? Her Ladyship is very amiable and lenient about ceremony. If you
refuse to see her, my lady, you will actually offend her more. How could your poor priest bear that? My lady, have
pity on me! Just think of this as a way to acquire merit for your next life.”
Yueniang hemmed and hawed, uncertain whether to stay or leave. The abbot, in his eagerness, lifted the doorcurtain himself and loudly called,
“Madam, here they are!”
Chunmei turned her searching gaze upon them and instantly recognized Yueniang, Madam Wu, and Meng
Yulou. She said,
“So it’s you, Madam, who have come to worship the Buddha here. I had not thought that this would be the
place for our reunion. We must have a fated connection, to have met so unexpectedly; I only wish the abbot had
informed me earlier.” The abbot said,
“How could I have presumed to speak so boldly?”
Chunmei came down from her seat of honour to welcome them, and quickly took Yueniang’s hands. She was
utterly gracious and her face beamed with pleasure. Yueniang said,
“Madam, I had not thought to meet you here; it has been some years since we last saw each other.”
Yulou and Madam Wu also murmured polite greetings. Chunmei asked after each member of their party and
said,
“Ladies, please come and have a seat in the abbot’s room.” She told the abbot to wait in the antechamber.
“We ladies have quite a lot to talk about.”
When one meets one’s old master, the ties of feeling are still strong.
To remember the past and lament the present is a heartwrenching thing.
It is difficult to speak of loneliness and separation.
Too much cannot be said of affection still remembered.
A few gusts of pine-scented wind disrupt yesterday’s dream
A single note from a hidden chime illuminates the way of karma.
How much is gained and lost in this world!
But in the emptiness of the Buddha-land, it all turns to dust.
Chunmei invited Yueniang and the others into the abbot’s room. She bowed to Madam Wu and showed her
every politeness. Madam Wu hastily knelt and returned her courtesy, saying,
“My lady, how can I accept such honour!” Chunmei said,
“Madam, your sister-in-law is being ridiculous! Tell me how to stop her kneeling to me.”
“Circumstances have changed,” said Yueniang. “It is right for her to kneel.”
“So,” Chunmei said, “Madam too is making fun of me!”
She turned and prostrated herself again before Yueniang. Yueniang took her hand and cried,
“Please, please get up!”
When Yulou had also performed the proper ceremonies, everyone sat down and chatted about ordinary things.
Little Jade and Ruyi also came forward to pay their respects. Chunmei took them by the hands and spoke to them
affectionately. Yueniang said,
“My son, won’t you come and bow to your big sister?”
Xiaoge stood there dreamily, looking at the ladies. Chunmei saw that Xiaoge was a very pretty child: In his
looks and expressions he was much like Ximen Qing. At the sight of him she was overcome with feeling, for she
remembered the old days. Her eyes reddened and her tears began to fall.
“It seems only a few days since Master died. How can two or three springtimes have passed so quickly? Your
little boy has grown so big. He is a credit to your anxious and devoted care. You yourself are not an old woman
Yet in places your hair is white, and your face is wrinkled.” Yueniang said,
“Ever since my son’s father died our business has declined and we have grown poorer with each passing day.
Our clerks have embezzled money and fled far away; no one comes to visit us any more. The other wives have
scattered to live as best they can; our servants have abandoned us, thinking only of themselves. If it weren’t for
loyal Yulou, who has stayed by my side, I’d have been left absolutely and completely alone.”
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“Human nature is fickle,” said Chunmei. “One mustn’t be surprised by that. It’s better not to take such
snobbery too seriously. Remember how in the early days everyone was in awe of the master? Who would have
expected things to come to this pass? If anyone should try to take advantage of you just send someone over to tell
me about it. My husband has just received an edict from the Imperial court: On horseback he’s a military official,
and on foot he’s a civil official. There is no difficulty he cannot settle. He can even make sure that ghosts and
spirits won’t darken your doors.”
“My lady,” said Madam Wu, “You are a very loyal person. You are kind indeed to remember your former ties
to us. No wonder the gods of fortune made you a great lady: good deeds are always repaid in kind, that’s why you
have good luck. Even when you were young you had a special quality about you. With your generosity, you stood
out from the crowd. Now you have achieved your life’s ambition. Truly you are a person with wisdom and
purpose far beyond the ordinary.”
“Madam Wu,” said Chunmei, “how can I accept such undeserved compliments? It’s simply that all water has
its source, and all trees have their roots. I grew up in your family until I was more than twenty. How could I forget
Madam and Master’s kindness and guidance? How can one ever repay goodness as great as heaven itself? One
simply expresses the smallest part of one’s affection. I’m not a willow-blossom girl, who drops the old when she
finds something new. How could I be so full of myself as to forget my old masters?”
“Ever since we parted, my lady,” said Yulou, “I’ve thought of you every day. Several times I thought of paying
you a visit, but I feared that the gates of the mighty might be as deep as the ocean. And now unexpectedly we
meet again. This meeting was fated, pre-ordained, fixed in our fortunes. How many children do you have now, my
lady? Are they old enough to have learned to talk?”
“I’ve missed you,” said Chunmei, “just as you’ve missed me. I often thought of returning home to visit you all,
But there was too much to do in my household; I couldn’t slip away and indulge in idle pleasure. Since my
husband’s first wife’s death, I’ve had to look after every little thing in person. Besides, my husband has heavy
responsibilities, and only me to depend on. How could I possibly find time to go out?
“Last year in the first month I gave birth to a child. His father loves him like life itself. Although I have
nannies and wet-nurses to care for him, he refuses to be even half a step away from me. Just now, for example,
when I had already stepped into my sedan-chair, ready to leave, he made a scene and ran into my arms. I had to
coax him and make him every kind of promise before he would let me go. And by now he’s probably crying and
looking everywhere for me.
“I have to think of every little thing. I have to concern myself with every conceivable detail. It really was much
easier when I lived in your household. I had no cares or worries, and in my innocence I was happy. I enjoyed
myself with all of you ladies—it was flowers by day, moonlight by night—I followed my own inclinations and
did whatever I pleased.” Yulou said,
“Those with great abilities are given great labours—it’s always that way. Your family’s prominence in public
service is a tribute to your good energies.”
Young men and young women are the most love-struck of all,
But when death parts them they lose sight of each other.
While my spirit haunts the green grave, my wife remembers me;
Or I pity my wife, with her good looks but short life.
Chamber-companions, we were inseparable, a shape and its shadow;
But the gates of tombs hold an eternity older than the sky.
In this world, only love is inexhaustible,
Even after ten thousand aeons it is never forgotten.
In the abbot’s room, when the four women had finished exchanging family news, Chunmei said,
“I must go to the back of the temple to make some offerings to my mother.” Yueniang said,
“I had heard that both your parents are deceased. How is it that they came to be buried in this temple?”
“Madam, you don’t realize who my lady is talking about,” said Yulou. “She means Sixth Sister Pan, our own
household’s Fifth Lady, who is buried now behind this temple. My lady is going to burn some incense before her
tomb.”
When Yueniang heard this she didn’t say a word. Truly, someone may inspire love in one person and hatred in
another. Madam Wu remarked,
“My lady is certainly very loyal; she still remembers past kindnesses and does not forget them.” Chunmei said,
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“When I think of how fond she was of me in the old days, I’m weighed down by sorrow now that death has
separated us. If I did not make offerings to her in the proper times and seasons, who would there be to pour wine
at her graveside?” Yulou said,
“I will keep you company: she and I lived as sisters for many years, I can surely weep for her once.”
*
A monk led the way to the back of the temple and the two women left the temple buildings. Soon they came to
the waste ground behind the temple, where they saw a mound of new earth near the encircling wall. The monk
pointed to the grave and said,
“This is the one. This is the place that my lady’s servant chose.”
When Chunmei saw Jinlian’s lonely grave, she could not restrain her tears, and they fell like ten thousand
pearls. She wept in bitter grief.
“Mother, your body lies here But where is your spirit? Beautiful women have always met sorrowful fates but
none like yours—haunted by unpredictable calamity and disaster to this dreadful end. In the nine hells dark spirits
dimly float; the road to hell is obscure and mysterious. Do you know that I have come to make sacrifices to you? I
hope that your spirit has not darkened and that you can taste this offered food.
“I remember you as a beauty unmatched under heaven. Now all that is left is a skeleton abandoned by the
roadside. I remember how lovely you were, with your elegant hair and make-up. Now all that remains is a bloodsoaked gauze skirt in your grave. I remember that you were sensitive and clever and good at everything you tried.
Now your bones rot, your soul has fled, you lie in the frosty cold. I remember that you were a good singer and
dancer, you could play flutes and strings. Now nothing remains but a cold wind, sighing and lifting the white
undersides of willow leaves. I remember that you always tried to win and be the best, and you would never give
up. Now you are only a moaning ghost lamenting the long nights. I remember that you were eloquent and argued
well, and that you spoke with wit. Now there is just a lonely tomb wrapped in unending cold. I remember you
drawing and embroidering phoenixes and doing lovely needlework. Now I see your fragrant soul entombed in the
earth. I remember that you could read and write and were well educated. Now the fair one in her fresh grave faces
the setting sun.
“Never again will you whisper lovers’ secrets in the Kingfisher Gallery. Never again will you play at lovemaking in the Hidden Spring Grotto. Never again will you display your charms under the grape-vine. Never again
will you meet your immortal lover in the hibiscus arbour. Never again, on a spring day, will you idly swing on a
swing. Never again, on a snowy night, will you express your grief and pain with your lute. Never again will you
take revenge on people by beating their dog. Never again will you dress up your maidservants to put the others to
shame.
“How pitifully sad that your ten thousand charms and clevernesses were all in the end nothing but a moment’s
dream. I served you from childhood, for ten years or more. We were of the same mind and heart, far closer than
most people. You loved me like your own daughter. I served you better than my own parents. I had hoped you
could marry into my household, so we could always be together. Who would have expected this crushing,
unbearable fate to befall you? It was written in your fate, you could not avoid it, and so I must weep my eyes dry
and let my heart break to no avail.”
*
Chunmei ceased her weeping and made a deep obeisance. The ashes of the paper money floated about in the
air. Yulou also bowed before the tomb. Uncontrollable streams of tears flowed from her eyes. They were just
about to return to the abbot’s room when a servant came and knelt to bring a message.
“His Excellency has sent someone to ask you please to come home. They are performing plays in the garden
and enjoying the springtime.” Chunmei said,
“You may go now.”
Then she turned around and went back into the temple. A fine supper with wine was served. The women drank
and enjoyed the banquet to the fullest. They didn’t get up to go home until they were thoroughly tipsy. Chunmei
said goodbye to Yueniang and apologized for going.
“I will visit you at home when Xiaoge’s birthday comes. Then we will talk at length and unburden ourselves of
our troubles.” Yueniang said,
“If the noble lady would condescend to visit our humble place, truly it would bring new lustre to a shabby
house.”
“Madam,” said Chunmei, “how can you say such things? Could anyone ever forget her childhood home?”
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Having said all this, they parted at last; Chunmei left first, then Yueniang. For both of them this meeting had
been completely unforeseen. And the poor abbot had been made to run around and serve them.
1821

208.208 1. A Proclamation To The People Of Nanking 2. A Proclamation Forbidding Drinking Of Wine 3. A
Proclamation Exhorting The Soldiers 4. A Notification Ordering The Presentation Of Gifts On The Occasion Of
The T’ien Wang’s Birthday 5. Instructions To Wei Chün And Shih Feng-K’uei On The Presentation Of Gifts 6.
Instructions To Ch’in Jih-kang On River Defenses 7. Taipings’ Reply To Sir George Bonham On Friendly
Relations 8. A Certificate Awarding a Generalship\fn{by Yang Hsiu-ch’ing (1821-1856)} Guiping (Kuei-ping) District,
Kwangsi Province, China (M) 3
1
Yang the Comforter, Wind of the Holy Ghost, Ho-nai Teacher, Redeemer from Sickness, Assistant on the Left,
Chief of Staff, and Tung Wang of the true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, issues this proclamation for
the information of the brothers and sisters inside and outside the city walls:
Whereas I, the chief of staff, having respectfully received the heavenly decree commanding me to aid the true
Sovereign in sweeping clean the whole universe, did, in the spring of last year, lead a million brave warriors and
arrive here at Chien-yeh.\fn{Nanking is meant; this name was in use during the Three Kingdoms Period (184-280AD } On the day
when the city was taken, I, the chief of staff, gave strict orders to the troops under my command that they might
slay the demons’ officers and soldiers, but must not lawlessly slay a single honest inhabitant.
At that time the troops obeyed the heavenly orders, and you brothers and sisters, to the amount of several
hundreds of thousands, both within and without the walls of the city, have had your lives spared. This was because
I, the chief of staff, looking up, embodied the feeling of our Heavenly Father, who loves to cherish human life, as
well as the liberality of our Sovereign, which is boundless as the ocean. In this way we marched our righteous
troops to exterminate the fiends and preserve honest men alive.
Afterwards, we, looking up, discovered the heavenly will that we were to separate the sexes into male and
female quarters, in order to prevent any beginning of impropriety in conduct. But this was only intended as a
temporary arrangement, and when Tsui-li\fn{ The Taiping’s name for Chihli Province} province is subdued, families are
to be allowed to be together again.
In the estimation of you people, you imagined that we were wasting your patrimony and separating you from
your relations, so you were apprehensive lest all your goods be annihilated and your wives and children scattered;
indeed, the lamentations on this account have not yet ceased. But you do not consider that from of old to the
present time, whenever dynasties have been changed, the troops which have been employed to punish offenders
have, when cities were taken, killed all whom they found therein, burning all without distinguishing pebbles from
precious stones, so that blood has flowed in torrents, and neither dog nor fowl has been left alive.
How different from our Heavenly Dynasty, which has not unnecessarily deprived a single person of life, but on
the contrary has fed and clothed you as if you had been part of ourselves. If you do not believe this statement, ask
those who are acquainted with history, or inquire of the gray-haired fathers and elders around you, who have
themselves seen or heard of such things, and who might enlighten you on the subject.
Now, being apprehensive lest you should still remain in ignorance, we have issued this proclamation. From the
time of its appearance, therefore, do you with one mind acknowledge the favor of our Heavenly Father and
Heavenly Elder Brother in fostering human life, which has induced us to spare your lives. Since your lives have
been spared to you there will certainly come a time when you will enjoy their comforts. Upon the whole, if you
will only study the periods of chaos in the history of bygone ages, you will soon come to appreciate the
benevolence and kindness of the Heavenly Dynasty, which would never think of slaying the innocent, but which,
having left you this body in the present life, has also afforded you an opportunity of attaining the glories and
favors of the heavenly world.
You should all of you rouse yourselves, and not be deluded by mistakes. Let this information be communicated
to all. A special proclamation. Do not oppose.
Given in the fourth month of the fourth year, chia-yin, of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo.\fn{May, 1854}
2
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Yang the Comforter, Wind of the Holy Ghost, Ho-nai Teacher, Redeemer from Sickness, Assistant on the Left,
Chief of Staff, and Tung Wang of the true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, issues this proclamation for
the information of all officers, great and small, and all the brothers and sisters throughout the court and the camp:
Since wine is a thing that very easily disturbs men’s minds and feelings, no sooner do men sink into
intoxication than the usual form of their countenance is changed, and they take the opportunity to act disorderly.
Hence our Heavenly Father, the Great God, very much abhors drunkenness, and has sent down his sacred
commands, forbidding men to drink wine. Hence also, on a former occasion, our Sovereign, the T’ien Wang,
looking up and embodying this feeling of the heavenly mind, has issued a special proclamation forbidding all
men, whether in the court or the camp, to drink wine. I, the chief of staff, have also issued proclamations
forbidding this practice, as is on record.
But recently it appears that some who professed to be subject to the divine commands have become intoxicated
with liquor. While they were drunk they disregarded their superiors and created a disturbance, which is an act of
disobedience and contempt of authority. I have already taken up the case of these drunkards and reported it to the
T’ien Wang, who has issued a decree respecting it: that, considering that this is the first time the parties in
question have been guilty of this offense, they should be exempted from death but undergo a very severe
punishment. If hereafter any of them be found guilty of drinking wine they shall be immediately beheaded
without mercy.
I have also heard that in the court and the camp, there are not a few who are fond of liquor and who thereby
breed disturbances, which practices are most abominable. I therefore issue this proclamation for the fourth time,
declaring that if any, either in the court or camp, among the royal kinsmen,\fn{ Brothers and paternal cousins of the
various wangs} imperial relatives,\fn{Relatives of Hung Hsiu-ch’üan’s wife} noble relatives,\fn{Relatives of the wives of the
other wangs} hou,\fn{Marquises} or hsiang,\fn{Chancellors} great or small, officers and brothers or sisters, from the
time of thc date of this proclamation, should indulge privately in the drinking of wine, it shall be lawful for those
employed about the royal palace, the generals tent, or other residence, to seize and bring the parties up for trial.
The informer shall be immediately reported and elevated to the rank of chancellor. If those employed about the
above-named places are afraid and will not make known the case, then as soon as the offenders are seized by
other instrumentalities, the said employees shall be considered as having themselves committed the offense in
question.
On the whole, the divine law is extremely just, and no matter if men have imperial relatives with noble titles, if
they offend they shall be punished. You must, therefore, earnestly exhort each other not to let a drop of the
forbidden liquid moisten your lips. If you dare to go on in your old ways, as soon as the offense is discovered and
the parties brought to trial, in addition to our beheading the drunkard in obedience to the imperial decree and as a
warning to all, we shall also report the informer in order that he may be given the rank of chancellor as a reward
for his fidelity.
But if it be found that any knew of the affair and would not tell, they shall be treated with the same punishment
as the guilty party. Be on your guard, therefore, and do not for the sake of a moment’s jollity cause your heads and
your bodies to be disposed in different places. Let all be reverently obedient and do not oppose. A special
proclamation.
Given on the fifth month of the fourth year, chia-yin, of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo.\fn{June, 1854}
3
As a rule I am unable to compose poetry. However, once in Ch’ang-sha I saw a person skilled in warfare;
suddenly a verse came to me. I now notify those among the army that they must emulate him. The poem reads:
Seeing that your complete personality is wholly courageous,
You are not inferior to Chao Tzu-lung of Ch’ang-shan.\fn{ Also called Chao Yün, a famous general f the Minor Han Dynasty (221-264AD)}

4
The filial piety of the second elder brother\fn{Hung} is known over all the ten thousand countries. This
younger brother\fn{Yang} cannot help but be deeply moved by this fact. This younger brother lost his parents in
childhood and was raised by the royal uncle.
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Now I also take my golden basin, given me by the Heavenly Father, and present it respectfully to the royal
uncle, in order to add to the filial piety of the second elder brother.
What do you think of this?\fn{ This is in response to the following edict by the Tien Wang—The Heavenly Father has bestowed
upon this elder brother a golden basin, but since I cannot bear to use it myself, I am presenting it to my mother. —and I have included both
because of a footnote which says that “the Taipings began to use items of luxury after their occupation of Nanking. Chang Ju-nan … says
that the bowls and chopsticks used by the Taiping leaders were made of gold, and describes the luxurious sedan chairs used by Hung and
Yang.” Yang Hsiu-ch’ing is Hung Hsiu-ch’üan’s nephew}

5
Yang, the Comforter, Wind of the Holy Ghost, Ho-nai Teacher, Redeemer from Sickness, Assistant on the Left,
Chief of Staff, and Tung Wang of the true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, instructs Royal Kinsmen Wei
Ch’ün and Shih Feng-k’uei, Royal Chancellor Shih Tso-pang, and various assistant generals to know this:
The Heavenly Father and the Heavenly Elder Brother greatly displayed the heavenly grace in sending the true
Sovereign, the T’ien Wang, down to earth to rule the world. Now, on the twenty-fourth day of the ninth
month,\fn{October 29, 1854} again favored by the Heavenly Father’s glorious heart, the fourth heir of the T’ien
Wang was graciously ordered to descend into the world to continue the rule of the world and to assist in the
management of the affairs of the myriad states. Truly do the Heavenly Court’s joys continue to increase without
end.
You were sent out with the military forces and so do not yet know all about it. For this reason, I specially issue
these instructions, hoping that you royal kinsmen and the various assistant generals will pass them on to your
various subordinate officers and officials. All must prepare many rare and valuable goods and dispatch officials to
guard them and transport them to the capital, to be ready by the twenty-fourth day of the tenth month, the “full”
month celebration of the birth of the fourth heir of the T’ien ang, for the T’en Wang’ use when he ascends to court
to thank Heaven.
On that date, those of you outside of the capital shall also worship the Heavenly Father respectfully in order to
repay the heavenly grace. All military and other affairs shall be conducted in strict conformity with this chief of
staff’s previously issued instructions. As soon as these instructions arrive, comply strictly. Do not disobey these
instructions.
6
Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, the Comforter, Wind of the Holy Ghost, Ho-nai Teacher, Redeemer from Sickness, Assistant
on the Left, Chief of Staff, and the Tung Wang of the true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, instructs the
Yen Wang, younger brother Ch’in Jih-kang, to know this:
At this time, in the ninth month on the twenty-ninth day.\fn{ November 3, 1854} I have received and perused the
younger brother’s report. You have repeatedly ordered officials to send back anchors, ropes, and other items;
already all have been noted and examined upon receipt.
However, you, the younger brother, have previously received the heavenly command to garrison and protect
the T’ien-chia-chen guard posts. This chief of staff has already issued instructions ordering the younger brother to
erect strong encampments in the T’ien-chia-chen region along both banks.
In addition, you have been ordered to construct wooden rafts and anchor them in the middle of the river for
defense. I sincerely fear that the younger brother, at the aforementioned place, has at present not yet constructed
such rafts.
Now, this chief of staff has constructed a workable raft at court. I have specially dispatched the conveyer from
this palace, T’u Chen-hsing, to take charge of it and make delivery. I trust that you, the younger brother, upon
arrival of the raft, will load sufficient military equipment and cannon emplacements aboard, inspect the water
courses for an anchorage, and be quick in securing it well. Moreover, I trust that you, the younger brother,
t0gether with the conveyer from this palace, will quickly construct additional rafts on the basis of the model and
carefully erect cannon emplacements in order to eradicate the demons. On the day these instructions arrive,
comply strictly. Do not disobey these instructions!
7
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We, the Tung Wang, Yang, the Ho-nai teacher, and the master who rescues from calamity, Principal Minister of
State, and Redeemer of Sickness, Assistant on the Left, and Chief of Staff, Hsiao, Assistant on the Right, Second
Chief of Staff, and the Hsi Wang, both subjects of the Celestial dynasty, now under the sway of T’aip’ing, truly
commissioned by Heaven to rule, hereby issue a decree to the distant English who have long recognized the duty
of worshipping Heaven, and who have recently come into the views of our royal master, especially enjoining upon
them to set their minds at rest and harbour no unworthy suspicions.
The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord, the Great God, in the beginning created heaven and earth, land and
sea, men and things, in six days; from that time to this the whole world has been one family, and all within the
four seas brethren: how can there exist, then, any difference between man and man, or how any distinction
between principal and secondary birth?
But from the time that the human race has been influenced by the demoniacal agency which has entered into
the heart of man, they have ceased to acknowledge the great benevolence of God the Heavenly Father in giving
and sustaining life, and ceased to appreciate the infinite merit of the expiatory sacrifice made by Jesus, our
Celestial Elder Brother, and have, with lumps of clay, wood, and stone, practised perversity in the world. Hence it
is that the Tartar hordes and Elfin Huns so fraudulently robbed us of our celestial territory.\fn{ I.e., China}
But, happily, our Heavenly Father and Celestial Elder Brother have from an early period displayed their
miraculous power amongst you English, and you have long acknowledged the duty of worshipping God the
Heavenly Father and Jesus our Celestial Brother, so that the truth has been preserved entire, and the Gospel
maintained. Happily, too, the Celestial Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, has now in His infinite mercy
sent a Heavenly messenger to convey our royal master, the Heavenly King,\fn{ The T’ien Wang} up into heaven, and
has personally endowed him with power to sweep away from the thirty-three heavens demoniacal influences of
every kind, and expel them thence into this lower world.
And, beyond all, happy is it that the Great God and Heavenly Father displayed His infinite mercy and
compassion in coming down into this our world in the third month of the year mowu-shen,\fn{1848} and that Jesus
our Celestial Elder Brother, the Saviour of the world, likewise manifested equal favour and grace in descending to
earth during the ninth month of the same year,\fn{ This is a reference to the trances of Yang Hsiu-ch’ing and Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei }
where, for these six years past, they have marvellously guided the affairs of men, mightily exhibited their
wondrous power, and put forth innumerable miraculous proofs, exterminating a vast number of imps and demons,
and aiding our Celestial Sovereign in assuming the control of the whole empire.
But now that you distant English have not deemed myriads of miles too far to come and acknowledge our
sovereignty, not only are the soldiers and officers of our Celestial dynasty delighted and gratified thereby, but
even in high heaven itself our Celestial Father and Elder Brother will also admire this manifestation of your
fidelity and truth.
We therefore issue this special decree, permitting you, the English chief, to lead your brethren out or in,
backwards or forwards, in full accordance with your own will or wish, whether to aid us in exterminating our
impish foes, or to carry on your commercial operations as usual; and it is our earnest hope that you will, with us,
earn the merit of diligently serving our Royal Master, and, with us, recompense the goodness of the Father of
Spirits.
Wherefore we promulgate this new decree of T’ai-ping for the information of you English, so that all the
human race may learn to worship our Heavenly Father and Celestial Elder Brother, and that all may know that,
wherever our Royal Master is, there men unite in congratulating him on having obtained the decree to rule.
A special decree, for the information of all men, given this 26 th day of the 3rd month of the year kueihao,\fn{May 1, 1853} under the reign of the Celestial dynasty of T’ai-ping.\fn{ This letter was sent to Sir George Bonham,
the British plenipotentiary to the Manchu Court, upon his arrival in Nanking on board the British warship, Hermes. Bonham wrote the
following reply: I have received your communication, part of which I am unable to understand, and especially that portion which implies
that the English are subordinate to your Sovereign. Owing to its contents, I am now compelled to remind you that my nation, by Treaty
entered into with the Chinese Government, has obtained the right of trading at the five ports of Canton, Foochow, Amoy, Ningpo and
Shanghai; and that if you or any other people presume to injure, in any manner, the person or property of British subjects, immediate steps
will be taken to resent the injury in the same manner as similar injuries were resented ten years ago, resulting in the capture of Chinkiang,
Nanking, and the neighbouring cities, and in the Treaty of Peace, the conditions of which you will have learnt from the copy sent to you the
day before yesterday. [Parliamentary Papers, 1853, Inclosure 5 in No.6, pp. 32-33.]}
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Yang, the Comforter, Wind of the Holy Ghost, Ho-nai Teacher, Redeemer from sickness, Assistant on the Left,
Chief of Staff, and Tung Wang, of the true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, issues this certificate of
generalship in order to clarify his command:
If commands are strict, then it is possible to maintain discipline in the army. If orders are severe, then it is
possible to enforce regulations.
Now, graced by the great heavenly mercy of the Heavenly Father and the Heavenly Elder Brother, and this
chief of staff having presented a memorial at court, the T’ien Wang has issued an edict authorizing a special order
that the chief deputy chancellor of the Earth Department, Huang Tsai-hsing, proceed to the Hupeh region to
disperse and annihilate the demons and bring tranquillity and peace to the good people.
I fear that in the army, among soldiers and subordinates, there are those who disobey orders and arbitrarily
transgress regulations. I authorize the said assistant general\fn{ Referring to Huang Tsai-hsing. The Taipings often used this as
an added title for men sent out as commanders} to investigate the validity of their testimony.
First, take the criminals and parade them through the camp; then behead them and display their heads to the
multitudes.
Next, make a report of the violation to be submitted to the court together with the attached testimony. After I,
the chief of staff, have reviewed the punishment in detail, I shall inform the secretary’s office to remove the
violator’s name from the official register in order to show that care has been taken and weight given to the
importance of the case.
In addition, you, the assistant general, must not arbitrarily indulge in killing or in inflicting harm on the good
lest you incriminate yourself.
For these reasons, this certificate of generalship is issued; it is to be kept and complied with. You must
sincerely attend to this.
This certificate is issued to the chief deputy chancellor of the Earth Department, Huang Tsai-hsing, authorizing
him to lead his troops to Hupeh. Respect this.
1822

208.160 The Confession of Hung Ta-ch’üan\fn{by Hung Ta-ch’üan (1822- )} Heng-shan hsien, Heng-chou
Prefecture, Hunan Province, China (M) 2
I am a man of the district of Heng-shan, in the prefecture of Heng-chou, Hunan; I am thirty years of age. My
parents are both dead, and I have neither brothers, wife, nor children. I was from youth devoted to study and
writing, and several times entered the examinations; but as the examiners did not acknowledge my talent for
writing, and repressed my abilities, I became a Buddhist monk.
After I returned to worldly life, I again entered the examinations, and as before I was unsuccessful.This greatly
irritated me, and I began to study books on military arts very carefully, in order to scheme against the empire. I
also made myself perfectly familiar with the topography of every part of the land. While I was a monk I kept
myself quiet and retired to my native place, diligently examining many works on strategy, so that all the rules of
discipline and war since the days of antiquity were familiar to me. I was emulous of K’ung Ming, the greatest
strategist since the Three Dynasties. Thus I came to think that I could carry out my plans speedily, and if I
followed the strategy of K’ung Ming, I flattered myself that I could take the empire as easily as turning over my
hand.
Several years ago, while I was a monk, I was traveling through Kwangtung, and when in the district of Hua,
became acquainted with Hung Hsiu-ch’üan and Feng Yün-shan. Hung Hsiu-ch’üan is not my relative. He and
Feng Yün-shan are both literary persons of great talent. The former, like me, had been unsuccessful in the
examinations and entertained great ambition. He had formerly been through both Kwangtung and Kwangsi, and
formed an association with reckless persons of the Triad Society. Feng Yün-shan also organized associations in
Kwangsi for several years, and he induced everyone who joined the association to take oaths to live and die with
him, and exert all their efforts to assist him.
They gradually increased in numbers, and it was feared that there might be a want of hearty union in some of
the members; so Hung Hsiu-ch’üan learned magical arts to talk with demons, and with Feng Yün-shan made up a
story about a Heavenly Father and a Heavenly Elder Brother, Jesus; narrating how the Heavenly Elder Brother
came down from heaven, and that all who would serve the Heavenly Father would then know where their best
interests and profit lay; that when he was alive, he sat in a small hall of Heaven; and when he had been put to
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death by men, he sat in a great hall of Heaven. With these inflaming words they beguiled the members of the
association, so that none of them left it; and this procedure, I was well aware, had been going on for several years.
In the twelfth month of Tao-kuang thirtieth year,\fn{ January, 1851} when their numbers and strength had become
large, I went to Kwangsi, where I saw Hung Hsiu-ch’üan. He had then engaged the chien-sheng Wei Cheng, alias
Wei Ch’ang-hui, of P’ing-nan, and Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei, Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, and others of Kwangtung, to go out and
begin to rebel, plunder, and fight against the government. The members of the brotherhood willingly followed
these men, giving themselves, their families, property, and all to them, so that they had funds for their purposes,
and bought horses and engaged troops. Their hopes were now high, and they took at this time the name of the
Shang-ti Society.\fn{God-Worshippers}
When I reached Kwangsi, Hung Hsiu-ch’üan called me his worthy brother, and honored me with the title of
T’ien-te Wang,\fn{King of Celestial Virtue} and took all his lessons in the art of war from me. He called himself T’aip’ing Wang.\fn{King of Great Peace} Yang Hsiu-ch’ing was the Assistant on the Left, the first chief of staff, and the
Tung Wang; Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei was the Assistant on the Right, the second chief of staff, and the Hsi Wang; Feng
Yün-shan was the first deputy chief of staff commanding the Advance Guards, and the Nan Wang; Wei Cheng,
also called Wei Ch’ang-hui, was the second deputy chief of staff commanding the Rear Guards, and the Pei Wang.
Chancellors and other officers were also appointed. Thus Shih was appointed the chancellor of the Heaven
Department, and the Right I Wang; Ch’in Jih-kng was appointed the chancellor of the Earth Department, and the
Left I Kung; Hu I-kuang, Lai Han-ying and Tseng Ssu were appointed generals of the Guards; Chu Hsi-k’un was
corps superintendent; Tseng Yü-hsiu was first commander of the Vanguards; and Lo Ta-kang, also called Lo Vawang, was deputy commander of the Vanguards.
There were also many military officers of the rank of captain, lieutenant, and others, whose names I do not
remember. Each captain commands over five hundred men, and each lieutenant over one hundred men or several
tens of men. In action, whoever retreated was executed, and their captains and lieutenants severely punished,
while rewards and promotions were given to those who were victorious. The government troops killed many of
our men. I called Hung Hsiu-ch’an my elder brother, and those under our lead addressed us both as “Your
Majesty.” I addressed Feng Yün-shan and others by name.
On the first day of the intercalary eighth month,\fn{ September 25, 1851} we took Yung-an; Wei Cheng and the
various generals, vanguards, and captains and their men had previously given battle to and defeated the imperial
troops. I and Hung Hsiu-ch’üan entered the city in our sedan chairs on the seventh day.\fn{ October 1} Only the two
of us occupied the official residence, which we called our court, and where we permitted no others to dwell. In the
various campaigns Hung Hsiu-ch’üan received most of his tactics from me; but my opinion did not accord with
his, and I often spoke of this being a small place and asked where was the propriety of having so many persons
styled wang. Moreover, he had relied upon his magical arts to delude people; and how could this lead to great
accomplishments?
I secretly held that I would [for the time being] rely on his enormous strength. But later when the territory was
enlarged, I should accomplish great deeds for myself. At the moment he did not suspect me, because I did not
uphold myself as a wang and I bade all not to address me as “Your Majesty.” Instead, I upheld myself as a miensheng.\fn{Teacher} Actually, my ambition was to pacify the country and bring peace to the land, which was a much
higher aim than his.
The practice of magical arts, ever since aJlcient times, has never led to accomplishments. Added to this, Hung
Hsiu-ch’üan was addicted to debauchery, having thirty-six women with him. I wished to hear of his selfdestruction and defeat, for then I could myself succeed in obtaining dominion.
At this time the Tung Wang, Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, managed the forces, sending them out and appointing their
duties and the officers who should be over them. Wei Cheng directed the actual engagements of the troops, in
which he was both skillful and untiring. He was a most courageous man; even ten thousand of the imperialists
were not a match for him with a thousand men under him. During the several months we occupied Yung-an-chou,
which we called our Heavenly Court, all the ministers memorialized us respecting the affairs of state. A calendar
was mad under the direction of Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, in which no intercalary month was inserted. In this matter I
vehemently objected.
Recently, because all communication lines were blocked, rice, grain, gunpowder, and other ammunition began
to give out. The government forces laid siege and every day cannon balls were shot into the city. The official
residence and the other places were all smashed by cannon fire. We could no longer remain at peace. We reflected
that the members of our association in Kwangtung and Wu-chou had formerly been very numerous, and plucked
up heart to attempt an escape.
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On the sixteenth day of the second month, which is the first day of the third month in our calendar,\fn{ April 5,
we rallied our spirits and attempted a sortie, dividing the forces into three bands. The first band, Wei Cheng
with two thousand men under him, set out, at the second watch.,\fn{ About 10:00 PM} At the third watch,\fn{About
midnight} the second band, Yang Hsiu-ch’ing and Feng Yün-shan with five or six thousand men, cut its way
through and formed an escort for Hung Hsiu- ch'iian and his women, altogether thirty or more persons, with
horses, sedan chairs, and all. The third band, myself and Hsiao Ch'ao-kuei with more than a thousand men, left at
the fifth watch.\fn{About 4:00 AM}
I, ten li distant from Hung Hsiu-ch’üan, was attacked by the government troops. Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei would not
attend to my orders or signals and our force was routed, more than a thousand men losing their lives, and I was
taken prisoner. It was our intention to have gone by way of a place called Ku-shu to Chao-p’ing and then to Wuchou, and thus get into Kwangtung. When we left the city, each of us had several days’ rations. I think the men
will now have to plunder everywhere in order to get things to eat and use.
The firing of the east fort when we sallied forth was for the purpose of burning the houses. It was our idea that
in setting fire to the houses we would facilitate our sortie from the city.
My original surname is not Hung; it is only since I acknowledged Hung Hsiu-Ch’üan as brother that I changed
it to Hung Ta-Ch’üan.
Hung Hsiu-ch’üan wore embroidered clothes and a yellow cap. The Tung Wang, Hsi Wang, Nan Wang, and Pei
Wang had yellow-bordered red caps. The rest, chancellors, generals, corps generals, lieutenants, and others, wore
yellow-embroidered aprons when they went to battle, and carried yellow flags. While in the official residence, I
also had a yellow robe and a yellow cap. Since I did not uphold myself as a wang, nor sit at court, I did not wear
them.
This confession is true.
1852}

208.148 The Taiping Heavenly Chronicle\fn{by Hung Jen-kan (1822-1864)} Hua hsien, Kwangtung Province, China
(M) 12
In the beginning the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, in six days made heaven and earth,
mountains and seas, and men and things. On the seventh day the work was completed. In the days of antiquity all
under heaven were universally grateful to the Great God for his gracious benevolence. In the time of Noah the
people were deluded by evil demons and the world practiced licentious ways. The Great God was greatly angered
and caused the great rains to fall continuously for forty days and forty nights. Floods spread over everywhere and
drowned all the people, so that later people all held the Great God in reverential awe, especially the Israelites.
But the marquis\fn{The Taipings considered the early kings to be usurpers, because they did not have the mandate of Heaven, and
therefore deserved to have their title degraded} of Egypt persecuted them harshly. The Great God was greatly angered and
descended to rescue the Israelites, leading them out of Egypt and across the Red Sea, displaying great divine
powers and destroying the demon marquis. Coming to Mt. Sinai, the Great God himself delivered the Ten
Heavenly Commandments.
But later ages frequently fell victim to the schemes of evil demons and repeatedly violated the Heavenly
Commandments. The Great God was greatly angered and wanted to exterminate mankind completely.
Fortunately, at this time the Saviour, the Heavenly Elder Brother, Christ, who was the Great God’s eldest son,
was willing to descend to the world and offer his life to redeem the world. The Great God gave up his beloved
and sent our Heavenly Elder Brother, Christ, to descend into the world and be born in the country of the Jews
where he worked innumerable miracles. At the age of thirty-three …\fn{ One page of the original manuscript is missing}
… the Taiping True Sovereign. This also displays the boundlessly loving graciousness of the Heavenly Father
and the Heavenly Elder Brother in pitying and comforting mankind, and as a consequence it caused the true light
to shine throughout the world.
*
When the Sovereign was twenty-five years old, in the year t’ien-yu,\fn{1837} on the first day of the third moon,
at midnight, he saw innumerable angels descending from heaven, saying that they had come to take him up into
heaven. And he also saw small children who came before him wearing yellow gowns, and he saw something like
a cock several feet in height standing before him. The royal father,\fn{ Hung’s father} the royal mother of the
surname Li, the royal eldest and second eldest brothers, Jen-fa and Jen-ta, his elder brother’s wife Huang Hsin,
and the royal consort of the surname Lai, the second chief moon,\fn{ Huang referred to himself as the sun, and he referred to
his wife as the moon. In a later passage, he referred to an imaginary wife in heaven as the “first chief moon.” Here he referred to his earthly
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wife as the “second chief moon.” His other royal consorts were referred to as “deputy moons.” }

were all present. The Taiping True
Sovereign, moved by great sadness, said to his father, “I am failing to repay my responsibilities to my father and
elder brothers,” and he also said to his wife Lai, the second chief moon,
“You are my wife. You must not remarry. You are now pregnant. We do not know whether you will bear a son
or a daughter. If it is a son, you must remain dependent on my elder brother and not marry; if it is a daughter, you
must do likewise.” The whole family was sad, and his wife was especially sad.
Presently, supported by angels, the true Sovereign was seated in a sedan chair, and they set out on their
circuitous way along the great road to the east and ascended. The Sovereign, in the sedan chair, was most ill at
ease. When they arrived at the gateway to Heaven, beautiful maidens beyond number approached to receive him,
but the Sovereign cast no sidelong glances at them.
When they arrived in Heaven, the radiant light was dazzling. It was most different from the dusty world. He
saw innumerable persons wearing dragon gowns and cornered hats, all of whom greeted the Sovereign.
Subsequently an imperial command was passed down to cut open the Sovereign’s stomach, remove the old, and
replace it by a new one. They also brought certain writings and arranged them in such a way that they could be
passed continuous]y before him. After he read them one by one, the Heavenly Mother received him and said,
“My son, you descended into the world and your body is unclean. Wait until your mother washes you in the
river, then you shall go to see your Father.”
When the Sovereign’s body was cleansed, the Heavenly Mother led him in to the audience. The Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, wore on his head a high-brimmed hat. His body was clothed in a black
dragon robe. All about his mouth were golden whiskers, which came down to cover his stomach. His countenance
was most heroic, and his figure was extremely tall. His appearance, as he sat there, was most dignified and
awesome. His clothing was very neat and proper. His two hands lay on his knees. The Sovereign went before him,
knelt, and greeted him, after which he stood at one side. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God,
said to him sadly,
“You have come up? Listen to what I say. Is it not inordinate, the extent to which the people of the world have
largely lost their original hearts? What man on earth did I not cause to be born and reared? Who does not eat my
food and wear my clothing? Who does not enjoy my blessings? All the myriad things of Heaven and earth were
made by me, and all food and clothing were bestowed by me. How can the people of the world enjoy my
blessings and yet have their original nature so obscured? Have they not the slightest thought of awe or respect for
me? They have been greatly deluded and misled by evil demons, and they waste those things which I have
bestowed upon them as offerings to these evil demons, as if the demons had given birth to them and nourished
them. They do not even know that these evil spirits harm and kill them, and bind and capture them, nor do they
know that I so deeply hate it and pity them.”
When the Sovereign heard this pronouncement, his heart was gravely distressed, and he wanted to go at once
and arouse them, to make them all see clearly the evil machinations of the malicious demons, and to turn back in
their hearts to reverence for the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God. The Heavenly Father, the
Supreme Lord and Great God, said,
“That would be so difficult!”
The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, often instructed the Sovereign that when seated one’s
clothing must be neat and orderly, the head must be raised and held high, one’s body must be erect, with the two
hands on one’s knees and the feet with the heels together and pointed outward.
The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, also led the Sovereign to the high heavens to point out
to him how evil demons deluded and harmed people in the world. One by one he pointed them out for the
Sovereign to see clearly. He further pointed out to the Sovereign how the credit for all those things bestowed by
His hand upon the world was taken by the evil demons for their own glory. After he had been shown these things,
the Sovereign saw that the Great God turned his head aside and did not look.
Sometimes the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, upon seeing some evil demon doing things
that were particularly bad, would become very angry and would at once send angels down into the world to
exterminate the evil demons and to return immediately. At this time, of all of the evil demons pointed out by the
Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, there was not one who did not falsely take the credit for the
good works of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, to delude the people of the world into
carrying on heterodox activities and violating the Heavenly Commandments. The demons intended that the people
of the world should not revere and respect the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, but revere and
respect them. If there were any who did not revere and respect them, they would then persecute and oppress them.
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The Sovereign was greatly angered, and inquired of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God,
saying,
“Father, if they are as evil as this, why don’t you exterminate them?” The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord
and Great God, said to the Sovereign,
“Not only are there demons in the world, but even the thirty-third heaven in the high heavens has been invaded
by evil demons.” The Sovereign said,
“Father, you have such great power that you can cause them to be born and to die as you desire; why then do
you permit them to force their way in here?” The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, said,
“Let them carry on their evil ways yet a little while; then I shall deal with them. You do not expect that in the
end they will be able to escape me!” The Sovereign said,
“But letting them go on a short while permits them to bring distress and suffering to my brothers and sisters.”
The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, said,
“Watch and see how they do. If they are really intolerable, then they should all be driven out.”
The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, also pointed out this square-headed, red-eyed demon
for the Sovereign to see. The Sovereign, constantly observing him, noticed how he was always, in a strange
manner, deluding and oppressing the people, and the Sovereign therefore asked the Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God, if he might drive him out. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, said,
“Since he is doing such evil, you have my command to go and drive him out.” The Sovereign, at the command
of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, charged the head of the evil demons, saying,
“My Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, has ordered me to come and command you to leave
immediately!” This leader of the evil demons was called Yen-lo,\fn{ The Chinese name for the Indian god Yama, the
Buddhist god of the underworld } and also the Dragon Demon of the Eastern Sea, by the people of the world. He was
hesitant about leaving, and the Sovereign forced him, saying,
“Go at once. This is a very good place, but you are not blessed; furthermore, with your filthy, stinking body,
how can you dwell here?”
The head of the evil demons had no recourse but to leave. In Heaven there were some deluded, evil-hearted
ones who wanted to leave with him.
At this time the Saviour, the Heavenly Elder Brother, Christ, leading a host of angels, gathered them around,
and the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, issued a great sacred proclamation, that all in the high
heaven who might follow the departing evil demon should be brought back; any who treacherously gave aid to the
demon and all demons who surreptitiously forced their way in should be driven out one by one. Further, it placed
all the ultimate guilt for inciting the demons to do wrong on Confucius, whose books of teachings are very much
in error. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, ordered that three classes of books be put out
and indicated this to the Sovereign, saying,
“This class of books consists of the records which have been transmitted from that former time when I
descended into the world, performing miracles and instituting the commandments. These books are pure and
without any error. And the books of this second class are the accounts which have been transmitted from the time
when your Elder Brother, Christ, descended into the world, performing miracles, sacrificing his life for the
remission of sins, and doing other deeds. These books also are pure and without error. But the books of the other
class are those transmitted from Confucius. They are those books which you read when in the world. These books
contain extremely numerous errors and faults, so that even you were harmed by studying them.” Thereupon the
Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, charged Confucius, saying,
“Why did you teach people to carry on their affairs in such a muddled, confused manner, to the point where the
people of the world do not even know me, but your reputation on the contrary is greater than mine?”
At first Confucius argued stubbornly, but in the end he thought silently and had nothing to say. The Heavenly
Elder Brother, Christ, also accused Confucius, saying,
“You created books of this kind to teach the people, so that even my own blood brother, in reading your works,
was harmed by them.” All of the angels also proclaimed his guilt. The Sovereign also charged Confucius, saying,
“You wrote books of this kind to teach the people; have you such ability at writing books?”
Confucius, seeing that all the people in the high heaven pronounced him guilty, secretly fled down from
heaven, with the intention of going along with the head of the demons. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord
and Great God, thereupon dispatched the Sovereign to go with the angels to pursue Confucius and to bring him,
bound and tied, before the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God, in great anger, ordered the angels to whip him. Confucius knelt before the Heavenly Elder
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Brother, Christ, and repeatedly begged to be spared. He was given many lashes, and Confucius’ sad pleas were
unceasing. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, then considering that his meritorious
achievements compensated for his deficiencies, granted that he be permitted to partake of the good fortune of
Heaven, but that he never be permitted to go down to the world.
At this time the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, commanded the Sovereign to do battle
with the evil demons and drive them out, and gave him a golden seal and a sword\fn{ The sword, called Snow in the
Clouds, was the one which Hung claimed had been given him by God. The chronicle later tells of Hung’s using the sword to behead the
demons; thename of the sword was used by the Taipings as a term for “beheading” } and ordered him, with the host of angels, to

drive out the evil demons. They fought the demons down from the thirty-three levels of heaven. The brothers and
sisters who followed the demons as they were driven out were captured and returned to high heaven. Those who
treacherously gave aid to the head of the demons and those lesser demons who had surreptitiously forced their
way in were all driven out one by one.
Driven to the point of desperation, the head of the demons and the lesser demons turned back to fight the
Sovereign. But they could offer no resistance to the Sovereign. At that time the Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God, took charge, and although the evil demons used all kinds of sly tricks, one by one they were
finally completely overcome by the Sovereign. While the Sovereign was fighting with the demons, the Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, was behind him. The Heavenly Elder Brother, Christ, was also behind
him, holding the golden seal. This he shone on the demons, and the demons were unable to harm the Sovereign.
Moreover, the demons did not dare to look at the golden seal; when they looked at the golden seal, they
immediately fled.
The leader of the demons was full of evil tricks and capable of many transformations. Sometimes, when struck
down, he would immediately transform himself into a great serpent, and if the great serpent were struck down, he
could quickly transform himself into something else. He was capable of seventeen or eighteen transformations.
He could even change himself into something as small as a flea on a dog. The Sovereign fought on with him, and
becoming extremely angry, wanted to take him captive. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God,
called out in a loud voice,
“Stop, stop! You must only overcome him and force him out.”
The Sovereign did not understand why. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, explained,
“This demon is the old serpent. He can delude people and eat people’s souls. If you merely take him captive,
many souls which he has eaten will not be saved. Furthermore, he will desecrate and defile this sacred place.
Hence his life must temporarily be spared.”
In regard to the lesser demons, the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, also ordered the
Sovereign not to take them captive, but to wait until they had gone down into that level of heaven which is the
world, and then decapitate them.
At one time the Sovereign battled until he was weary, whereupon the host of angels surrounded him
protectingly in a deep ring so that the demons could not harm him. Upon awakening, he again took up the fight
and one by one completely drove out, down into the world, all the demons who had surreptitiously forced their
way into the thirty-three levels of heaven and those who had treacherously assisted the head of the demons. When
he had driven them down into this level of heaven, which is the world, the Sovereign was enraged and shouted
aloud to the host of angels, saying,
“Behead them!”
And obeying the command of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great Gbd, and the command of the
Saviour, the Heavenly Elder Brother, Christ, and further, obeying the command of the Sovereign, the host of
angels took the sword which the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, had presented to the
Sovereign and cut off the heads of countless numbers of evil demons, but the chief of the demons himself first
fled. Consequently the demons all submitted and, respecting his command, descended into the eighteen levels of
hell, and two-thirds of them did not again dare to do wrong:
When the Sovereign had fought until he was hungry, his Heavenly Mother and a host of younger sisters
gathered the sweet fruits of the high heaven and offered them to the Sovereign to eat. Their color was extremely
yellow and their flavor was extremely delicate.
While the Sovereign was fighting, his Heavenly Mother and all the younger sisters also actively assisted him
so that there were no battles which he did not win. Victorious, he returned to the high heaven.
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The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, was most delighted and conferred on the Sovereign
the title “T’ien Wang, Monarch of the Great Principle, Hung Hsiu-ch’üan.” The Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God, commanded the Sovereign, saying.
“Your given name is Ch'üan. When you were formerly in the world, the first character of your name
violated\fn{the taboo on} my name, and should be done away with.\fn{ For Hung’s original name was Huo-hsiu; and the
translation of Jehovah in Chinese being Yeh-huo-hua—hence, the volation. This indicates that the name of Hung Hsiu-ch’üan was adopted
in 1837} When you go down into the world, you may call yourself Hung Hsiu, or you may call yourself Hung

Ch'üan, or you may call yourself Hung Hsiu-ch’üan. Your younger brother’s name and your name will then have
significance.”
At this time the Sovereign was in high heaven and had a palace in the eastern part. The Heavenly Father, the
Supreme Lord and Great God, frequently taught him how to sing the psalms.
At times the words did not transform him. The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, taught him
to sing one word at a time slowly, whereupon he was transformed.
The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, at times commanded the Heavenly Elder Brother,
Christ, to teach the Sovereign to read, but it did not transform him. The Heavenly Elder Brother, Christ, became
enraged; the Heavenly Sister-in-law then begged the Heavenly Elder Brother to desist. The Heavenly Sister-inlaw was very considerate of him. It could be said that this older sister-in-law was as a mother to him. Whenever
the Heavenly Elder Brother, Christ, was too harsh with him and treated him sternly, his Heavenly Mother would
persuade the Heavenly Elder Brother to desist.
The Heavenly Mother loved him deeply. Truly he could be said to be at the pinnacle of glory.
In the high heaven the Sovereign’s consort, the first chief moon, served the Sovereign most diligently and
respectfully. At this time she gave birth to a son, who had not yet been given a name. His host of little sisters in
the high heaven also came at times to accompany the Sovereign as he studied the psalms and scriptures. There
was music of zither and flute and drums, and unending happiness.
The Sovereign at this time was not desirous of descending to the world. However, the Heavenly Father, the
Supreme Lord and Great God, frequently commanded the Sovereign, saying
“I, your Father, am teaching you to read more of these psalms and scriptures so that later you may use them as
proofs. You must still descend again to the world. If you do not descend, how will the people of the world reach
enlightenment and ascend to heaven?”
The Sovereign replied, “Yes, yes,” but in his heart the Sovereign had no desire to descend to the world. At
times the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, pressed him most urgently, and the Sovereign in
desperation would descend several levels of heaven, but again turn about and return. Thereupon the Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, became greatly enraged, and the Sovereign ordered his consort, the first
chief moon, saying,
“Take our child and live with the Father and Mother, Elder Brother and Elder Sister-in-law, and all of the
younger sisters. Wait there while I descend to the world to put the Father’s affairs in order. Then I shall again
ascend to heaven and enjoy our peaceful life with you here.”
Then the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, together with the Heavenly Elder Brother, Christ,
and the host of angels all saw the Sovereign off into the world.
Seeing people in the world with shaved heads, the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, was
angry. He said,
“You see how the people of the world covet prestige.” Seeing the people of the world fond of wine-drinking,
the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, said angrily,
“You see how perverse the people of the world have become. Their appetites have become gluttonous!” Seeing
the people of the world smoking, the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, said angrily,
“You see how perverse the people of the world have become; their mouths emit smoke!” Seeing people
committing debauchery, the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, said angrily.
“You see how degenerate the people of the world have become. They are less than human!” The Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, also commanded the Sovereign,
“Now your name is Ch’üan. I shall sing a psalm for you to hear. Remember it well in your heart, for it shall be
proved later.” The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, sang:
The character ch’ien minus one stroke,
Is attached to your person in speech.
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The character chieh has a top part;
When filled with treasure it becomes wang:
One long and one short is your name;
There is a knife which has no handle, which is also without luster;
When your Father sired you, what name was yours?
One horizontal stroke and one dot is not incorrect.
There is one whisker five inches long.
It bends and curves and has one dot, right in the middle.

The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, also commanded the Sovereign,
“When you descend into the world there will still be several years before you awaken. But you need have no
fear about not awakening. Later a book will be given to you which will explain to you all of these things. Having
had all of these things made clear to you, you will not err if you then shall go on to act in accordance with this
book. However, when you act in accordance with this book, people in the world shall greatly slander you, jeer at
you, and despise you. I shall sing a poem for you:
A cow’s hoof has one hundred and five;
Man’s eye sees a bottle in the wine;
Look at your face of eighty chang,
Some places are indeed lonely.

The Sovereign took leave of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, and of the Heavenly Elder
Brother, Christ. At the time he descended into the world he displayed an expression of distress. The Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, said,
“Don‘t be afraid. Take courage and act. Whenever you are beset by difficulties I shall take charge. If they come
at you from the left I shall repel them on the left; if they come at you from the right, I shall repel them on the
right. No matter how they come at you, I shall repel them, so what need you fear?”
The Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, commanded that the seven words T’ien-wang Ta-tao
Chün-wang Ch’üanfn{The T’ien Wang, Monarch of the Great Principle, Ch’üan } be written and sent to his general, to place
on the Sovereign’s door as proof.
*
The Sovereign had ascended into heaven on the first day of the third moon, and it was about forty or more days
until he was again sent down into the world.\fn{ The actual period of Hung’s illness was probably either four, seven, or thirty-two
days; but the period of forty days seems to have been artificially set to match the time Jesus spent in the wilderness } Although the
Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, had instructed him very minutely, when he returned to the
world he had not yet been able to completely awaken his mind. Later it was his royal mother of the surname Li
who saw those seven words on the Sovereign’s door. His royal father took them and brought them to the
Sovereign to see. The Sovereign said,
“Truly Heaven has changed my name to Ch’üan.” Thereupon the Sovereign said to his father and elder
brothers,
“I am sent by Heaven as the true ordained Son of Heaven to exterminate the depraved and preserve the
upright.”
When his clansmen or relatives came to see him the Sovereign held his hands up before his chest, as a sign to
others of uprightness, and said,
“You must hasten to make yourselves upright. Heaven declares that you have become demons. Now Heaven
dispatches me to come and take the demons. When I descended from heaven the nets of heaven and earth were
lowered to capture all demons.”
His elder sister, Hung Hsin-ying came to see him. The Sovereign said,
“Sister, 1 am the T’ai-p’ing Son of Heaven.”
With his hand he wrote the four words T’ai-p’ing T’ien-tzu for his sister to see. Sometimes he would sing the
sounds of the high heaven for them to hear.
People thought him mad. Furthermore, without discrimination between men and women, if a person was good
who came to see him, the Sovereign would thereupon treat him with courtesy, invite him to be seated, and would
be most happy to converse with him. But when wicked persons came to call, the Sovereign would scold them in a
loud voice,
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“Get out quickly! Who am I? How dare you come boldly to see me? I am the true ordained Son of Heaven. I
am to exterminate the erring and preserve the upright. Do you recognize me?”
His father and elder brother and others were all unaware of the reason for this, and considered him mad.
Moreover, his royal father scolded him. The Sovereign said,
“I am not your son. Can you scold me?”
The people all the more thought him mad, not knowing that this was precisely the ingenious device of high
heaven, and precisely Heaven’s means of protecting the Sovereign. From this time onward the Sovereign’s
bearing and manner were august and imposing, in sharp contrast to his former self.
*
When he was thirty-one years of age, in the year k’uei-yung\fn{1843} in the sixth moon, there was one day
when just as dawn was approaching the Sovereign heard an old man in front of his bed, calling,
“You are still so sleepy? You still have not awakened?” The Sovereign immediately arose and thought to
himself,
“How strange!”
At that time the Sovereign, looking at the book Good Words to Admonish the Age,\fn{A Christian tract written by a
Chinese evangelist, Liang A-fa, which Hung obtained in 1836 while attending government examinations in Canton } saw from this
book that there was a great Supreme Ruler, God, who had made Heaven and earth and all things, and that all men
should revere him and worship him. As for the demons who dwell in the world, they all deserve to be killed. The
people of the world have fallen victim to the schemes of the serpent and demons, and as a result they have been
caught and they fall into the depths of hell and sink. The people of the world must definitely not kneel to them or
show reverence to them. They must return in their hearts to reverence for God before they can escape the hands of
the demons, and be able to ascend to Heaven.
The book further said that there is a Saviour, Christ, who is God’s eldest son. More than 1800 years ago God
had wanted to exterminate the people of the world completely, for they believed the wicked demons were great
because they performed bad deeds, and because their crimes of rebellion were great. However, he could not
endure to do so. He desired to pardon them all, but this was contrary to justice. Thus, in the midst of this dilemma
he dispatched his eldest son, Christ, to descend into the world and atone for the people’s sins by receiving the
punishment for the people. On the eve of his descent, angels in the skies praised him, saying.
“Today a Saviour is born. Glory be to God in the highest. Peace on earth and good will among men.”
At the age of thirty, Christ was spreading his teachings and converting followers, and exhorting people to
confess their sins before God, to cast off all the evil demons, and obey the Heavenly Commandments, so that they
could ascend to Heaven. At the age of thirty-three the time of his atonement arrived. He suffered injury from the
people of the world and died nailed to a cross. Thus he completed the mission for which God sent him down.
Three days after his death he awakened and continued discoursing on the affairs of heaven to his disciples, After
forty days he ascended to heaven and commanded his disciples, saying,
“I have power over all things in heaven and earth. Go into all countries in the world and spread the gospel for
all people to hear and believe so that they may be saved, for those who do not believe shall be punished for their
sins.” The book also said, “Today Christ in the high heavens is the Lord and Saviour of all nations. The Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, has given him the power to control all the angels and to save the people
of the world from the clutches of evil demons,” and similar sayings.
He\fn{Hung} turned the things which this book said over in his mind and considered them most carefully, and
consequently was reminded that those things which he had seen and done in the year t’ien-yu\fn{1837} in
ascending to, and descending from, heaven corresponded exactly with all of these things in this book, and that
they corroborated each other like the fitting together of two halves of a tally.
The Sovereign thereupon suddenly recalled how the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, at the
time when the Sovereign was about to descend into the world, had instructed him,
“When you descend into the world there will still be several years before you awaken. But you need have no
fear about not awakening. Later a book will be given to you which will explain to you all of these things. Having
had all of these things made clear to you, you will not err if you then shall go on to act in accordance with this
book.”
This, then, was that same book.
The Sovereign at this time felt as if he had just awakened from a dream, whereupon he composed a poem of
awakening and repentance:
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When our transgressions truly inundate heaven,
How well to trust in Jesus’ full atonement!
We follow not the demons, but obey the Sacred Commandments,
Worshipping one God alone; thus we cultivate our hearts.
The heavenly glories men ought to admire;
The miseries of hell I also deplore.
Let us turn back early to the fruits of true repentance!
Let not our hearts be led by worldly customs.

First he repented his sins before the face of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, along with
Li Ching-fang of Lien-hua-t’ang. The Sovereign persuaded the members of his family that they should repent
their sins before the face of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, and cast off all evil demons.
The members of the Sovereign’s family at first did not believe, so he explained to the members of his family why
he had scolded his father and elder brothers at the time of his ascent into heaven, saying,
“When I ascended into heaven, the Old Father of whom I spoke was the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord
and Great God. Letting others consume your food, of which I spoke, refers to your reverence for demons. You
have lost your original minds and have cast aside the Old Father. Treating others even better than Him, of which I
spoke, refers to your failure to revere the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, and your reverence,
on the contrary, for demons.” After he corroborated and explained these things one by one, the members of his
family were then awakened and all repented before the face of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great
God, cast off all the demons, and obeyed the Heavenly Commandments.
The Sovereign had a younger cousin of the clan, the Kan Wang, Hung Jen-kan, who possessed great faith and
intuitive understanding. When the Sovereign explained these things to him, he immediately awakened and
comprehended. The Sovereign also explained these things to the Nan Wang, Feng Yün-shan. The Nan Wang, Feng
Yün-shan, was likewise a person of intuitive understanding and faith, and immediately upon hearing of this he
was awakened and comprehended.
The three men together declared their repentance before the face of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord
and Great God, and went together to wash themselves in the Shih-chüeh-t’an. On the fourteenth day of the
seventh moon the Sovereign went to Wu-ma-ling to elucidate these things to P’eng Ts’an-p’ing, P’eng Ch’angkan, and P’eng Shou-po. They also declared their repentance before the face of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God. In the first year there were very many people who believed and followed him.
*
At the age of thirty-two, in the year chia-ch’en,\fn{1844} on the fifteenth day of the second moon, the
Sovereign set out with the Nan Wang, Feng Yün-shan, and Feng Jui-sung and Feng Jui-chen to travel throughout
the realm and teach and instruct the people of the world about these matters. Starting from the capital of
Kwangtung province, they went on to Shun-te, then turned back again, traveling through Nan-hai, Fan-yü, Tsengch’eng, Ts’ung-hua, Ch’ing-yüan, Ying-te, Han-chiang, Yang-shan, and Lien-shan. On the eighteenth day of the
third moon they arrived at Pai-hu-yü. At this time the Sovereign wished to go on by himself to Pa-p’ai and sent
the other three, Feng Yün-shan, Feng Jui-sung, and Feng Jui-chen back home.
The two, Feng Jui-sung and Feng Jui-chen, were willing to return, but the Nan Wang, Feng Yün-shan, wanted
to travel throughout the whole realm with the Sovereign, and was willing to undergo all hardships. So the
Sovereign and the Nan Wang, Yün-shan, took leave of Feng Jui-sung and Feng Jui-chen and traveled on to Pap’ai. Arriving at Nan-chiang-p’ai they explained these things to convert the Yao peoples. After several days they
left the mountains and went to Ts’ai-chiang. The Sovereign said,
“Now I think it would be better to go to Kwangsi province.”
Thereupon they went from Ts’ai-chiang to Shan-ching and from Shan-ching to Shih-t’ien and to Li-chih-p’u,
from Li-chih-p’u to Chin-chuang, from Chin-chuang to Nan-feng, from Nan-feng to Yü-lao, from Yü-lao to Fengch’uan, from Feng-ch’uan to Jung-yü, from Jung-yü to T’eng-hsien, from T’eng-hsien to Ta-wu, from Ta-wu to
Mu-lo, from Mu-lo to Meng-yü. Throughout the whole journey they depended on the protection of the Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God.
On the fifth day of the fourth moon they went from Meng-yü to Kuei-hsien in Hstin-chou of Kwangsi, and to
the home of his elder cousin, Huang Sheng-chün of Ts’u-ku-ts’un. While the Sovereign was residing in
his\fn{Huang’s} home, he wrote tracts to persuade the people to acknowledge the Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God, and distributed them among the populace. The Sovereign and the Nan Wang often stayed in
Huang Sheng-chün’s home. The Sovereign’s second elder cousin, Huang Sheng-ch’ao, his third elder cousin,
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Huang Sheng-ch’ien, his fourth elder cousin, Huang Sheng-k’un, and his fifth elder cousin, Huang Sheng-chüeh,
all invited them to come to their homes.
The Sovereign heard the local people tell of the Liu-k’e demon temple in this place, at which there were\fn{ the
spirits of} a man and a woman who were responsive to human requests. The Sovereign asked,
“Were they man and wife?” The local people replied,
“They were not. Originally the two lived in these mountains. The one sang and the other responded; they had
illicit relations and they died.\fn{This evidently refers to customs of courtship and to the occasional love and suicide pacts which
occurred among the mountain people of southwest China } Later people spread the news that they had achieved immortality,
erected images of them, and sacrificed to them.” The Sovereign said,
“So it is! How stupid the people of the world are! For such lascivious elopement and illicit intercourse Heaven
must punish them, not grant them immortality. What kind of immortality could they have achieved?”
Thereby he gained understanding of how the lasciviousness in Kwangsi, men and women making proposals to
each other and conduct worse than that of animals, all came from such evil demons. Therefore he wrote a poem
condemning it:
I take up my pen to compose a poem condemning Liu-k’e;
Those two evil demons deserve to be punished, and deserve to be exterminated.
All the people in the mountains have become animals;
Everywhere the men sing and the women respond in song.
Because of their evil ways it is said that they have achieved immortality,
Nor is it strange that unchaste women become family wives.
One day in a burst of thunder they will be struck down by lightning;
What recourse will they have when Heaven decides no longer to tolerate them?

*
In the seventh moon the Sovereign, observing that his elder cousin’s family was in great distress, was in a state
of mental unrest. He went with the Nan Wang to an outlying house. The conversation offended him. The
Sovereign thereupon returned to Ts’u-ku-ts’un and discussed returning to Kwangtung with the Nan Wang, Yünshan, Hung Jen-ch’iu, and the Hsü Wang, Hung Jen-cheng. The Sovereign wanted to travel all night to reach Linch’iao and there wait for the other three to come with all speed on the following day. Hung Jen-ch’iu said,
“If you go off secretly in the night, people will be suspicious.” Therefore on the following morning he said to
his elder cousin, Huang Sheng-chün,
“I want to return to Kwangtung.” Hung Sheng-chün said,
“The other three can go. My son Huang Wei-cheng has not yet been released. You cannot return. It would be
better for the other three to return first. Wait until my son has been released and I shall escort you back to
Kwangtung; that will not be too late.”
The Sovereign was determined in his desire to return. Huang Sheng-chün said, weeping,
“If you return to Kwangtung, it will mean my life.” The Nan Wang, Yün-shan, and the other two also
importuned the Sovereign not to return.
On the twenty-third day the Sovereign sent the three, Nan Wang Yün-shan, Hung Jen-ch'iu, and Hsü Wang
Hung Jen-cheng, back to Kwangtung. Huang Sheng-chün escorted the three to Hsün-chou. The three remained
there for six or seven days and used a considerable amount of their funds. Then the Nan Wang, seeing that the
Sovereign was not returning yet, was unwilling to return to Kwangtung. Moreover, there was one Chang Yunghsiu who persuaded him to remain with him and not return. Hence the Nan Wang alone remained in Hsün-chou.
Before the release of the Chin Wang, Huang Wei-cheng, from the yamen of detention on the fifteenth of the
eighth moon, the Sovereign besought his elder cousin, Huang Sheng-chün, to acknowledge the Heavenly Father,
the Supreme Lord and Great God. Morning and evening he made him ask the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord
and Great God, to save Huang Wei-cheng and to release him quickly. After the Chin Wang, Huang Wei-cheng, had
returned to his home, the Sovereign also prevailed upon him to acknowledge the Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God, and to observe the Heavenly Commandments. And also at this time there were others who
came to believe in and follow the true teachings.
At the beginning of the tenth moon the Sovereign wanted to return to Kwangtung, and he learned that the Nan
Wang was still at Hsün-chou. On the ninth day of the moon Huang Sheng-chün escorted the Sovereign to Hsünchou. The Sovereign went to the place of the keeper of the ponds at the Southern Gate, Chang K’ao-shui, and
inquired about the Nan Wang. Chang K’ao-shui said,
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“On the twentieth of the ninth moon he talked about going back to Kwangtung with my nephew Chang Yunghsiu. For the last few days they have not come here; they have probably already gone back to Kwangtung.”
The Sovereign did not search further for the Nan Wang. He took leave of his elder cousin, boarded a boat, and
went back. He did not arrive home until the twenty-first.
Since his departure on his travels on the fifteenth of the second moon, the people of the place had been
misinformed that the Sovereign and the Nan Wang had come to harm at the hands of others. His father and elder
brother, half-believing and half-disbelieving, were frequently subject to depression. The Sovereign’s wife of the
surname Lai, the second chief moon, wept often. Later when Hung Jen-ch’iu and the Hsü Wang, Hung Jen-cheng,
brought back his letters, his family, his father, and elder brother were able to cease their worrying.
When the Sovereign arrived home he inquired whether the Nan Wang had returned or not. They all replied that
he had not returned, whereupon he realized that the Nan Wang was still in Hsün-chou. At this time the Kan Wang,
Hung Jen-kan, contracted an illness and saw Heaven. Then he reported to the Sovereign,
“You, elder brother, shall ascend to the position of Son of Heaven at the age of thirty-eight.”
The Nan Wang and Chang Yung-hsiu remained at Hsün-chou for more than a month, and then went to Chang’s
home at Ku-lin. In the year i-ssu,\fn{1845} the Nan Wang stayed at the Chang home at Kao-k’eng- ch’ung in Tzuching-shan. The Nan Wang frequently used these matters\fn{ Hung’s ascent to Heaven} to teach the people, and there
were those who believed in and followed the true teachings.
In the year ping-wu\fn{1846} the Nan Wang stayed at the home of Tseng Yü-chen at Huang-ni-ch’ung. The Nan
Wang again instructed the people frequently in these matters. Tseng Yü-chen’s son, Tseng Yün-cheng, possessed
intuitive understanding and great faith. Upon hearing of these matters he immediately changed his mind,
expressed his repentance before the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, and observed the
Heavenly Commandments. His faith was most sincere. Not only did he not acknowledge idols and statues, but he
frequently mocked and defaced them. People considered him crazy, but he did not mind. In the year tingwei\fn{1847} the Nan Wang was still staying in the home of Tseng Yü-chen.
*
In the year i-ssu,\fn{1845} after the Sovereign’s return to Kwangtung, when he was thirty-three years old, he
had written the Proclamation on the Origin of Virtue and the Saving of the World and the Exhortation on the
Origin of Virtue for the Saving of the Age. When he was thirty-five years old, at the beginning of the second moon
of the year ting-wei,\fn{1847} the Sovereign went with the Kan Wang, Hung Jen-kan, to a church in the provincial
capital of Kwangtung. Later the Kan Wang, Jen-kan, returned home, and the Sovereign remained behind at the
church, staying with the American foreigner, Roberts, for several months. The Sovereign read the Old Testament
and New Testament long and carefully, and he became aware that this was the Old Testament which the Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, had formerly pointed out to him during the battle with the demons,
saying,
“This class of books consists of the records which have been transmitted from that former time when I
descended into the world, performing miracles and instituting the commandments.” And he also became aware
that this was the New Testament which the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, had indicated,
saying,
“The books of this second class are the accounts which have been transmitted from the time when your Elder
Brother, Christ, descended into the world, performing miracles and sacrificing his life for the remission of sins,
and other deeds.”
*
On the tenth day of the sixth moon the Sovereign again traveled to Kwangsi. He went from the provincial
capital\fn{Canton} to Kuan-yao, and from Kuan-yao to Hsi-nan, from Hsi-nan to Kuang-li, from Kuang-li to Chaoch’ing, from Chao-ch’ing to Lu-pu, and from Lu-pu to a place at Mei-tzu-hsün, where the boat anchored at the
river shore. There more than ten bandits blocked the road. The Sovereign drew his sword. The bandits, kneeling
with deceitful intent, said,
“We are chief inspectors for the prevention of smuggling. Don’t resist!”
Before the Sovereign spoke, the bandits had surrounded him with raised guns, knives, and other weapons. A
scabbard which the Sovereign was carrying on his person at this time, on which was inscribed the character
cküan, was also stolen, as well as all his baggage and money. He was left only some changes of clothing. That
same evening he arrived at Yüeh-ch’eng, and he knew not whether to go on or to return.
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On the following day he went from Yüeh-ch’eng to Chiu-kuan, and at Chiu-kuan boarded a boat to go to Tech’ing-chou. He now had no traveling funds and he was quite worried. At this time two men of the surname
Ch’en, of San-shui, tried to comfort him, saying,
“When a boat gets in shallow water, a passageway always appears.” The Sovereign also felt that this was true:
“In all things it is high Heaven which takes charge. I shall go and board the Wu-chou ferry and see how the
Heavenly Father will save me.”
The Sovereign sat on the boat, distressed with anxiety, and saying nothing. He merely begged in silence that
the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, pity and save him. And then he thought how, in the past
when he ascended to Heaven and was about to be escorted back to descend into the world again, the Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, had instructed him,
“Take courage and act. Whenever you are beset by difficulties, I shall take charge.”
“Now in this difficult situation, I am sure to be saved, but I don’t know how the Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God, will go about saving me.” Each day the Sovereign ate only one meal, and he trusted the
Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, to arouse the people on the boat.
At this time Li Hsiang-chao of Kiangsi, Ou Ch’un and Ou Ken of Kwangtung, and Ch’en Cheng of Kao-yao
were there. The Sovereign went to the rear of the boat to drink tea. The four men spoke among themselves,
“How is it that this gentleman is so anxious and distressed. He doesn’t eat, but that is not because he is ill.
There must be some other thing. Why not ask him and see?”
The Sovereign heard, and knowing that the four were discussing him, went back to his own berth. Li Hsiangchao of Kiangsi began questioning him, saying,
“Sir, what trouble distresses you, that you do not eat?”
Having been asked, the Sovereign explained the reasons to them. The four with one voice said,
“You should have explained it to us sooner. This evening you shall eat supper with the four of us, and among
the four of us we shall pay for the food. And as for the boat fare, the four of us shall speak to the boatmen about it.
However, we don’t know where you are going and how much more travel money you will need in order to get
there.” The Sovereign replied,
“I am going to Kuei-hsien in Hsün-chou. Just a few hundred cash will be sufficient.” The four replied,
“Since only a few hundred cash is sufficient, that will be easily taken care of.”
When the Sovereign observed how generous were these four men he was somewhat more at ease, and he
secretly gave thanks to the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God. When the boat arrived at Wuchou, the four paid for his food.
Subsequently the Sovereign went by boat from Wu-chou to Jung-yü, from Jung-yü to Shan-liao, from Shanliao to T’eng-hsien, from T’eng-hsien to Shan-ts’un, from Shan-ts’un to Ta-wu, from Ta-wu to Ma-p’i, from Map’i to Meng-yü, and from Meng-yü to Tz’u-ku-ts’un in Kuei-hsien. In the eighth moon, according to the old
calendar, the Nan Wang, together with Tseng Yün-cheng, came from Tzu-ching-shan to visit Huang Sheng-chün;
hence Huang Sheng-chün and others knew that the Nan Wang was at Tzu-ching-shan.
Only a few days after the Sovereign arrived, he wanted to go to Tzu-ching-shan. On the fifteenth day of the
seventh moon the Sovereign and the Chin Wang, Huang Wei-cheng, went from Tz’u-ku to Le-ma, and from Lema to Tung-hsiang. On the seventeenth day while going on from Tung-hsiang, the road passed by the Chiu-yao
Temple.\fn{The Temple of the Nine Demons} The Sovereign entered the temple and ordered the Chin Wang, Huang
Wei-cheng, to hold an inkstone, while the Sovereign took up his brush and wrote a poem on the wall, as follows:
I, in the high heavens, am the Heavenly King;
You, here on earth, are evil demons.
You delude the hearts of God’s sons and daughters,
Brazenly daring to receive the worship of men.
God has sent me to descend into the world;
What has become of the trickery of evil demons?
Relentless am I, in command of the heavenly hosts;
All of you evil demons must quickly flee.

On that day they arrived at Tzu-ching-shan. The Nan Wang was delighted and surprised. After two days had
passed, the Sovereign commanded the Chin Wang, Huang Wei-cheng, to turn back and return to Kuei-hsien. Each
day the Sovereign and the Nan Wang wrote letters to be sent to people, explaining these matters and instructing
the people of the world. There were many believers who came to follow the true teachings.
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Fortunately Tseng Yün-cheng spread these teachings for them in all places. He achieved great merit, and many
people were enlightened.
The Sovereign stayed there for more than a month. The Sovereign and the Nan Wang, Feng Yün-shan, Tseng
Yün-cheng, Tseng Yü-ching, and Tseng Kuan-lan wrote a memorial asking the Heavenly Father, the Supreme
Lord and Great God, to select for them a firm stronghold where they could settle themselves.
At the first of the ninth moon the Sovereign moved from Huang-ni-ch’ung to the home of the Chia Wang, Lu
Liu, at Kao-k’eng-ch’ung. He heard the local people say that at Hsiang-chou there was a temple to Kan-yao which
was very responsive to human actions. The Sovereign inquired as to what sort of responsiveness. The local people
replied,
“The magistrate of Hsiang-chou, of the surname Chu, on his way to conduct an autopsy, passed by the temple.
The Kan-yao dared to pull the magistrate, sumamed Chu, out of his sedan chair, and demanded that this
Magistrate Chu present him with a dragon-embroidered robe before he would permit him to go. Even when the
temple-keepers burned incense and lighted lamps, they had to beat gongs for fear of running into him. No one
dared to speak carelessly there, for if anyone spoke disrespectfully of him, he would do evil things to the person,
and bring anxiety to the whole family. He would require this person to take pigs and cattle to sacrifice to him, and
then there would be no more trouble.”
The Sovereign also asked what kind of a person this demon had originally been. The natives replied,
“Originally he had killed his mother.” The Sovereign sighed and said,
“This is really an evil demon! Let me first save the people of this place.”
On the sixteenth of the ninth moon the Sovereign led Nan Wang Feng Yün-shan, Tseng Yün-cheng, Chia Wang
Lu Liu, and Ch’en Li to Hsiang-chou to destroy this demon temple. They arrived on the seventeenth. On the
eighteenth the Sovereign himself went to this temple, and using a large bamboo stick, beat this evil demon,
berating it,
“I am the true ordained Son of Heaven. Do you recognize me? In the year t’ien-yu\fn{1837} I ascended into the
high heaven. My Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, commanded me, along with the host of
angels, to battle and drive out all of you evil demons. There were no evil demons who were not beaten into
submission by me. Now do you still not recognize me? If you recognize me, you had better fall down into hell as
fast as you can. Killing your mother is your first great sin, and daring to pretend to be responsible for the
achievements of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, is your second great sin. Heaven and
earth and all things were made by the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, and all people were
born and are nourished of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God. All people should kneel down
and acknowledge the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God. What merit have you achieved? People
do not receive life from you, nor are they nourished by you. These things have nothing to do with you. How do
you have the face to assume the responsibility for the great works of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and
Great God, and even to brazenly receive the acknowledgment and worship of people? How can you sin so
greatly? Deluding and misleading the hearts and minds of the sons and daughters of the Heavenly Father, the
Supreme Lord and Great God, is your third great sin. Cheating and extorting meat and food from the sons and
daughters of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, is your fourth great sin. Enslaving the souls
of the sons and daughters of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, is your fifth great sin.
Permitting your little sister to sit with your friends is your sixth great sin. Seeking pleasure with women and
singing degenerate songs is your seventh great sin. Enslaving the sons and daughters of the Heavenly Father, the
Supreme Lord and Great God, to make them participate in licentious pleasures is your eighth great sin.
Misleading the sons and daughters of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, so that they perform
improper deeds is your ninth great sin. Your numerous kinds of evil and demonic actions, misleading, harming,
destroying, and entangling the people of the world, is your tenth great sin. Having committed these ten great sins,
you cannot escape Heaven’s justice. Go quickly to hell! Never again shall you be permitted to mislead, harm,
destroy, and entangle the people of the world.”
He ordered the four men to dig out the eyes of the demon, cut off its beard, trample its hat, tear its embroidered
dragon gown to shreds, turn its body upside down, and break off its arms. The Sovereign wrote a poem on the
wall as follows:
I write a poem and issue a declaration rebuking the demon Kan:
You deserve annihilation and execution, and must no more be spared.
You killed your mother, thus transgressing the law of the state;
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You deceived God, and violated the Heavenly Commandments.
You deluded and enslaved men and women, and deserve to be struck by lightning;
You harmed the people of the world, and deserve to be burnt by fire.
Make haste and hide, and return to hell;
With your filthy body, how can you wear the dragon robe”

Then he wrote, “Written by the T’ai-p’ing T’ien Wang” and further wrote the Heavenly Commandments and a
royal rescript, which were pasted on the wall to inform the people of the place. The rescript said:
I, The T’ai-p’ing T’ien Wang, Monarch of the Great Principle, Ch’üan, possessing the true mandate from the
Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, proclaims to the people of this place: I know this evil demon to be
guilty of the great sin of violating the Heavenly Commandments, and that killing his mother was his first great sin;
daring to pretend to be responsible for the achievements of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, is
his second great sin; deluding and misleading the hearts and minds of the sons and daughters of the Heavenly Father,
the Supreme Lord and Great God, is his third great sin; cheating and extorting meat and food from the sons and
daughters of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, is his fourth great sin; enslaving the souls of the
sons and daughters of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, is his fifth great sin; permitting his little
sister to sit with his friends is his sixth great sin; seeking pleasures with women and singing degenerate songs is his
seventh great sin; enslaving the sons and daughters of the Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, to make
them participate in licentious pleasures is his eighth great sin; misleading the sons and daughters of the Heavenly
Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, so that they perform improper deeds is his ninth great sin; and his numerous
kinds of evil and demonic actions, misleading, harming, destroying and entangling the people of the world, is his tenth
great sin. Having committed these ten great sins, he cannot escape Heaven’s justice. I am acting on the command of the
Heavenly Father, the Supreme Lord and Great God, in coming here personally to destroy this demon. From this time it
is commanded that this demon shall never again be permitted to work evil deeds in the world, to delude and mislead
and harm and entangle the people of the world. Further, the people of this place shall never again be permitted to
restore this demon temple and to continue the worship of this evil demon. For any who dare violate this command shall
be prescribed the same punishment as that given to the demon. Respect this!

The Nan Wang, Feng Yiin-shan, also wrote a poem on the wall, as follows:
Obeying Heaven, we come to expel this demon Kan.
His vicious crimes are clear; his sins are inescapable.
He forced our younger brothers and sisters to worship him;
He deluded our younger brothers and sisters into delighting in his songs.
What kind of person would beat his own father and mother?
His vile head and degenerate corpse have been cast out by us.
If the people of this place have any fears,
Please read the Heavenly Commandments on this plastered wall.

*
On the nineteenth day they returned to Tzu-ching-shan. Since the destruction of this demon, the word of it had
spread very far, and there were disciples in ever greater numbers. In the first ten days of the eleventh moon the
Sovereign again took leave of the Nan Wang and with Tseng Yü-ching, went from Tzu-ching-shan to Tz’u-kuts’un in Kuei-hsien. After several days Tseng Yü-ching returned to Tzu-ching-shan. The Sovereign wrote a poem
admonishing him:
Having turned back from the road of deception, now spur yourself ever faster;
Stir up your courage and press ever forward.
Take all of your worldly passions and cast them away completely;
Only then will you be able to ascend directly to the nine levels of Heaven.

Before this, when the Sovereign and Tseng Yü-ching had been en route to Kuei-hsien, they had passed through
Wu-p’ing. On the eleventh, because of a severe storm, the Sovereign had sought shelter at the home of Huang
Ssu. The Sovereign had explained these things and taught the people there; and there were some who believed and
followed the true teachings at that time.
1823

208.202 1. A Proclamation Summoning Medical Men 2. Instructions Warning Against The Deceptions Of The
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Devils 3. A Proclamation Ordering People To Report Any Discovery of Dragons, Phoenixes, Or Ch’i-lin 4.
Instructions Warning Shih Feng-K’uei and Huang Tsai-hsing\fn{by Wei Ch’ang-hui (1823-1856)} Jiantin (Chin-t’ien),
Kwangsi Province, China (M) 2
1
Wei, Master of Thunder, Commanding the Rear Guards, Second Deputy Chief of Staff, and Pei Wang of the
true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo issues this proclamation with the view of summoning experienced
medical men:
The Tung Wang, on a former occasion, looking up and embodying the disposition to cherish life possessed by
our Heavenly Father, has frequently issued proclamations summoning experienced medical men. Now this city is
situated on the high road to all parts of the country, where medical men ought to assemble. There should be a
sufficient number of those who feel the pulse, whether for adults or children, also surgeons and physicians,
oculists and obstetricians, arid those who attend to complaints of children such as convulsions, etc., who can
immediately make known their special capacities.
However, up to the present time we have not seen medical men replying to the invitation. Wherefore we do not
scruple now to offer large inducements, and issue anew our proclamations summoning all those who are versed in
medical science and are able to cope with various kinds of diseases immediately to come forward.
Moreover, oculists are those whom our Heavenly Dynasty especially favors; let those therefore who are skilled
in the treatment of diseases of the eye announce their names at the commanding general’s or assistant
commanding general’s yamen, and they shall be instantly escorted to T’ien-ching,\fn{ Nanking} and placed for
appointment. Then if it shall appear that these medical men really ate skilled in curing illness, they shall be
elevated to the rank of chancellors. If they do not care about entering upon any public office, they shall be
presented each with 10,000 taels, and after a time be sent back to their native place in peace.
This reward is offered in order to encourage talent, and we will certainly not break our word; neither shall the
persons offering themselves fail of obtaining their proper positions. Let not any hesitate to come forward, and thus
hide the talent which has been given them for the benefit of mankind. Let everyone be acquainted herewith, and
not oppose. A special proclamation.
Given on the seventh day of the fourth month of the fourth year, chia-yin, of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo.\fn{ May
13, 1854}
2
Wei, the Master of Thunder Commanding the Rear Guards, Second Deputy Chief of Staff, and Pei Wang of the
true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, proclaims for the purpose of warning and instructing the officials
and soldiers of the court and in the camp, and the brothers and others in the various yamens not to heed the devils’
deceptions lest heavenly execution result; therefore it is most necessary that you be fiercely awake.
By reason of the munificently granted heavenly favor bestowed by the Heavenly Father and the Heavenly
Elder Brother, our true Sovereign, the T’ien Wang, was specially sent earthward to govern the world. The Tung
Wang, also, has been ordered to the earth to assist in regulating the people and aiding in the establishment of court
principles. The heavenly favor is extremely great, and all those possessing life and inherent good nature should at
all times be exceedingly grateful; this will then be sufficient, if they hope to repay the heavenly favor by one tenthousandth.
However, Wu Ch’ang-sung, corps commandant of the Weaving Corps, and others who personally received the
heavenly favor, were unaware of the obligation of repayment, and leagued themselves with the devils, hoping to
break into T’ien-ching. By the grace of the munificently manifest power and ability of the Heavenly Father this
affair was secretly pointed out and the devils were routed.
Also, several of the rebel offenders who had shorn their hair and communicated with the devils were captured,
in order to uphold the heavenly law.
Again there was the witch Chu Ta-mei, who dared to plot rebellion, attempting to conceal red powder to
poison the Tung Wang. This was also pointed out by the Heavenly Father.
These actions truly make one’s hair stand on end. Aside from the execution of Chu Ta-mei according to the
heavenly law, I sincerely fear that you, constrained by the devils’ habits, may at some time be misled and take part
in these rebellious affairs.
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When your body and head lie in different places, you will be beyond aid. I, the chief of staff, truly cannot bear
this in my heart. For this I specially act to warn and instruct that you must revere and trust in the Heavenly Father
and look up to comprehend the T’ien Wang’s and Tung Wang’s intention of saving the world.
Although the present time is somewhat bitter, everyone must patiently bear hardship and bitterness, and in the
future there will be great happiness and enjoyment. If you nurture heterodox hearts, this means that you put
yourself voluntarily on the devils’ road and your former achievements will be totally discarded and at that time
repentance will be too late.
Tremblingly obey and do not disregard these instructions.
3
Now that the T'ien Wang has established the capital at T’ien-ching and the ten thousand countries come to the
court, it is certain that dragons, phoenixes, and ch’i-lin\fn{ Unicorns} will respond to the occasion and arrive. If
there are any who conceal them instead of presenting them, once the offenders are discovered there will be no
pardon.
4
Wei Ch’ang-hui, Master of Thunder, Rear Guard, and Deputy Chief of Staff, the Pei Wang of the true
Heavenly-mandated T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, warns and instructs the royal kinsman, elder brother Shih Feng-k’uei,
and the chief deputy chancellor of the Earth Department, younger brother Huang Tsai-hsing, to know this:
Because the Heavenly Father and the Heavenly Elder Brother have greatly displayed the heavenly grace in
specially sending the true Sovereign, the T’ien Wang, to earth to rule the world, and have also sent the Tung Wang
into the world to assist the Heavenly Court and assist in the management of national affairs, this is the time that
the ten thousand nations are coming to our court, and the time when the remaining demons are being annihilated.
Now this chief of staff has heard at court that in the region of Hupeh there are still a few demons remaining,
who frequently come forth to make trouble, the reason being that you brothers did not completely wipe out the
demons during your former extermination campaigns. For this reason I am specially issuing this injunction.
The day my instruction arrives, I hope that you brothers will immediately lead your troops on separate patrols
in the various prefectures and districts. If you meet with demons, immediately destroy them; but any of the people
that you see must be saved. I look forward to the complete dispersal of the demonic atmosphere, without sparing a
single criminal. If the good people of these districts have conspired with the demons by guiding them into the area
or other such crimes, they should immediately be annihilated without leniency as soon as discovered, because it is
extremely ungrateful to the mandated arms of the Heavenly Father, the Heavenly Elder Brother, our Sovereign,
the T’ien Wang, and the Tung Wang.\fn{Two other versions read: If the good people of these districts have collaborated with the
demons by guiding them into the area or other such acts, once they are discovered, being extremely ungrateful to the mandated arms of the
Heavenly Father, the Heavenly Elder Brother, our Sovereign, the T’ien Wang, and the Tung wang, they shall be executed by the sword }

This chief of staff does not shrink from the task of sincerely warning you. You elder and younger brothers must
take care not to listen lightly. Be strict in compliance; do not disobey these instructions.
195.29 Excerpt from Taiping Rebel: “The Deposition Of Li Hsiu-ch’eng”\fn{by Li Hsiu-ch’eng (1823-1864)} Teng,
Kwangsi Province, China (M) 7
It was in the sixth month of the year Chia-tzu\fn{ 1864} that the state was destroyed and I was taken prisoner
and brought to the Ch’ing camp, where I received virtuous treatment and lenient punishment and my daily food
was provided, owing to the liberality of the Governor. I was also honoured by the speedy arrival of the Grand
Secretary, who interrogated me about what had occurred. On that day I answered each successive question in
general tems, but not very clearly and accurately,. therefore I will again sorrowfully search my memory and write
everything clearly.
How my Sovereign was destined to begin his enterprise has been recorded in the “T'ien-wang’s decree”, which
also relates his origins and the history of the rising. Because of the fall of the capital I did not bring with me a
copy of the decree, but what I can remember in a general way I will write down for the scrutiny of His Excellency
the Grand Secretary. I start writing with all sincerity, without concealing the least thing.
First I shall record clearly the T’ien Wang’s origins.
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When he was at home there were three brothers in his family, the eldest Hung Jen-fa, the second Hung Jen-ta.
The T’ien Wang’s name was Hung Hsiu-chüan. [They were children of] the same father but different mothers. His
father’s name I do not know. The eldest and second sons were born of the former mother. (Hung Hsiu-chüan was
born of the later mother.)
These facts were recorded by tbe T’ien Wang in the decree and were continually taught at the preachings, so
that everyone should know. The eldest brother and the second brother worked on the land before they left home,
while Hung Hsiu-chüan studied. He and Feng Yun-shan were schoolmates.
One day the T’ien Wang suddenly fell ill. This was the illness of the year Ting Yu.\fn{ 1837} He died and came
to life again after seven days. After he came to life again he spoke mostly in heavenly words and spoke little of
ordinary things. He exhorted everyone to worship God and cultivate virtue, saying that people willing to worship
God would avoid disasters and suffering. Those who did not worship God would be injured by serpents and tigers.
Those who worshipped God must not worship other deities: those who did worship other deities would be
committing a crime. Therefore, after people began worshipping God none dared worship other deities. The people
of the world are all afraid of death; being told that serpents and tigers would devour them, who would not be
afraid. Therefore they obeyed.
The T’ien Wang was from Hua-hsien in Kwangtung. From Hua-hsien he went to Hsiin-chou, Kuei-p’ing, Wuhsüan, Hsiang-chou, T’eng-hsien, Lu-ch’uan and Po-pai in Kwangsi—scattered like stars over several thousand li.
He often hid in the depths of the mountains, where he secretly taught people to worship God. He taught people
about being eaten by serpents and tigers and about avoiding disasters and sickness. Each person passed on the
word to ten others, ten to a hundred others, a hundred to a thousand, a thousand to ten thousand.
Amongst the people of several hsien there were some who followed and some who did not. In each village, out
of a hundred or several) tens of families, three of five families were willing to join, or eight or ten families. But
there were educated and intelligent scholars who did not join. Those who did were all peasants and poor people,
and they assembled together and made a host.
Those who were in the know, who wanted to establish a state, who planned deeply and far ahead, were the
Tung Wang Yang Hsiu-ch’ing. The Hsi Wang Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei, the Nan Wang Feng Yun-shan, the Pei Wang Wei
Ch’ang-hui, the I Wang Shih Ta-k’ai and the T’ien-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang Ch’in Jih-ch’ang. These six men were
deeply in the know. Apart from these six men no one else knew about the T’ien Wang wanting to establish his rule
over the country.
The others did not know and really followed for the sake of food. This is the trnth.
*
If you wish to know about the origins of the former Wangs I will especially give a clear account of them one
by one. The Tung Wang Yang Hsiu-ch’ing lived in Kuei-p’ing-hsien, the name of the mountain where he lived is
P’ing-ai-shan; he cultivated hill land and produced charcoal for a living when he was at home. He had no
knowledge of affairs, but after he became a God-worshipper he understood everything; I do not know how
providence could so transform this man. I really do not understand. The T’ien Wang placed great confidence in
him and handed all the affairs of state over to him. His military discipline was strict, his rewards and punishments
just.
The Hsi Wang Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei came from Lu-lu-t’ung in Wu-hsüan-hsien. At home he made a living by
farming, and cultivating hill land. The younger sister of the T’ien Wang was his wife; he was therefore given
much responsibility. He was courageous and resolute and was in front when there was a charge.
The Nan Wang Feng Yun-shan studied when he was at home. He was able and intelligent. Amongst the
original six it was the Nan Wang who planned the setting up of the Kingdom; at first it was he who did
everything.
The Pei Wang Wei Ch’ang-hui came from Chin-t’ien in Kuei-p’ing-hsien. At home he was in and out of the
yamen on business, and was a chien-sheng. He had a lot of ability to take quick advantage of opportunities.
The Yi Wang Shih Ta-k’ai also came from Kuei-p’ing, from Pai-sha. His family was wealthy; he had studied
and was well versed in civil and military affairs.
The T’ien-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang Ch’in Jih-ch’ang also came from Pai-sha in Kuei-p’ing. At home he worked as
a hired laborer. He was without any talent, but was loyal, brave, sincere and righteous; consequently the T’ien
Wang placed great trust in him.
It was these six men who both urged people to start the rising and taught people to worship God.
*
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When I was at home I knew nothing about any T’ien Wang, but in every village and every place people merely
knew of “Hung hsien-sheng.”\fn{ It may be no coincidence that the appellation hsien-sheng was a kind of code name used of secret
society leaders} People everywhere respected him, so in several hsien there were many people who worshipped
God.
For many years after people were taught to worship God, nothing happened; but around the 27 th or 28th year of
Tao Kuang\fn{1847, 1848} there were rebel and bandit risings all over Kwangsi, which disturbed the towns. Most
communities had militia bands. There was a distinction between the militia and the God-worshippers; the Godworshippers stuck together as one group and the militia as another group. They vied with each other and
threatened each other, and thus forced a rising.
At the time of the rising, [in the struggle between] the militia and the God-worshippers, one village was pitted
against another—sometimes they were in the same village—therefore they banded together.
In the 30th year of Tao Kuang, in the 10 th month,\fn{5 October to 3 December 1850} the villages of Chin-t’ien, Huachou, Lu-ch’uan and Pai-sha rose spontaneously at the same time. This was ordained by the will of Heaven,
which is full of complex changes and cannot be completely understood. So the faith of the God-worshippers was
further increased.
Tien Wang was at Hua-chou hiding in the home of Hu I-huang in Shan-jen-ts’un, and not a single person knew
of it. The Tung Wang, the Pei Wang, the Yi Wang and the T’ien-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang were all in Chin-t’ien. Shanjen-ts’un comes under the administration of P’ing-nan-hsien, which is next to T’eng hsien.
The place of the rising was 70 or 80 li to the west of my home, by mountain paths difficult to follow. At this
time I was at home and heard the news of the rising at Chin-t’ien which God-worshippers brought to my home;
but I did not go, I remained at home. Not long afterwards I heard that from Chin-t’ien the Tung Wang sent troops
to Hua-chou to take the T’ien Wang to the assembly at Chin-t’ien.
To Chin-t’ien came Ta-t’ou-yang, Ta-li-yü, and Lo Ta-kang. At this time I was still at home, but when I joined
the army it was under Lo ta-kang, so I was able to know about this, and that is why I add him. These men had
been active as bandits at Ta-huang-chiang-k’ou. They went to Chin-t’ien, to join with their forces. This Ta-t’ouyang, when he came to Chin-t’ien, saw that the God-worshippers were not very strong and were unlikely to come
to anything, and therefore did not join. Later he went over to the Ch’ing Provincial Commander-in-Chief Hsiang[lung]. As for Lo Ta-kang he was not on good terms with Ta-t’ou-yang. Later Lo Ta-kang joined.
After the T’ien Wang’s arrival at Chin-t’ien the troops were moved to Tung-hsiang and San-li in Wu-hsüan,
and the God-worshippers were assembled together. After the people of Wu-hsüan were assembled, they went to
Hsiang-chou and mobilized troops of the God-worshippers. Once assembled they turned back to Chin-t’ien and
Hsin-hsü, where they camped for several months. They were surrounded on four sides by Ch’ing troops, but
escaped out of the difficult situation by narrow mountain paths. After the camp was moved from Wu-hsuan to
Hsiang-chou there was a battle in which the Oz’ing troops at Miao-wang were defeated, and at Chung-p’ing in
Hsiang-chou there was a battle, at Ma-an-shan. In the battle of Ma-an-[shan] the Ch’ing troops suffered
considerable losses; many of the Heavenly Dynasty were killed too.
After the troops moved from Chin-t’ien to Wu-hsuan there was a battle at Shuang-chieh-ting, with many killed
on both sides. (At the battle of Hsin-hsu the Oz’ing [troops under] Provincial Commander-in-Chief Hsiang [lung]
and Chang Ching-hsiu surrounded us.) They came out to Ssu-wang and Ssu-hui, and engaged the Ch’ing troops
under Commander-in-Chief Hsiang [-lung] in several dozen emplacements which were destroyed by the Hsi
Wang and the Nan Wang. They made their way out of danger by way of Pa-t’ung-shui to Ta-wang-hsü. Then they
divided forces and went by land and water to Yung-an-chou.
At this time I was still at home, and I heard that the troops who were coming by the land route were all to pass
through my village from T’eng-hsien in Wu-chou [Prefecture] and Ta-li-li in the 57 th Sub-district, up to Yung-an.
My family was poor. My parents had two sons—my younger brother is Li Ming-ch’eng. There were many
cousins and uncles in the family, but it is not necessary to list them alL I will only give a general account. My
family was poor and it was difficult to make ends meet each day; to get enough a month was even more difficult.
We made a living by cultivating some mountain land and working as laborers.
When I was eight, nine and ten, I studied with my uncle, but after the age of ten I was with my parents trying
to make a living. Only at the age of twenty-six or twenty-seven did I hear that there was a “Hung hsien-sheng'”
who was teaching people to worship God. After I worshipped God I never dared to transgress in the slightest, but
was a sincere believer, always fearing harm from serpents and tigers.
The T’ien Wang passed through Ssu-wang to Ta-huang-hsii, where he divided up his forces, some to go by
water and some by land, up to Yung-an. The road passes through Ta-li, where there are high mountains on all
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sides, surrounding the plain for several hundred li. The Hsi Wang leading the troops going by land passed through
Ta-li, were led by Hsi Wang, the Pei-wang, the T’ien-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang and Lo Ta-kang. The troops who went
by the water route were led by the Tung Wang and the Nan Wang. The land route troops, led by the Hsi Wang and
the Pei Wang, stayed for five days in Ta-li, searching out grain, foodstuffs and clothing in the villages, taking from
whatever village they came to, and the grain which the people had moved into the depths of the mountains was
also taken.
The Hsi Wang stayed in a village near my home and he gave out that the God-worshippers need not be afraid
and flee. They could eat together as one family, so why should they flee? My family was very poor, so because
there was food to eat did not flee. When the army marched, the houses of all those who had joined the Godworshippers were set alight and burned. They followed because they were poor and had nothing to eat. Village
people did not know the distant roads and would go about a hundred li and did not know how to turn back. With
soldiers in pursuit how could they not be afraid?
We went from Ta-li straight up to Yung-an. After taking Yung-an, we remained in the town for several months.
Then Grand Secretary Sai with Wu [-lan-t’ai] and Hsiang [Jung]’s armies surrounded us on all sides so that we
were cut off. Then we went by a small road through Ku-su-ch’ung to Chao-p’ing. Ku-su-ch’ung was garrisoned
by Ch’ing Shou-ch’un troops.56 After Lo Ta-kang advanced with troops and defeated them we were able to get
out of the encirclement by a narrow path.\fn{5 April 1852}
We captured more than ten loads of powder and thus obtained ammunition, without which we would not have
been able to get out of this encirclement, because we were besieged in Yung-an without a scrap of powder. In fact
it was only with the help of more than ten loads of powder which we obtained from the Shou-ch’un troops at Kusu-ch’ung that we were able to get out of the encirclement.
The Shui-tou stockade at Yung-an was held by the T’ien-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang Ch’in Jih-ch’ang; the Ch’ing
troops were commanded by Chang Ching-hsiu.
After breaking through the encirclement we moved to Hsien-hui and were pursued by the main force of
General Wu [-lan-t’ai], and more than two thousand of the soldiers of the Heavenly Dynasty, men and women,
were killed. We all saw what a desperate position we were in; on the following day we made an united effort and
fought to the death with Wu [-lan-t’ai]’s troops and killed four or five thousand of them. General Wu [-lan-t’ai]
was wounded and died at Lu-t’ang-hsü.
After the victory the Tung Wang gave the order not to go to Chao-p’ing and P’ing-lo, but to go by paths across
Niu-chiao and Yao-shan to come out at Ma-ling, then go up to Liu-t’ang and Kao-t’ien and lay siege to Kuei-lin.
After besieging it for more than a month, the city was not yet taken and the troops were withdrawn to Hsiang-pishan and across the river, then on to Ch’tian-chou by way of Hsing-an-hsien.
After the capture of Ch'tian-chou—the Nan Wang was killed in battle here—it was decided to take Tao-chou,
attack Yung-ming and take Chiang-hua-hsien.
In Tao-chou, Chiang-hua and Yung-ming in Hunan we enlisted at least twenty thousand people. At this time the
troops in pursuit of us were those of Hsiang [Jung] and Chang [Kuo-liang]. Later, [our] troops moved to Ch’enchou, and here also enlisted twenty or thirty thousand people, and at Ch’a-ling-chou several thousand.
Then the troops moved again and the Hsi Wang Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei took Li K’ai-fang, Lin Feng-hsiang and
others to attack Ch’ang-sha. At this time I was an ordinary soldier and held no office.
When the Hsi Wang went to attack Ch’ang-sha the T’ien Wang and the Tung Wang were still in Ch’en-chou.
The Hsi Wang was killed by a cannon shot outside the South Gate of Ch’ang-sha. Li K’ai-fang sent a report back
to Ch’en-[chou], and the T’ien Wang and the Tung Wang moved with the troops to Ch’ang-sha, which was then
fiercely attacked for several days without success. The great wall of Ch’ang-sha was mined and knocked down in
several places, but the troops could not break in. Outside, the Ch’ing armies of Hsiang [Jung] and Chang [Kuoliang] were surrounding and attacking us, but at a victorious battle opposite Ch’ang-sha at Sha-chou we killed
many of the Ch’ing government troops. Afterwards we broke open the city wall but still could not take it. The
Heavenly Dynasty’s troops had grain but no oil or salt. The troops were stout of heart but their strength was
insufficient. Because of this, the attack on the city was not successful.
*
At the South Gate of Ch’ang-sha the T’ien Wang had the Imperial Seal struck and was acclaimed with wan sui;
his wife was acclaimed niang-niang.\fn{Queen} The Tung, Hsi, Nan, Pei and Yi Wangs were given their titles first
and the T’ien Wang was proclaimed Emperor afterwards.
After the striking of the seal the city was still not taken, and it was decided to move the army, intending to go
by Ch’ang-te, by I-yang-hsien, along the side of Tung-t’ing Lake, with the purpose of making Honan our base. At
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I-yang we suddenly seized several thousand private boats and then changed course and went down stream. We
passed through Lin-tzu-k’ou, and leaving Tung-t’ing [Lake], came to Yüeh-chou and divided up to continue into
Hupeh by land and water. At the capture of Yüeh-chou we obtained Wu San-kuei’s arms, which were loaded into
boats; then we went straight to Hupeh.
Once we had taken Han-yang and Han-k’ou, we besieged Wu-ch’ang, and then took the city by mining [the
wall]. At this time the Tung Wang gave the orders, while Li K’ai-fang, Lin Feng-hsiang and La Ta-kang
commanded the troops. After a siege of more than twenty days Wu-ch’ang was taken, but it was not held. We
went straight to Yang-lo, took Huang-chou, Ch’i-shui, Ch’i-chou, Chiu-chiang and the capital of Anhwei
Province.\fn{An-ch’ing} This was all done by a simultaneous advance by water and on land.
At this time Hu I-huang, Li K’ai-fang and Lin Feng-hsiang commanded the troops on the land route. The Tung,
Pei and Yi Wangs, with the T’ien-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang, Lo Ta-kang, Lai Han-ying and others, were in command of
the armies on the water.
We took An-ch’ing but did not hold it. We hastened down river to Chiang-nan and surrounded Chiang-nan
[Nanking] and sieged the city. After seven days we took it by mining [the wall] and breaking in at the I-feng Gate.
In the river there were more than ten thousand boats loaded with grain and other things.
At this time the T'ien Wang and the Tung Wang still intended to detail troops to hold Chiang-nan, the T’ien
Wang wanting to go on to Honan, to take Honan as our territory. But an old Hunan boatman loudly raised his
voice and personally petitioned the Tung Wang not to go to Honan, saying,
In Honan the rivers are small and there is little grain; if the enemy surround you there can be no relief. Having taken
Chiang-nan we have the strategic advantage of the Yangtse, and have myriads of boats; why go to Honan? Nanking is
the home of emperors, the wall is high and the moat deep, the people are rich and there is a superabundance of
everything. You have not yet established your capital, then why go to Honan? Although Honan is the centre of the
country, there are many strategic advantages too, it is not to be compared with Chiang-nan. I beg the Tung Wang to
consider this.

The Tung Wang reconsidered the matter in the light of this old boatman’s words, and we did not go [to Honan].
This boatman was the man who captained the Tung Wang’s boat. He was convinced by this boatman and changed
[his plans] accordingly; so in the end we did not go. The T’ien Wang was carried into Nanking, and its name was
changed to T’ien-ching.
Armies were set up and the military regulations put in order. The Tung Wang was in charge of the government
and everything was strictly regulated. Laws were promulgated and the people pacified. In the city of Chiang-nan
[Nanking] men and women were separated, the men into the men’s quarters, and the women into the women’s
quarters. The various trades were also formed into sections. Those who wished to join the army could so so, those
who did not could [return] home. People leaving the city were allowed to carry [things] in their hands, but were
not permitted to use carrying poles. Women also. Men and women were not allowed to speak to each other;
mothers and children were not allowed to talk together. It was very strict and won the people’s respect.
A strict command was issued for the pacification of the people, in every family being pacified, every area
being pacified, [that if anyone] whether officer or soldier dared to enter people’s homes without order he would be
punished without mercy. Those who stepped with the left foot over the threshold of a private house would have
the left foot cut off, those who stepped over the threshold of a private house with the right foot would have the
right foot cut off. The laws were strict, therefore in the year Kuei Ch’ou\fn{ 1853} we were everywhere victorious
in battle and the people were well-disposed to us.
The Tung Wang's discipline was strict and feared by soldiers and people. The Tung Wang promoted his
reputation without restraint and so became the first man in the whole kingdom. Wei Ch’ang-hui, Shih Ta-k’ai and
Ch’in Jih-ch’ang were very much of one mind, and at home, they had planned the rising and worked together.
When the Tung Wang became too domineering these men nurtured a grudge against him; they obeyed with their
tongues but their hearts were [enraged] not appeased. Small grudges multiplied and grew into a disaster; their
grudges accumulated and the enmity became deep.
The Tung, Pei and Yi Wangs were not on good terms. The Pei Wang and the Yi Wang were united by their
hatred of the Tung Wang.
Then the Tung Wang was killed by the Pei Wang. Originally the Pei Wang and the Yi Wang had secretly
decided to kill only the Tung Wang, because the T'ien Wang had great faith in him and had delegated too much
power to him, and he wanted to compel the T’ien Wang accord him the title of wan sui. At that time all the power

507

was in the hands of the Tung Wang and he [the T’ien Wang] had no choice but to acclaim him [wan sui]. He
forced the T’ien Wang to come in person to his palace to acclaim him wan sui.
The Pei Wang and the Yi Wang would not accept this. There was to be no distinction between prince and
minister; the Tung Wang wanted to be supreme. So the Pei and the Yi Wangs plotted to kill the Tung Wang. The
Pei Wang and the Yi Wang secretly planned to kill the Tung Wang, and to kill the three brothers, that is, Yuanch’ing and Fu-ch’ing; but apart from them, no more were to be killed. Then, after the Pei Wang killed the Tung
Wang, he wiped out all the Tung Wang’s relatives and all his staff, civil and military, young and old, men and
women.
Because of this the Yi Wang was furious with him. The Yi Wang was at Hung-shan in Hupeh when he heard
that many people were being killed in the capital. From his camp at Hung-shan in Hupeh he hastened back in
consternation to the capital with Tseng Chin-chien and Chang Sui-mo, intending to stop the killing. He found to
his surprise that the Pei Wang had evil intentions and wanted to kill the Yi Wang as well. When the Yi Wang heard
about this he had himself let over the city wall by the small south gate and made off. He went to An-ch’ing to plan
his revenge.
Then the Pei Wang killed the whole of the Yi Wang’s family. The army at Hung-shan was brought to the relief
of Ning-kuo. The name of the Ch’ing officer who besieged Ning-kuo was Chou; I do not know his given name.
This man was later killed with Li Shih-hsien in battle at Wan-chih, Wu-hu.
In the capital the Pei Wang was indiscriminately killing civilians and military, old and young, men and women.
This became unbearable; everyone inside [the capital] and out, and the whole court, were agreed, so the Pei Wang
was killed and the people’s minds were set at ease.
Then the Pei Wang’s head was sent to Ning-kuo so that the Yi Wang could see for himself that there was no
mistake. Then the Yi Wang returned to the capital. The whole court recommended that he take over the
government and the people welcomed this;but the Sovereign was not pleased and would only employ the An
Wang and the Fu Wang. The An Wang was the Sovereign’s eldest brother Hung Jen-fa and the Fu Wang was his
second brother Hung Jen-ta. The people at court were very displeased at the Sovereign for using these two men.
They had neither talent nor planning ability; but they were versed in the Heavenly Doctrines and in no way
disagreed with the T’ien Wang’s ideas. The Yi Wang was obstructed by them, and because of this there was illfeeling between the Yi Wang and the An and Fu Wangs. Their suspicions and obstruction forced him to leave the
capital. It was because of this that he now campaigns far away and did not return to the capital.
I have already recorded how the T’ien Wang started the rising, and the former position of the Tung Wang Hsuich'ing, the Hsi Wang Hsiao ch’ao-kuei, the Nan Wang Feng Yun-shan, the Pei Wang Wei Ch’ang-hui, the Yi Wang
Shih Ta-k’ai, the T’ien-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang Ch’in Jih-ch’ang, the Ti-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang Li K’ai-fang, the T’ienkuan-fu-ch’eng-hsiang Lin Feng-hsiang, the Tung-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang Lo Ta-kang and the Hsia-kuan-ch’enghsiang Lai Han-ying. I have already recorded the T’ien Wang’s origins, and the true facts about how the Tung,
Hsi, Nan, Pei and Yi Wangs planned together to start the rising and how these people later slaughtered each other,
which was the source of disorder.
I have already clearly related all the facts about how Li Hsiu-ch'eng became an officer of the Heavenly
Dynasty and the campaigns which he undertook every year under orders, without concealing anything. I
respectfully present everything in detail for the inspection of the Grand Secretary, so that he may immediately
understand and there be no question of error.
I was born at Hsin-wang-ts’un in Ch’ang-kung-li in the 57 th ward of Ning-feng-hsiang, in T’eng-hsien, Wuchou Prefecture, Kwangsi. My father, Li Shih-kao, had only two offspring, Li Hsiu-ch’eng and my younger
brother Li Ming-ch’eng. My mother’s name was Lu. My family was destitute and had not enough to eat. We lived
by tilling the land, cultivating mountain [slopes] and hiring out as laborers, keeping to our station and accepting
our poverty. At the age of eight, nine and ten I studied with my uncle, but my family was poor and I could not
study longer. But I worked as a laborer in many schools and knew them welL When I joined the Heavenly
Dynasty I became acquainted with astrology thanks to my teacher. I will say no more about this. I became
acquainted with astrology at Hang-chou, behind the hills at West Lake, where there was a teacher more than
ninety years old, who taught me for seven days and seven nights. Afterwards this man went away without saying
anything and I could find no trace of him. Now that I have been captured and cannot avoid my destiny I speak of
this.
When I was at home, in the 26 th, 27th and 28th Years of Tao Kuang\fn{1846-1848} the T’ien Wang came from
Hua-hsien in Kwangtung Province to P’ing-nan, Wu-chou, Wu-hsuan and other hsien in Kwangsi, and was
teaching people to worship God. I have already given an account of this.
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After people joined the God-worshippers, rebel risings flared up everywhere in Kwangsi Every year banditry
spread; bandit chiefs appeared: Ch’en Ya-kuei, Chang Chia-hsiang, Ta-t’ou-yang, Shan-chu-chien, Lo-mi-ssu and
Liu Ssu. Bandit depredations continued year after year, with incessant robbing of pawnshops and raids on towns.
The country people were used to seeing [such] bands and ceased to be afraid, so when they saw the troops of the
God-worshippers arrive, if they were God-worshippers they did not flee elsewhere. Because of this they were
oppressed by the militia and therefore joined us in bewilderment.
All the way from Kwangsi I was an ordinary soldier; I had no hand in internal administration at this time. After
the taking of Nanking I had an administrative position under the Ch’un-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang Hu I-huang. Then the
Tung Wang gave an order that from each ya a commandant be appointed to take charge of new recruits. The Tung
Wang appointed me to the post of Commandant of the 4 th rear Army of the Right, commanding a new battalion to
hold the T’ai-p’ing Gate. This was in the year Kuei Ch’ou.\fn{ 1853}
In the 8th Month of the same year I was appointed Chien-chun of the 4 th Army of the Rear to garrison Kaoch’iao, outside the I-feng Gate. In the 10 th Month I went with the Yi Wang to An-ch’ing to pacify the people. At
this time my position was low and I merely did what I was told.
In the army I was diligent at study and training, correct in my behaviour and did not shirk hard work, so all my
superiors liked me. I never refused work, either light or hard. At An-ch’ing I was supervising civil administration
and was also in command of troops constructing camps and stockades. I put my heart into everything.
Then Ch’un-kuan-ch’eng-hsiang Hu I-huang led troops to take Lu-chou-fu. After the prefecture had been
taken, a despatch arrived [transferring me] to garrison Lu-chou-fu and pacify the people. This was in the 4 th
Year.\fn{1854} At this time I was appointed to a position of command. At this time my rank was low and I had
little responsibility. What happened after this I will leave for the moment and relate the affair of the Yi Wang and
the An and Fu Wangs; I will continue speaking about this later.
The Yi Wang had quarrelled with the An and Fu Wangs and had gone elsewhere. The Tung and Pei Wangs
were dead and Ch’in Jih-ch’ang, because of the mutual slaughter of Wei Ch’ang-hui and the Tung Wang, was also
killed. (Ch’in Jih-ch’ang is the same as Ch’in Jih-kang.) Because there was a shortage of men in the state
[administration], the court ministers selected 18 th Chih-hui Ch’en Yu-ch’eng, 20th Chih-hui Li Hsiu-ch’eng, the
Ts’an-t’ien-an Meng Te-en, and the Shih-t'ien-fu Li Shih-hsien to help [in the administration of] the Kingdom.
At this time the Yi Wang left An-ch’ing to go far away. Fortunately I enlisted the troops of Chang Lo-hsing and
Kung Te-shu, who claimed to have an army of a million. Consequently the T'ien Wang issued a decree and
promoted me to Ti-kuan-fu-ch’eng-hsiang, to garrison T'ung-ch’eng and protect An-ch’ing.
Because of the ill-feeling between him and the An and Fu Wangs, the Yi Wang left the capital and went away
and the morale of the soldiers and people were disunited.
Lu-chou was taken by the Ch’ing General Ho [-ch’un] and the whole garrison was wiped out. Then General
Ho himself came down to Chen-chiang and with Chang Kuo-liang attacked Chen-chiang. The army sent to attack
T'ung-ch’eng-hsien, was under the command of the Ch’ing Provincial Commander Ch’in Ch’u-t’ai. There were
more than a hundred stockades of various sizes under the Ch’ing commander, at San-ho, Shu-ch’eng, Liu-an, Luchiang, Ch’ao-hsien, Wu-wei and other hsien in the Lu [-chou] Prefecture, all joined up in a tight ring for the
siege of T’ung-ch’eng. I was a ch’eng-hsiang.
I had only six or seven thousand troops who, weak and useless, had been left behind for me when the Yi Wang
ran off and enticed the troops to go with him. We fought hard at T’ung-ch’eng in order to protect An-ch’ing. As
regards Chang Lo-hsing, I have said something earlier, and now add a little so, as to make his history clear. That is
why I revert to him. At this time Chang Lo-hsing and Kung Te-shu had already rebelled at San-ho-chien. Li Chaoshou was then serving in my force; he was in contact with Chang Lo-hsing and Kung Te-shu and sent a special
letter asking Chang Lo-hsing to come over. Chang Lo-hsing on receiving the letter immediately replied that he
was willing to come over. At that time it was even more necessary to fight for the defence of T’ung-ch’eng. Every
day there was an engagement and there was ceaseless firing. More than ten thousand Ch’ing troops did battle with
us every day. The Heavenly Dynasty had less than three thousand troops. The enemy had more than a hundred
stockades,. we had only the isolated city with three stockades outside it. We fought and resisted with
determination in order to defend T’ung-ch’eng. That An-ch’ing was secured was due to my resistance.
Then, seeing that the situation was not good after the Yi Wang had left the capital, Ch’eng-tien-yu Ch’en Yuch’eng was given command of the troops which were attacking Ning-kuo. At home Ch’en Yu-ch’eng was a good
friend of mine; we lived nearby almost as if we were in the same house and we had long been intimate. On joining
the Heavenly Dynasty we became even closer friends. At that time I sent a special messenger from T’ung-ch’eng
to Ning-kuo to ask help of Ch’en Yu-ch’eng. He immediately agreed to my request, although the siege of Ning-
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kuo had not been lifted, and detailed forces to come to the relief of T'ung-ch’eng. I have mentioned above that the
siege of Ning-kuo had not been lifted. The troops crossed the [Yangtse] river at Ts’ung-yang and assembled. I
myself went with a cavalry escort to Ts’ung-yang, drew a plan for the attack and discussed all the details with the
Ch’eng-t’ien-yu.\fn{Ch’en Yu-ch’eng} The enemy troops at T’ung-ch’eng had calculated that we were sure to make
a direct attack, so the Ch’ing commanders prepared a frontal defence. I and the Ch’eng-t’ien-yu planned to use a
stratagem. I myself went back to T’ung-ch’eng and carefully prepared a force to defeat the enemy.
In the meantime the Ch’eng-t’ien-yu’s picked troops advanced victoriously from Ts’ung-yang, took Wu-weichou, and went on to T’ang- [Ts’ang-] -t’ou-chen (this is the T’ang-t’ou of Wu-wei, not the T’ang-t’ou of Chenchiang), and Yun-ts’ao and joined up with the troops of the Ya-t’ien-hou Ch’en Shih-chang, and fiercely attacked
the Ch’ing stockades at T’ang-t’ou. I do not know the name of the Ch’ing commander of the region from Wu-wei,
T’ang-t’ou to Ch’ao- hsien. This was Ch’en Yu-ch’eng’s affair—I was in T’ung-ch’eng. After taking them they
went by the Huang-io River to take Tung-kuan and Ch’ao-hsien. Troops were detailed to hold it and the army was
moved. The Ch’eng-t’ien-yu took infantry and cavalry up to attack Lu-chiang and again took Lu-chou. Troops
were sent to hold Lu-chiang and the anny was brought on to Chieh-ho and attacked Ta-kuan. After surrounding
T’ung-ch’eng we cut the supply lines of the Ch’ing anny. The countryside around T’ung-ch’eng consists of high
mountains on one side and a plain on the other. After the Ch’ing army’s communications were cut the Ch’engt’ien-yu surrounded them from outside, while I led troops to break out from the town. The two forces meeting, the
Ch’ing army was severely defeated.
We divided into three columns to give chase and took Shu-ch’eng and Liu-an. In these two places several tens
of thousands of people gave us their allegiance.
After passing Liu-an we went towards San-ho-chien to enlist Chang Lo-hsing, who unexpectedly sent Kung
Te-shu and Su Lao-t’ien to meet us half way. We immediately decided to take Ho-ch’iu-hsien, and after taking the
town, handed it over to Chang Lo [-hsing] as his domain. In the meantime the Ch’eng-t’ien-yu took troops and
seized Cheng-yang-kuan, attacked Shou-chou, but failed to take it. So he withdrew his troops and went straight. to
Huang [-mei] and Su [-sung], where he came up against General Tseng [Kuo-fan] and did battle with the Ch’ing
commander Li Hsü-pin. After suffering a setback at Sung-tzu-p’ai, [his] battles with the Ch’ing troops were
indecisive.
At this time there was no one in charge at court; in the field there were no capable commanders. Both the
Ch’eng-t’ien-yu and I had troops, so we were appointed by the court to command troops and campaign outside
[the capital] . At this time the Ch’eng-t’ien-yü was Tung-kuan-cheng-hsiang, and I was appointed Ti-kuan-ch’enghsiang with the rank of Ho-t’ien-hou. In order that there be no confusion I record this here, so that it may be made
clear. Later, seeing that my cousin Li Shih-hsien was young, bold and detennined, I selected him and obtained a
commander. The court appointed him later. Meng Te-en had long been at court; he was a favourite minister of the
T’ien Wang and never left the capital. He was later made Cheng-chang-shuai-ta-ch’en, in control of all matters
inside and outside of the capital. Even Ch’en Yü-ch’eng and I were under his command.
After the Yi Wang left the capital, after the assassination of Tung Wang and the Pei Wang, the administration
was in the hands of Meng Te-en; morale declined and there was no unified policy, each went his own way. The
Sovereign did not place complete confidence in anyone. He had been frightened by [the affair of] the Tung, Pei
and Yi Wangs. He dared not trust other ministers, but placed all his trust in members of his own clan.
At this time all wanted to disperse, but no one dared to do so because they had heard that all Kwangsi men
captured by the Ch’ing armies were killed without exception. For this reason everyone remained united and did
not disperse. If the Ch’ing government hail been willing to spare Kwangsi men in the early days, there would long
since have been a break-up. Someone reported to the T'ien Wang and he knew about this matter that everyone
wanted to disperse, then through [divinely] bestowed gracious favours all were encouraged and united. This one
encouragement was enough to keep people steady for several years. The T'ien Wang’s appointment of many
Wangs started from this time. It was to reward the people for plucking up their courage. …\fn{ Below: Qing amulet in
the shape of an angry rabbit}
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China 3.42 Excerpt from Bing Ling Ji Cheng\fn{by Jinglian aka Wang Lian (1823-1885)} Wuxi, Jiangsu Province,
China (F) 24

511

512

513

514

515

516

517

518

519

520

521

522

523

524

525

526

527

528

529

530

531

532

533

534

171.4 Nazugum, “My Slender Girl”\fn{by Molla Bilal Nazim (1823-1899)} Gulja, Yining County, Sinkiang-Uighur
Autonomous Region, China (M) 1
Nazugum was a highly intelligent young woman who had tanned, rosy cheeks, bright dark eyes, black
eyebrows, and raven hair. She was so slender that the people of Kashgar called her Nazugum, My Slender Girl.
Since the early 1800s a large number of tremendously popular folk songs and mukham music, praising her,
have circulated among the people of Kashgar. No one really knows who her parents were or what her original
name was, but, according to what Kashgarians say, she took an active part in the early nineteenth century popular
revolt in southern Xinjiang. After the rebellion had been put down by the Manchu government,\fn{ The dynasty then
ruling China} she was included among the many rebels who were sent into exile to Chong Yultuz, in the northern Ili
region.
Nazugum was a brilliant singer and poet, who frequently composed songs depicting not only her own tragic
fate but also the suffering of her people. Her sorrowful songs always touched the hearts of those who heard them.
They struck such a responsive cord that people repeated them over and over, so that they soon spread far and
wide. Some of her songs clearly portrayed her love of freedom and her desire to be a free spirit:
The weather has become cloudy,
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And the rain has become dark,
Until the end of my suffering,
On the day when I will be reborn.
Pure, limpid water flows from the mountain.
Is there a fellow who will drink from it?
Nazugum faces tragedy.
Is there a fellow to rescue her?

While imprisoned and being tortured by her Manchu captors, she sought ways of escaping. Finally she
succeeded in fleeing Chong Yultuz and crossing the Ili River. Coming to the Ketman hills near a place called
Almilik, she hid among the reeds of the marshes. Angered by her escape, the local Manchu general sent two
hundred cavalrymen in search of her.
Even though she had left home, her parents and her brothers and sisters, and was continuously on the run in
remote deserts far away from all her friends, she continued to compose and sing folk ballads:
It has been six months, and
I have not boiled a cooking pot
It has been six months, and
My head has not rested on a pillow
It has been six months, that
I have lived among the marsh reeds

Sometimes there was sunshine among the reeds, always there was the enormous tragedy that Nozugum faced.
But even during the days when she was on the run, she composed many songs to express her heroic feelings.
If they set the reeds on fire,
I will seek refuge in the river.
To those long-faced, black-hearted officials,
I say: “I will never become their woman.”

Six months after her escape she was recaptured, and the Manchu general put her into the Shi prison where she
continued to write and sing her songs:
If the nightingale has been put
Into a golden cage,
Does her heart feel at ease
and stop wanting to escape?
If the sad and homeless Nazugum
Cannot return to her beloved ones,
Would her tender heart have ever left them
Even for a moment?

No matter how much she suffered because of her imprisonment and her exile, her steel-like will never faltered.
She would rather be beheaded than ever to bow her head to her cruel enemies. Here is one of her songs from the
days when she was a prisoner:
If someone has captured Nazugum,
It does not mean they have caught her soul.
If Nazugum must sacrifice her slender body
She does not regret doing it for her beloved people.

After Nazugum had been imprisoned for three months, the mournful news spread among the people that the
Manchu Government in Beijing had ordered that she be beheaded.
On that sad day, Nazugum was taken in a cart from the jail to the Moytungza execution place, where a crowd
of people had gathered. When she was taken from the cart, Nazugum was so calm that they wept for her.
Even when she was forced to kneel, she continued to chant her testimony for all to hear. When the first
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executioner tried to behead her, he succeeded in merely bloodying his sword, and it was left to a second to finally
behead her.
Even though the dear Slender Girl had been taken from her people, she remains alive in everyone’s heart. Until
this day the Uighur people still sing her songs, and over the years many other folk songs about her exploits have
become part of their culture.
203.76 Excerpt from The Diary Of His Excellency Ching-shan, Being A Chinese Account Of The Boxer
Troubles\fn{by Ching Shan (1823-1900)} “a Manchu of the Plain Yellow Banner Corps,” Peking?, China. (M) 23
January 25th 1900
Today Duke Lan came to my house. I think it very praiseworthy of him that he never forgets our relationship
of teacher and pupil. He told me that the bands of the I Ho T’uan\fn{ I.e., variously called Bands of Justice and Harmony,
Fists of Patriotic Harmony, Supernatural Bands, Trained Bands: the Boxers } which have been raised in Shantung by Governor
Yü-hsien greatly affect general interests and will be very useful to the country. He also described, in great detail,
yesterday’s audience. The Sacred Mother\fn{ A title of the Empress, Tzu Hsi} first received the Princes Kung and Tuan,
then also the Beilehs\fn{Princes of the Blood of the Third Degree } Tsai-ying and Tsai-lien, and the Grand Secretaries, the
Presidents of the Boards and the Ministers of the Imperial Household. The Old Buddha\fn{ By which affectation Tzu
Hsi was generally known} announced her intention of changing the occupant of the throne. She said:
“When some years ago, the Emperor was placed upon the throne, there were many dissenting voices in the
provinces, because Mu Tsung\fn{The posthumous name of the former Emperor T’ung Chih} would have no heir. Then too,
the present Emperor has not shown me due gratitude for my great favours to him—favours, which should have
caused any man with a conscience to be endlessly filial and dutiful in return. But, last year, contrary to all
expectations, the Emperor became the moving spirit in K’ang Yu-wei’s’ revolution, and approved of the plot to
kill me. Therefore now I have decided to depose him forthwith and to appoint someone else as Mu Tsung’s
successor. On New Year’s Day the new Emperor shall mount the throne. Now I wish to consult you, Ministers, on
the question of how the Emperor shall be treated after his abdication. There is a precedent for his removal from
the throne in the Ming Dynasty, when Ying Tsung, having been carried off by the Northern Barbarians to
Mongolia, was succeeded by Ching T’ai, but after eight years he was restored, and Tai Tsung was reduced to the
rank of prince.”
No one dared to make any suggestion and there was dead silence for a very long time. Finally Grand Secretary
Hsü-t’ung suggested that it might be appropriate if the Empress-Dowager\fn{ Tzu Hsi’s formal title} conferred on the
Emperor the title of “Duke of Confused Virtue”, for this title had been given by the Mongol Dynasty to a deposed
emperor of the Southern Sung Dynasty.
The Old Buddha warmly approved. She then declared to the princes and ministers that she intended to appoint
the eldest son of Tsai-i (Prince Tuan) to receive “The Great Succession”, because Prince Tuan had a long-standing
reputation for respect and devotion. From this time on Tsai-i should attend at the Palace regularly, to supervise the
education of his son.
At this point, Grand Secretary Sun Chia-nai interpolated respectfully that he did not think it wise to depose the
Emperor; he implored the Empress to give the matter further consideration, for he feared, that on receipt of the
news, there would, of a certainty, be a rebellion in the southern provinces. Of course, the choice of an heirapparent rested entirely with her, but it was necessary to wait until “ten thousand years had elapsed”\fn{ Euphamism
for the death of the Emperor, who is called “Lord of Ten Thousand Years” } before the matter could be considered.
The “Benign Countenance” showed great wrath. “This matter”, the Empress said,
is something which you Chinese do not understand and in which you have no right to interfere. It has been a special
favour on my part, to summon the Chinese Presidents of Boards to today’s audience. The Emperor has already been
informed of my intention and he has not dared to raise any objection to my commands.

Then the Empress bade all the princes and others present to repair to the Ch’in-cheng-tien (Hall of Diligent
Government), there to await her arrival on their knees, in order together to draft the edict appointing the heirapparent. As to deposing the Emperor, this could not be effected until New Year’s Day.
*
So they all proceeded to the Ch’in-cheng-tien, as ordered, and in a few minutes, the Empress’s chair arrived.
The princes and the rest received her on their knees, prostrating themselves three times. A great number of
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eunuchs accompanied the Empress’s chair. The Old Buddha ordered … to wait outside the hall …\fn{ This is part of
the last line of the Chinese on folio 22, which is partly illegible, because the paper of the manuscript has been stuck together } She sent
the Comptroller-general, Li Lien-ying, to request the Emperor’s presence.
When the Emperor’s chair arrived outside the gate, His Majesty alighted and prostrated himself, as etiquette
demands, before the Old Buddha, who had already seated herself on the throne. The Old Bnddha ordered the
Emperor to enter the Hall, and when inside, kneeling down, he paid his obeisance to her, whilst the officials were
still kneeling outside. Then the Old Buddha said, “You may come in and not kneel”, and commanded the Emperor
to seat himself on his throne. Thereupon, she again communicated to all present the measures upon which she had
decided. The Emperor said:
“The Sacred Mother’s ideas are excellent and quite in accordance with my views.”
Then Grand Secretary Jung-lu presented the edict, which the Grand Council had drafted; upon reading it, Her
Majesty’s face showed great satisfaction and she ordered it to be promulgated. In the presence of the Lord of Ten
Thousand Years no mention was made of deposing him, but only the appointment of an heir-apparent was
discussed.
The Old Buddha then immediately dismissed the princes and the rest from her presence, and summoned the
Grand Council, but Duke Lan did not know for what business. The Emperor looked as if he were at his wits’ end
and overcome with grief, as if he were in a dream and paid no attention to the affaiirs of men.
January 30th
I rose early and walked in my garden. I ordered Liu-shun to shave my head; tonight he returns to Pao-ti-hsien
to celebrate the New Year. My eldest son, En-chu, has asked me several times to give him fifty taels to buy an
ermine riding-jacket. He really is extremely undutiful.
Chi Shou-ch’ing, son-in-law of Yü-hsien, the former governor of Shantung, came to see me. He told me that
Yü-hsien hopes to be appointed governor of Shansi; during his governorship of Shantung he incurred punishment,
in connection with the case of a French missionary,\fn{ Yü-hsien was recalled from Shantung on December 6; and sometime
later, on December 31, a British missionary, the Rev. S. M. Brooks, was murdered in Shantung; but there was no special French case } and
was cashiered; bnt when he came to Peking, the Old Buddha, when she gave him an audience, praised him highly,
saying that his reputation for justice and unselfishness had been known to her for a long time. She does not, as
yet, approve of the Big Sword Society’s\fn{ The organization of which the Boxers seemed to be a branch } plan to
exterminate the foreigners: she fears we are too weak. Yü-hsien often goes to Prince Tuan’s palace, where they
have secret interviews. Tuan says that it would be really very easy to put an end to the exactions of the foreigners.
His ambition is to be appointed president of the Tsung-li Yamen and then he would have no difficulty in making
the foreigners give up their evil course.
Tuan is overbearing and extravagant, licentious and idle. I am afraid that he is not a man capable of doing great
things.
Chi Shou-ch’ing has now moved to the Kuai-pang lane.
January 31st
Today I am seventy-eight years of age and my children mock me, because I am hard of hearing. They are truly
bad sons and just good for nothing. Fifty years ago, when I was the Director in the Department of the Imperial
Household, I had the honour of being praised by His late Majesty Hsüan Tsung (Tao Kuang) and of receiving a
poem of the philosopher Chu, written by the Emperor himself, together with an abundance of other imperial
presents.
How deep was my gratitude! I fear that this year unhappy events will occur. Everyone is saying so, for each
year that is composed of the cyclical characters keng-tzu and having an intercalary eighth month is sure to bring
unexpected calamities.
I heard today that the Old Buddha intended at first to depose the Emperor today and to appoint the new ruler,
who would take the reigning title of Heng Ch’ing (All-pervading Felicity), but my third son, En-lin, who is junior
secretary in the department of the Imperial Household, came back just now from the Huang-shou-tien (the Hall of
Imperial Longevity), where, he said, the Heir-Apparent had performed the sacrifices, as deputy for the Emperor.
This year the Heir-Apparent is fifteen years old; he is intelligent beyond his age.
June 1st
I arose early, and was just washing my face in the small alcove, when Huo, the gate-keeper, brought in ten
catties of pork, presented by Grand Secretary Kang-i, who, at the same time, sent to enquire after my welfare. I
had not heard that he and Grand Councillor Chao had returned from their journey to Cho-chou. I wonder what the
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result will be of their investigation of the I Ho T'uan. The servant said that the Grand Secretary would call this
afternoon to talk over everything.
En-chu and En-lin are going today to a theatrical performance at Chi Shou-ch’ing’s residence. En-ming is on
duty at the Summer Palace. I hear that the Old Buddha has given orders to hold theatricals for four days. I wonder
why Kang-i has not yet been to pay his respects to Her Majesty. Perhaps he only returned to Peking last night,
when it was too late, so he must wait until tomorrow before he can report on his mission.
Kang-i came for a chat and I kept him to dinner. I think very highly of my worthy friend. He is really one of
the most distinguished men on the Grand Council. He hopes that all will go well this year. He is a man of direct
and diligent character, really worthy of respect. I heard that last night several hundred barbarian soldiers entered
the city.
The Grand Councillor and his party only arrived in Peking yesterday at the hour yu. He has already written the
draft of the memorial on the “supernatural” bands, which he intends to present tomorrow. Prince Tuan has asked
for five days’ leave of absence; last night Kang-i went to see him. While they were talking, there came an official
sent by Prince Ch’ing to call on him.
After having saluted Prince Tuan, he said that this same day three hundred foreign soldiers had started from
Tientsin for Peking, to guard the Legations. Prince Ch’ing earnestly requested Prince Tuan not to oppose their
entry into the city, as it was not worth while to take any notice of such a small number; he hoped, therefore, that
Prince Tuan would give orders to the Hu Shen corps not to oppose them.
The Old Buddha has acceded to the request of the foreign Envoys that these soldiers may enter the city; Prince
Tuan asked for the exact details, and the official said that Prince Ch’ing had received a telegram from Viceroy Yülu, reporting that these soldiers carried no guns. At this Prince Tuan laughed loudly, saying:
“The few cannot resist the many. A few hundred insignificant devils—what use can they be indeed!”
Grand Councillor Kang-i, however, told me that he himself strongly disapproved of the foreign soldiers
entering Peking, and that he had requested Prince Tuan to issue orders to General Ch’ung to resist them with all
his strength. But Chung-hua (Jung-lu) had already given permission for them to come, so it was of no avail.
Grand Secretary Kang is much annoyed at this and does not understand Jung-lu’s point of view.
I hear that towards the close of last year Prince Tuan and Jung-lu agreed to have the Emperor deposed and the
Heir-Apparent selected, and that Prince Tuan quite admits that, were it not for the fact that Jung-lu consented to
memorialise the Old Buddha requesting the deposition of the Emperor, it would have been difficult to obtain the
selection of the Heir-Apparent.
But now Jung-lu is constantly denouncing the “supernatural bands” and asking the Empress not to give a free
hand to these robbers to make trouble. Should Jung-lu maintain this point of view, it is to be feared that the
Empress will never believe in the Boxers. Prince Tuan said that one day at the Summer Palace, the Heir-Apparent
had dressed himself up as a secondary-leader of the Boxers and together with some eunuchs, was practising their
drill, when, suddenly, the Old Buddha caught sight of him and promptly rebuked him severely. Moreover, she
reprimanded Grand Secretary Hsü-t’ung for not keeping better watch over him and so falling short of his duty,
which was to be in constant attendance to look after the Heir-Apparent.
After leaving Prince Tuan, Kang-i had gone outside the Ch'ien’ Men to see the foreign troops pass by. The
people cursed them freely, but dared not oppose their march. I think they have only a very small chance of
surviving, and can do nothing but await their death.
This journey to Cho-chou has made Grand Secretary Kang a firm believer in the Boxers’ magic arts. It has had
the effect of making “the people hold resolutely together like a wall”, and the whole province is firmly resolved to
exterminate the foreigner “and then have a morning meal”.\fn{ I.e., that the action will be done very quickly } Even boys
of five feet carry (banners bearing the inscription):
“The dogs with whom it is impossible to live under the same sky, must be wiped out.”
At Cho-chou the prefect, named Kung, had arrested several Boxer leaders; but they were released at once by
Kang-i and Chao Shu-ch’iao, who ordered them to go through their magic drill. It was truly the strangest affair
since antiquity! Although several men were hit repeatedly by bullets, yet none of them was hurt, which may be
said to be an extraordinary thing! They immediately rose from the ground, without sustaining the least injury.
During the exhibition there was a tight wall of spectators and the magistrate’s yamen was filled with this human
mountain and human sea.
Chao, the President of the Board of Punishments, said that years ago in his native place in the province of
Shensi, he had seen, with his own eyes, a similar magic performance, and that at the close of the Han dynasty,
when Chang Chio at the head of several hundred thousand men raised the Yellow Turban rebellion and these
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people, under the protection of the Pearl Emperor, were invulnerable to swords; in them we have something
similar to these trained bands.
Tomorrow, Kang and his party will send in a memorial with a report of all these things and requesting the Old
Buddha to allow these trained bands to be enrolled as part of the army, so as to be a shield and bulwark to the
State. But the Empress should appoint Prince Tuan and Grand Secretary Kang as High Ministers of the trained
bands as Grand Secretary Jung thinks that their strength will be no match for foreign troops.
Although Major-domo Li Lien-ying firmly believes in the Boxers and time and again describes for the Old
Buddha their magic feats, which he himself has witnessed, yet it is very doubtful whether Her Majesty will give
her assent, for Jung-lu now enjoys very high favour, much more than Prince Tuan and his friends. Moreover, the
Sacred Mother has reached a very great age and is certainly not in favour of war. She is very fond of elegant
amusements, to dissipate her cares, such as watching theatricals, painting, writing poetry, &c. and is usually of a
very kind and amiable disposition; only at times of crisis she may rage like thunder, so as to make a man tremble
in the utmost terror. When my father was comptroller-general of the Imperial Household, he personally had the
following experience:\fn{This occurred in 1869}
Prince Kung, who had obtained the late Empress Hsiao Chen’s sanction, had the major-domo An executed in
Shantung, and when the Old Buddha heard the tidings, she accused the comptrollers-general of the Household of
scheming unlawful plots against her, because they had not reported to her the true state of affairs. She also said
that Prince Kung was planning a revolt, and that the members of the Imperial family and the High Ministers were
guilty of forsaking their duty and forgetting her favours. At that time Prince Kung’s position was far from safe,
and it is because of this affair that she has not appointed the Beileh Tsai-ying as the Emperor’s heir.
The Board of Rites subjected all An’s subordinate eunuchs to the severest inquisition to find out the truth of the
case. Finally, the eunuch who had brought the charge against An was flogged to death in the Palace, as a warning
to undutiful ministers.
At present the Old Buddha’s kindness of heart cannot bear to kill the foreigners. If she would only consent to
issue an edict, declaring war on them, it would not be difficult to exterminate the race. All the foreign buildings in
Legation Street should be burnt to the ground, so that no brick remains and neither dog nor fowl is left alive.
Grand Secretary Kang sat here talking for an hour and then left for Prince Tuan’s residence to keep an
appointment made by Major-domo Li Lien-ying for a secret discussion about certain important matters.
K’un Tzü-yen (K’un-hsiu), vice-president of the Board of Works, came to see me. He tells me that Prince
Ch’ing does not believe in the Boxers really; that he asserts that they are foolish imposters and utterly useless, and
that their magic arts hardly deserve even a smile from a wise man. However when, at yesterday’s audience, the
Old Buddha asked if, in his opinion, the Boxers could after all be relied upon, Prince Ch’ing gave an ambiguous
answer, saying that in the future armed volunteers would certainly be of great importance for the peace of the
country.
*
En-chu has just come back from Chi Shou-ch’ing’s residence. He told me that everyone was criticising Junglu’s mistake in allowing the foreign troops to enter the city. It was just folly, and they should have been resisted
with the utmost force. Yü-hsien had written from Shansi to Chi Shou-ch’ing saying that for the present there are
but few Boxers in that province, but that he was doing his best to start this movement in order to unite all the
northern provinces to take up our Sovereign’s cause against his enemies’. It is now said that governor Yuan Shihk’ai intends to accept the foreign doctrine; if he were to suppress the Boxers in Shantung, not death itself could
expiate his guilt.
En-chu’s wife is most undutiful; this evening she has quarrelled with my concubine over a small matter, and
they nearly came to blows. Women are difficult to manage: treat them familiarly, they are not submissive; keep
them at a distance, they resent it. At my age of nearly eighty, I ought not to be troubled by my family; this sorrow
is truly hard to bear.
June 8th
Today at the hour wu, En-ming came back in the Imperial retinue from the Summer Palace to the Lakes.\fn
{I.e., the Palace on the Lakes, in the Forbidden City } The Old Buddha did not travel by boat, but went into the city by the
stone road. She looked very much troubled, aud ou the way she repeatedly urged the chair-bearers to hurry and
fanned herself nervously. As junior body-guard, En-ming was very near Her Majesty. At yesterday’s audience,
Jung Chung-hua (Jung-lu) for about an hour told her the details about the burning of the railway,\fn{ Between Peking
and the port city of Tientsin} with the result that she gave orders to return to the Lakes. The Old Buddha dares not as
yet give much credence to the invulnerability of the Boxers to swords. I hear that Grand Secretary Jung-lu has
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asked to prolong his leave for another five days. Besides Jung-lu those in whom the Old Buddha has great
confidence are Kang-i and Ch’i-hsiu. At the Ying-hsiu Gate the Emperor and the Heir-Apparent were kneeling to
receive her.
On her return to the Palace, she at once received Prince Tuan in audience. It is a pity that Her Majesty is in a
hesitating and irresolute mood. At present, when there is an audience, the Emperor is silent and does not utter a
word, even when the Empress asks for his opinion. He expresses neither approval nor disapproval.
General Tung Fu-hsiang, who has also arrived in the city in the imperial retinue, denounced Chung Hua (Junglu) today and said that if only he were allowed to attack the Legations, he would exterminate the foreign
barbarians within five days; but that Grand Councillor Jung-lu was really a Chinese traitor, because he did not
believe in the Boxers and that if this unique opportunity of taking revenge on the foreigners were not seized, the
holy Ch’ing dynasty might still fall upon evil days. Tung is very coarse and stupid and his way of speaking is
highly disrespectful, as if he hated the Manchus. Grand Secretary Kang-i does not like him, but, in the interest of
the present situation, he has no choice but to treat him politely for the moment.
June 10th
Grand Councillor Ch’i-hsiu came to call on me, and he showed me the draft, which he had prepared, of the
Imperial Edict breaking off relations (with the foreigners). He hopes that within a few days the Empress will give
her consent, but for the present she does not intend to open hostilities.
In the afternoon I went to Duke Lan’s residence, this being his wife’s birthday. In his outer court a Banner
Captain, named Wen-shun, is staying, with over a hundred Boxers, the majority of them being country folk;
amongst them are young lads in their teens, who will suddenly fall into a trance, foaming at the mouth, then rise
up, throwing out their hands and grasping wildly while shrieking incoherent words.\fn{ One of the most graphic
accounts of the movements of the Boxers as they entered Peking is a report of a body of 40 such children who marched through the city,
and were everywhere received with marks of respect, reverence and fear } Duke Lan firmly believes that, when the time comes,
they will be able to point out the houses of the Secondary hairy ones.\fn{ Christian converts}

The Duke’s wife often goes to the Palace and tells the Old Buddha of these things. The Ta Kung Chu (Princess
Imperial) has allowed over two hundred Boxers to quarter in her Palace, but she has not yet dared to mention it to
the Empress. The Beileh Tsai-ying has already practised the Boxers’ magic arts. One must really admire the
actions of this society!
The Kansu braves are now entering the Chinese city, and the gates can barely hold the people, who are moving
their residences both in the Chinese and the Tartar cities.
June 12th
Jung Chung-hua’s (Jung-lu) leave expired today. Prince Li dared not report that the Kansu braves have killed a
foreign barbarian\fn{The Chancellor of the Japanese Legation} outside the Yung-ting Gate. Then Jung-lu was summoned
by the Old Buddha and though it is not known about what she consulted him, Kang-i says that probably Jung-lu
requested her to order General Tung Fu-hsiang to leave the capital immediately with his troops, and to issue an
edict, bestowing liberal posthumous honors on the Japanese chancellor, who has been killed. After the audience,
Grand Secretary Jung returned at once to his own residence and did not attend the Grand Council to transact
business. None of the ministers has been summoned to audience today.
It is rumoured that more foreign troops are coming to Peking, but the Old Buddha has not yet given her
permission, and it is probable that Jung.lu is also opposed to it. He has requested the appointment of a high
official to escort the foreigners to Tientsin with a bodyguard of soldiers to ensure their safety on the way; for,
according to the rules laid down in the Spring and Autumn Annals, it is not permissible to kill envoys, and this is
also in accordance with international law.
June 14th
Yesterday, just before nightfall, En-chu told me that several hundred Boxers had entered the city by the
Ch’ung-wen Gate.\fn{This gate in the Peking city wall is near the Eastern end of Legation Street } It is a pity that my difficulty
in walking prevented me from going to see them with my own eyes, but I sent Ho Ching-t’ing to report everything
to me. It is indeed great good fortune that I have lived to see this: every foreign building, except the Legations,
has been burnt to the ground. Who could ever have foreseen such a thing! Throughout the night, in all quarters of
the city, flames shot up illuminating the sky. Truly there could be no more pleasant sight than this!
Grand Secretary Kang-i sent a message to say that a little after the third watch,\fn{ 11 p.m.-1 a.m.} he aud Duke
Lan went to the foreign church near the Shun-chih Gate,\fn{ There was a French church there } to direct and encourage
the Boxers, who were burning that place. More than five hundred converts, old and young, men and women, were

541

burnt to death and the place became nothing but a heap of ashes. The burnt bodies were lying in heaps and Kang-i
and Duke Lan went by holding their noses.
At dawn Kang-i went to the Palace. Major-domo Li Lien-ying told him that the Old Buddha had watched
everything from the rockery to the west of the Southern Lake. She was standing there just at the time the church
inside the Shun-chih Gate was burning and when she suddenly saw the smoke rising, she asked Li for details.
Li told her that the foreigners had fired first, inside the Ch’ung-wen Gate, and had killed several people, with
the result that the Boxers became enraged and, in revenge, began killing converts and burning churches.
I hear that Hsü-t’ung has not yet succeeded in escaping from the Legation Quarter because the foreign
barbarians have barricaded the road, and allow no one either in or out. The Old Buddha is very anxious about him
and has commanded Prince Ch’ing to send a despatch at once to the foreign ministers, demanding that he shall be
allowed to come out
The Old Buddha strongly approves of the courage of the Boxers and she will probably give her consent to
attack the Legations. However, Major-domo Li told Kang-i that in her presence one should not go too far in
praising the Boxers.
With the exception of Jung-lu none of the other ministers dares to advise her.
The Old Buddha intends to return to the Ning-shou-kung (Palace of Tranquillity and Longevity) one of these
days, because the Southern Lake Palace is very near Hsi-shih-k’u\fn{ Here was the location of the French cathedral } and it
would be very difficult to get any sleep, should a night attack be delivered.
June 17th
In the Chinese city there are daily conflagrations, because the Boxers, acting as they please, set fire to a foreign
medicine shop with the result that that whole district has been badly visited by the God of Fire. Many of the shops
of assayers and goldsmiths have been burnt. It is rightly said that,
“When fire blazes over the K’un-lun bridge, jade and stone will be equally consumed.”\fn{ Meaning that good and
bad people equally suffer from the same calamity }
Although the genuine Boxers are well-behaved and decent people, there are naturally worthless rogues among
them, who, while mixing with them, are only pseudo-Boxers and who will commit any crime, thus causing great
harm to the reputation of the real Boxers. When on the 20 th, the Ch’ien Men Tower caught fire, the Old Buddha
ordered Jung-lu to send a strong detachment of Banner troops to patrol the wall, for fear any ruffians should enter
the Ta-ch’ing Gate.\fn{The southern gate of the Forbidden City}
In the afternoon my nephew came to the house to see his relations. In the Piao-pei lane the greatest disorder
reigns, so he has decided to move to his father-in-law’s house in the North city.
I hear that the Old Buddha has now agreed to Prince Tuan’s request to appoint him Minister of the Bureau of
Translation, and she has entrusted Jung-lu and others with the task of escorting the foreigners together out of
Peking within an appointed time, nor will the Boxers be allowed to attack them on the road.\fn{ On June 16th an Edict
entrusted the safety of the Legations to Jung-lu’s care. It was left at the discretion of the Envoys whether they wished to leave or remain,
but they were advised to remain, as it was to be feared protection along the road would be difficult }

An Edict from the Empress has now been received appointing my friends Grand Councillor Ch’i-hsiu and the
Sub-chancellor of the Grand Secretariat Na-t’ung to serve at the Tsung-li Yamen. Yesterday Na-t’ung presented a
memorial, proposing the declaration of war on the Powers, instead of waiting until reinforcements should be sent
to Peking. The Old Bnddha has now ordered Na to assist Prince Tuan and Grand Councillor Ch’i-hsiu in making
arrangements for driving the foreigners out of the city.
Prince Ch’ing has not expressed himself in the matter of the Boxers, either for or against, so as to leave himself
a loophole of escape in the future.
Although Jung-lu is willing to escort the foreigners as far as Yang ts’un, he has proposed the appointment of
another able man to the vice-royalty of Chihli, as Yü-lu is not fitted for this important post.
This evening my wife’s illness became very serious; she kept rolling on the kang and looked very
uncomfortable, speaking incoherent words. Finally, Dr. Liu applied acupuncture on her.
June 20th
Yesterday at the hour wu\fn{11 p.m.-l a.m.} Viceroy Yü-lu’s memorial arrived in Peking. He says that the foreign
barbarians have actually dared to demand that our Taku Forts shall be surrendered to them, and he requested the
Empress Dowager to declare war forthwith so as to mete out to them Heaven’s punishment and to uphold the law
of the country.
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The Empress immediately called the princes and ministers to an audience. Her countenance betrayed great
anger, and she fixed for today an audience of all the princes, dukes, presidents and vice-presidents of the six
Boards and of the nine Ministries to consult with them on the whole situation.
Prince Tuan, Grand Councillor Ch’i-hsiu and Sub-chancellor Na-t’ung then showed her a despatch, which had
just been received from the foreign ministers, bluntly demanding her immediate abdication, the removal of the
Heir-Apparent and the restoration of the Emperor. Moreover, these people asked that the Emperor should allow
10,000 foreign troops to come to Peking to keep the place in order.
Kang-i told me that he had never seen such anger depicted on the Benign Countenance; even at the intended
coup d’etat of K’ang Yü-wei’s party, though she raged like thunder, she had not been so infuriated as this. The
Old Buddha said:
“How dare these people interfere with my authority? If I can endure this, what may not be endured” I must
exterminate them before I have my morning meal.”
The Old Buddha has now decided to fight to the death. Even Jung-lu, though he still enjoys high favour, dares
not now oppose her decision, for fear unforeseen consequences should ensue. The Old Buddha has now agreed to
Jung-lu’s request to escort the foreign ministers on their way, but China could not hold herself responsible, should
they be attacked by the Boxers, as the demand of the ministers for her abdication was so utterly void of rhyme or
reason that she could no longer be expected to show special consideration to them.
The Empress wished at first to spare their lives, to show her feelings of deepest compassion and if they had
any conscience at all, they would surely have been grateful for her great mercy and have done their utmost to
requite even a particle of it. When a few days ago the Court had reluctantly granted their request for soldiers to
come up to guard the Legations and protect their lives, but who would most certainly not interfere in the affairs of
state, she had fully believed in the truthfulness of their words and so had continued to protect them and had not
allowed the Boxers to attack the Legations, but now their real intention had appeared, she did not in the least
believe their former words.
Rather than suffer the instructions of foreigners in matters, which naturally belong to Our own authority, is it
not better to have a great chastisement, a great encounter, that We may not leave a disgraced reputation for ten
thousand generations?
Her Majesty’s intelligence is truly superhuman and unique in the whole world; among all the emperors and
princes of the former dynasties, her equal is hardly found.
*
In the afternoon, at the hour yu\fn{ 5-7 p.m.} I went to call on my worthy friend Grand Secretary Kang-i, to
enquire about today’s audience. At the hour yin\fn{ 3-5 a.m.} the Old Buddha proceeded to the I-luan-tien (Hall of
the Ceremonial Cortege), where she received the Grand Council in audience. Prince Li, Grand Secretaries Junglu, Wang Wen-shao and Kang-i, and the Presidents of Boards, Ch’i-hsiu and Chao Shu-ch’iao, were all there, but
the Emperor was absent.
The purpose of the audience was that the Grand Council might first place their opinions before Her Majesty
and then request her to decide, in the second audience for all the princes and ministers, what measures should be
taken to save the country.
First, with tears in his eyes, Grand Secretary Jung-lu knelt down, and craved permission to speak without
reserve. He said that indeed the behaviour of the foreigners had been extremely improper, and China was justified
in declaring war on them, but it was highly inadvisable to do as Prince Tuan and the Grand Councillors proposed,
that is to attack the Legations. At present the disturbance grew worse daily, and though he knew that he would
have to look death in the face for his opinions, yet he allowed himself to remind Her Majesty that according to the
rules of the Spring and Autumn Annals, when two countries engaged in hostilities, it was not permissible to kill
the Envoys. To insult the ministers of the foreign countries was to insult their countries. If the Boxers were
allowed to attack and destroy the Legations and to slay the Envoys, the Powers would regard it as a great
contumely and would all unite together to avenge it to the death. He ventured to think that when one country
attacked all other countries, it was not merely a matter of victory or defeat, but rather of life or death. Therefore it
was imperative to safeguard the situation and not to expose the Temple of the Ancestors and the Altar of the Soil
to these risks. Thus the happiness of the whole people would truly be best served.
The Benign Countenance showed great displeasure, and in strong words Her Majesty disapproved of what he
had said. She could not possibly accede to these narrow views of self-interest, which took no heed of the general
welfare. If he wished to send the foreigners out of Peking at once, she had no objection. The Boxers had not yet
attacked the Legations, but from today onwards it would be well nigh impossible to restrain them further; he
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evidently did not understand the bitter feelings of the Court at having no choice, but it certainly could hardly have
been expected that Jung-lu would have been so stupid. It was impossible to do as he wished, so he need not
reiterate what he had said, and he was forthwith excused from further attendance at the audience. Thereupon
Jung-lu prostrated himself and retired.
Then Grand Councillor Ch’i-hsiu drew from his boot\fn{ It was common to carry papers in the wide shaft of the boot } the
draft of an edict, declaring war, and presented it to the Empress. This draft had been composed by Secretary Lien
Wen-chung and had been carried about by him for several days. In it was stated that it was best to have a great
punitive expedition, a great encounter, to decide who was the stronger. After glancing through it, the Benign
Countenance became radiant and Her Majesty said:
This draft is excellent; it is exactly what I meant.”
Then she ordered the ministers, each in turn to express their opinions, but they were unanimous in favour of
declaring war.
Li Lien-ying, on his knees, now invited Her Majesty first to retire to a screened alcove, to partake of some tea
and refreshment and to rest a little, for the audience for the princes and ministers had been fixed for six o’clock in
the Ch’in-cheng-tien (Hall of Diligent Government).
*
All the relatives of the Imperial Clan were kneeling outside the Hall, awaiting their Majesties’ arrival: the
Princes Kung, Ch’un and Tuan, the Beilehs Tsai-lien and Tsai-ying, Duke Lan with his younger brother, the
Princes of the Blood Ch’ing, Chuang, Su and I, the Grand Councillors, the Presidents, both Manchu and Chinese,
of the six Boards, the nine Ministers of State, the Lieutenants-general of the eight Banners and the Comptrollers
of the Imperial Household.
Their Majesties arrived at the Hall together, seated in chairs borne by four bearers. The Emperor alighted first
and knelt down to await Her Majesty, who ascended the Hall, supported by the two chief eunuchs, Li and Ts’i.
The Emperor was ashy pale, and when he seated himself to the right of Her Majesty’s throne, his body trembled
and his feet stumbled heavily, as if he were suffering from great sorrow and anxiety.
The Empress first ordered the princes and the others to enter the Hall and, on their knees, to listen to her
gracious will. Her tone was very vehement when she said:
“It is impossible to have any patience with the highly improper demands of the foreigners; if the slightest
leniency is shown, it will greatly impair the country’s dignity, and, moreover, how could We ever face the spirits
of Our Ancestors in Heaven? Before the ministers had demanded Our abdication, We intended to suppress the
Boxers severely, but in this matter of abdication, the Court alone has the right to decide and the foreigners are not
entitled to interfere. Moreover, the present Emperor has been weak for a long time and it was only due to the force
of circumstances that the Regency behind the screen was set up.
“Now We have decided to break with the foreigners and not to restore former relations with them. For over
forty years We have been sleeping on firewood and tasting gall. The demand at midnight of the 20 th (June 16th) of
the Consul Tu\fn{Mr. Duchaylard, the French consul-general in Tientsin } for the surrender of the Taku Forts is entirely
preposterous, but that the Envoys should interfere in matters of the Government’s authority is indeed the limit of
madness and perversity. Jung-lu is a minister, who has always been respected by foreigners and Chinese alike for
his wise counsels in matters of policy, but this time he clings too much to his own point of view, desirous of the
protection of the foreign ministers, and We have not given him Our assent.
“At this difficult time of great danger to the State, even rustics have a duty to perform. You Chinese officials
should remember how the Dynasty for more than two hundred years has liberally showered on you great favours,
which remain in the hearts of men. All who eat the land’s produce and tread the soil should think of exerting
themselves unceasingly, with all their strength, in return for the Imperial kindness, which has sustained and
protected them. The Court, in using its power of appointing and dismissing officials, has always had fair
consideration for what is just, without any favouritism.
“We have looked upon the people from the Southern provinces as Our own infants and have treated all alike
with the same benevolence, not dividing them by frontiers. Our dynasty has established the State by the teaching
of rites, and, in the cases of public calamities being reported to Us, merciful donations have always been
immediately showered. In the beginning of Our own Regency, the long-haired rebels\fn{ A reference to the Tai-p’ing
rebellion} had raised disturbances, but owing to Heaven’s protection, We succeeded in quelling the rebellion,
converting dangers into tranquillity. How should not all who have blood and breath desire that that race be
destroyed utterly with all that is theirs? Although they call themselves civilized countries, yet by their every act, in
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great things they show contempt for the teachings of the sages, and in small things they oppress peaceful people.
Our Dynasty has always shown them conrtesy, so as to manifest a spirit of leniency towards strangers from afar.
“In the time of K’ang Hsi, the Court had reluctantly given them consent to come to China and to propagate
their religion, with the resnlt that animosity has arisen between the common people and the converts. This was
indeed a great mistake of Our Ancestor, which has given later generations abundant cause for regret. Who would
say that the blame for this should be laid entirely on the people? Foreign aggression has increased continuously
and now both officials and people should devote themselves to avenging their country. Now we want to unite the
hearts of all men and then it will not be difficult to cut down the power of that race and to increase Our country’s
prestige.
“They put their trust in arms, but we put Our trust in Right. We treat the people as Our own children, and the
people honour Us as their Sovereign by the grace of Heaven. Our people understand the duty of taking up their
Sovereigns cause against a common foe. Our country has twenty-one provinces, and Our subjects probably do not
number less than four hundred million. Moreover, there are several million patriotic volunteers, who in this time
of distress have taken up arms and have sworn to show their loyalty to the utmost, yea, even lads of barely five
feet in height are seizing weapons—surely a wonderful tale, which was never heard of in all antiquity.
“In the 10th year of Hsien Feng, the barbarian brigands broke into the Forbidden Capital, like a horde of wild
animals, and unfortunately, just then there being no emperor, the barbarians had the audacity to occupy the Lakes
and to loot completely the Yüan-ming-yüan. It is indeed a matter for the deepest shame that not a single one of
Our several hundred thousand soldiers dared to resist them. Ministers and officers sat looking at each other with
the result that everything went awry.
“But now conditions have changed and we must use the opportunity, and with united effort gain Our revenge.
Let Us not be disappointed, but rather, exert yourselves beyond Our expectations!”
Closing her speech, the Old Buddha turned to the Emperor and asked for His Majesty's opinion. His Majesty’s
face betrayed great anxiety and for a long time he remained silent, as if he were desirous of speaking, but dared
not. Finally, he said that he must ask the Empress to follow Jung-lu’s advice to refrain from attacking the
Legations and to escort the foreigners to Tientsin, but that it was for the Empress to decide whether this was the
proper course to follow or not—he himself dared not take any responsibility in this matter.
Grand Councillor Chao Shu-ch’iao then requested the Old Buddha to issue an edict for the immediate
extermination of every missionary &c. living in the interior, so as to avoid the danger of spies. The Empress
thereupon commanded the Grand Council to consider the general situation and to memorialise as soon as possible
on this subject.
Whereupon, Li-shan, President of the Board of Finance, Hsü Ching-ch’eng, Vice-president of the Board of
Civil Appointments, and Yüan Ch’ang, Minister of the Court of Sacrificial Worship, all implored the Empress not
to declare war on all the foreign countries, because the few could not resist the many, and it would be well-nigh
impossible to resist the power of the foreigners.
Moreover, we could not put our trust in the Boxers, who were not respectable people. If we open hostilities
lightly with the foreign countries, the Temple of the Ancestors and the Altar of the Soil would run great risks and
internal rebellions were likely to arise, so that the very existence of the country would hang in the balance and we
could not be sure of our lives even for a day.
Yüan stated in strong words that these magic arts did not deserve any credit. He had gone personally to the
Legation Quarter and had seen the dead bodies lying about in heaps, which proved that they had been killed by
gunfire. He added that foreigners laid great value on good faith. He had served for many years as a minister in the
Tsung-li Yamen and was therefore well versed in foreign conditions, and guaranteed that the foreign ministers
could never have demanded the Empress’s abdication. However stupid the foreigners might be, how could they,
with menacing words, interfere in affairs of our internal authority! Therefore, to him it was clear that this despatch
was a forgery.
At this Prince Tuan accused him in the Empress’s presence of speaking seditious words and abused him as a
Chinese traitor.
The Empress rebuked Prince Tuan for his ill-mannered and loud speaking, but she ordered Yüan to leave her
presence forthwith. The Emperor was so moved that he clasped his hands and wept; the rest of the ministers stood
looking on with their hands in their sleeves.
The Empress then ordered the immediate promulgation of the Edict, declaring war, and announced her
intention of proceeding to the Feng-hsien-tien (Ancestral Shrines) to perform a sacrifice before the opening of
hostilities. She appointed Prince Chuang and Duke Lan commanders-in-chief of the Boxers, but she added that
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should the foreign ministers leave Peking that day, Jung-lu was still to do his utmost to escort them in safety as far
as Tientsin.
Having received a summons to a further audience at noon the ministers retired, except Prince Tuan and Duke
Lan.
I hear that Grand Secretary Hsü-t’ung wa present at the audience, having made good his escape from the
Legation quarter and that he was congratulated by the Empress, as she had feared for his lifre. I also hear that
Duke Lan reported to the Empress that during the night the Jade Emperor descended to earth: the Duke was just
engaged with some Boxers in erecting an altar, when the Jade Emperor appeared and expressed his satisfaction
with the “Spiritual Bands”. The Old Buddha was highly pleased and said thatonce before, in the first year of the
Ch[‘ui Kung period; the Jade Emperor had descended to earth. It was truly a happy omen and inspired great hope
for China’s victory.
*
When, at the hour wei\fn{1-3 p.m.} Grand Secretary Kang entered the Palace, on duty, Prince Ch’ing was
awaiting the audience in the building of the Grand Council. He looked greatly perplexed.
A certain En-hai, a Manchu sergeant, had just been to the Prince’s residence to report that today at 9 o’clock at
a place opposite the Tsung-pulane he had slain two foreigners, riding in sedan-chairs. As orders had been issued
by Prince Tuan and His Excellency Ch’i-hsiu to kill indiscriminately all foreigners, who might pass through the
streets, En-hai begged Prince Ch’ing to give him special promotion and he hoped to receive a first-class reward.
When Prince Tuan heard the news, he was greatly pleased. Prince Ch’ing and Grand Secretary Kang first
discussed the matter for a long time and then decided to inform the Old Buddha at once. Kang thought that as the
Legations were to be completely wiped out one of these days, the death of one or two foreign barbarians did not
greatly matter, but the Prince held a different view, for envoys could not at all be placed in the same category as
missionaries and converts and he was afraid that the Powers would consider it a great insult and would all unite to
take a deadly revenge, even as in the tenth year of Hsien Feng, when China had tortured Englishmen to death,
England had raged quite unreasonably.
The Grand Council was then summoned and Prince Ch’ing was not received. Prince Li reported the killing of
the foreign Envoy, but added that the foreigners had fired first and so had brought it on themselves. The Benign
Countenance showed great concern and Jung-lu was summoned to the presence immediately, but as Grand
Secretary Kang was very busy providing rice and flour for the Boxers, he retired from the audience at once.
En-chu came to tell me that the Kansu troops are even now attacking the Legations: and that Jung-lu’s strong
endeavours to have the foreigners escorted out of the city have become a painted cake. He says that a great many
bullets are whizzing past, but I am too deaf to hear them.
Liu-shun has asked for six days’ leave; Many people are moving their residences. I have no idea of their
number.
The hour hsü\fn{7-9 p.m} En-ming came to tell me that the Kansu soldiery have captured a foreign barbarian;
two or three of them took him to Prince Chuang’s palace, wounding him severely by prodding him with their
bayonets; the words he uttered were incomprehensible.\fn{ This was Mr. Huberty James, a professor at Peking University } It
has now been decided that he shall be executed, and those braves will certainly receive large rewards. Prince
Chuang has been appointed Commandant of the Gendarmerie. This is a warning, as the saying runs, of the cart
ahead.\fn{A reference to the saying: “When the cart ahead is overturned, the cart following is warned” } I wonder how these puny
devils, who are encamped outside our palace gates are feeling about this!
I hear that Grand Secretary Jung-lu intended to escort the foreigners to Tientsin, with over two thousand
Banner troops, but the Empress has now said that she will not prevent the Kansu soldiery from attacking the
Legations, and that if the foreigners wish to leave Peking, they can still do as they please, and would probably not
be attacked on the way, but if not, let them not say, they were not forewarned!
Duke Lan invited me to call for a chat tomorrow. He is hard pressed with business just now, but nevertheless,
he always treats me with the courtesy due to his old teacher, which attitude I very much approve in him. His
brothers do the same. Though very bold by nature, he is usually gentle.
Chi Shou-ch’ing sent over to ask if I would care to move to his residence in the North City, as our house inside
the Tung-an Gate is very near the Legations and he was afraid that by staying on we should suffer a number of
inconveniences, but I sent a polite refusal. Mr. Chi has written to Governor Yu-hsien about yesterday’s audience.
A letter has come from Duke Lan, saying that Sub-chancellor Na-t’ung told Prince Tuan and Grand Councillor
Ch’i-hsiu that Yuan Ch’ang had had the corpse of the foreign barbarian, who had been killed, placed in a coffin,
but that he, Sub-chancellor Nat’ung, requested Prince Tuan to have the corpse beheaded and the head exhibited at
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the Tung-an Gate. Mr. Yuan opposed this strongly saying that he could not bear this as he, as a minister in the
Tsung-li Yamen, had known the German minister personally,{ The German minister had been shot dead on his way to the
Tsung-li Yamen} and therefore he could not leave his body uncoffined. It is said: Nowadays men, seeing a child
suddenly fall into a well, all have a feeling of horror and pity, but these Chinese traitors even dare to
compassionate foreign barbarians, thus substituting our great land for barbarians. Is it not strange?
June 21st
My chair-bearers have all fled outside the city, so I had no choice but to go in my cart to Duke Lan’s residence.
Prince Tuan, Grand Secretary Kang, the Beileh Tsai-lien and Ch’ung-hui were all there. Today the Old Buddha
had summoned Prince Tuan to an audience; Their Majesties have already returned to the Palace. As the Sacred
Chariot was leaving the Hsi-yüan Gate the Benign Countenance showed great pleasure, for over six hundred
Boxers were kneeling down to receive her. The Old Buddha expressed her satisfaction and said to Tsai-hsün
(Prince Chuang):
“I congratulate you on their stalwart appearance and I present them with two thousand taels.” The Old Buddha
said to Prince Tuan:
“The position of the foreigners is in truth like that of fish in a stewing pan. I have always treated them
generously, and have even allowed their ladies to visit the Southern Lakes. Now, if all hold together resolute]y
like a wall, they will certainly be utterly defeated.”
Prince Tuan hopes very much that the Old Buddha will replace the Emperor immediately, but unfortunately the
latter has great confidence in Viceroy Liu K’un-i. During the second month, he memorialised the Empress several
times against relying upon the magic of the Boxers and strongly remonstrated against the appointment of the Heirapparent. But for this advice of Mr. Liu, the deposition of the Emperor would have been a finished gem\fn{ An
accomplished fact; a common literary expression } long ago, so Prince Tuan hates him like poison. Liu said in his
memorial that the Southern provinces would rebel and he feared that it would do no good to the holy Ch’ing
Dynasty. But this is no concern of the Chinese. Ever since the first year of Kuang Hsü there have been many
troubles within and without, more than enough for it to be right to depose him.
If Prince Tuan wishes to make the Heir-Apparent emperor, why should he not succeed? The Kansu army and
the Hu-shen corps\fn{Prince Tuan’s own troops} will certainly help him. Only, it is to be feared that if Jung-lu does
not agree, the Old Buddha will not consent to it. Jung-lu’s wife has now constant orders to be in the Palace.
June 22nd
En-chu and En-ming have given over my outer courtyard to the Boxers, so that my house is not my own; and it
appears very much as if it had been borrowed long without being returned; moreover it will be necessary to
supply them with rice and flour. Though the extermination of the foreign barbarian is a duty, which both officials
and common people should perform, yet at the present time, when rice is as dear as pearls and fuel as cinnamon
wood, it is most regrettable to have to throw these things here to the land of nothingness. Now I am nearly eighty,
I may begin to resemble Hsiao Hung. in his love of money: on each pile of a million cash, he would place a
yellow label, and to each store of a hundred thousand cash he would attach a purple one. Tradition has it that he
was much abused by his family for it. Now my sons hope very much to get at my money, but I am afraid their
hopes will not easily be fulfilled!
This morning I went to Prince Li for a chat. The Prince was extremely depressed; he is afraid that his treasure
vaults will be looted, and as senior member of the Grand Council, he is ashamed of his lack of ability. He
certainly has no reputation for ability, and it is difficult to understand why he has been deemed worthy by his
Benevolent Relative to be elevated to this important position.
Prince Li said that at today’s audience the Old Buddha was roused to great anger because Viceroy Liu had sent
a telegram denouncing the Boxers. I hear that Liu has also wired to Grand Secretary Jung, asking him to think of a
means of restoring the situation. It is not known how Jung-lu has answered.
The wording of his memorial, which was transmitted by the provincial treasurer T’ing, is extremely urgent. He
says that he is perfectly willing to march up North with his troops to fight all the foreign countries, but to
slaughter a few helpless foreigners could be of no use and would be an act totally lacking in humanity. After
reading this, the Old Buddha manifested great displeasure and quoted the phrase:
“The upper and lower jaw mutually assist each other; if the lips are gone, the teeth catch cold.”
For before, in quelling the rebellion of the Brigands, Mr. Liu had not been without a little merit, so he would
certainly know this rule. The Old Buddha has now ordered Tsai-hsun (Prince Chuang) forthwith to issue
proclamations, offering rewards, to be paid by the Privy Purse. Hereinafter I have copied the text of the
proclamation.
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The PROCLAMATION of
Tsai-hsün (Prince Chuang), Commandant of the Peking Gendarmerie, Ying-nien, General of the Right Wing
and the Commanders-in-chief of the Boxers, Kang-i and Tsai-lan.
Oyez: A Promise of Rewards.
Now that almost all the churches in the City have been burnt and the foreigners have no fixed place or concealment,
they have necessarily fled in all directions to find refuge. Be it therefore known to all, scholars and commoners,
soldiers and volunteers, that whosoever gives shelter to a foreigner, will surely be executed according to the law.
Whosoever succeeds in seizing a foreigner alive, shall receive as reward for a man, fifty taels, for a woman forty taels,
and for a child thirty taels. They must be genuine and alive. When this has been duly established, the full amount of the
reward will be paid at once.
Let everyone tremblingly obey and not transgress.

Just as I was conversing with Prince Li, Grand Secretary Jung arrived in his chair; he gave the impression of
being at the end of his tether. He said violently:
“These Boxers are of no assistance” and further:
“These brigands had the audacity to abuse me as a Chinese traitor, as I was passing along the road.”
I answered nothing, but I thought that these words were not more than he deserved. Jung stands out amidst the
Bannermen like the clang of metal in common iron, and is a man of great decision of character. I truly fear that he
alone will wreck the Boxer movement.
On my return home I learned that Prince Tuan and Prince Chuang had already despatched troops to attack Hsishih-k’u, for this place is only guarded by a small number of barbarian soldiers and it should therefore be easily
captured. Prince Li, whose courage is small, intends to move to another place, as he is afraid of disorderly people
breaking into his palace.
My courtyard is now occupied by Boxers and by Kansu soldiery, so that really I can no longer call my house
my own. How I hate these foreigners for causing this stupid disturbance!
The hour hsü.\fn{7-9 p.m} Prince Li has sent, for my perusal, the text of the telegram, which Jung-lu has
forwarded to Chi-nan-fu and which Governor Yüan Shih-k’ai is to communicate further. I am to keep it secret. It
runs:
To be transmitted by the provincial treasurer of Chihli to envoy Li Hung-chang, the Viceroys Liu K’un-i and Chang
Chih-t’ung, the Governors Lu, Wang, Sung, Yü and Yü.\fn{All governors of provinces along the Yangtze river}
I have received your telegram. If a single weak country attacks more than ten powerful countries, total perdition will
follow at once. Moreover, when two countries are at war, from far antiquity, it has been customary not to harm each
other’s envoys. The founding of this our inheritance by our forefathers has been an arduous task; can it now be that in
one day, beguiled by these “supernatural brigands”, we shall lightly stake its very existence on one throw of the dice? It
requires no particular sagacity to understand this. It is true that from the Nine Heavens downwards to officials and
common people, everyone has suffered in the utmost degree from the aggressions and insults of foreigners. Since these
Boxers have appeared, claiming a heavenly mission, I have used every effort to set forth its dangers, but without in the
least succeeding in restoring the situation. I am ill and cannot move, but during my leave I have presented seven
memorials, in all of which I have expostulated with the utmost force, but it seems impossible to save the situation. As I
suppose, you are aware, all the princes, beilehs and ministers, when they report in the Palace, have now but one word
on their lips; so I may refrain from dilating on this point. Moreover, half of the entourage of Their Majesties and the
princes belong to the Boxers, as do the majority of the Manchu and Chinese troops. They swarm in the streets of the
Capital like locusts, several tens of thousands of them, and it will be extremely difficult to re-establish order. Even
though there is the wisdom of Their Majesties it is hard to turn the majority. If Heaven, indeed, decrees it so, what can I
do? Later I again exerted every effort to find a means of turning the course of events, but today, to make things worse, a
soldier from the Shen-chi corps has killed the German minister and since then the situation has again changed and has
developed with so many twists and turns, that it is impossible to describe them all. Prince Ch’ing is well-disposed and
kind-hearted and he is of the same mind as myself, but he is not of much assistance in this. Death I do not mind, but the
guilt that I shall bear for all ages—Heaven alone can testify how this thought moves me to grief! I have received great
favours from the present dynasty, but now I can only pray to the spirits of the holy Ancestors in Heaven. The situation
here is almost past saving, but I still hope that you will take the strictest measures to maintain order and discipline
along the river sides and sea coast. Let each do his utmost.
Telegraphic reply sent by Jung-lu with tears in his eyes.

It is reported that Chang Hsiang-t’ao (Chang Chih-t’ung) has sent a telegram .proposing that he should send a
victorious army north to succour his Sovereign. Hsiang-t’ao is a man who goes with all currents. Last year, when
the question of appointing an Heir-Apparent arose, it was Liu alone who sent a memorial strongly denouncing the
proposal, but Chang, justifying himself by citing the case of Wu K’o-tu,\fn{ Wu committed suicide because Kuang Hsü’s
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succession to T’ung Chih was illegal, as he was of the wrong generation and T’ung Chih thus was left without proper sacrifices }

dared
not to express any approval or dissent. Chang’s former reputation has fallen into mud and charcoal and his fame
has fallen ten thousand feet. Liu has strength of character; although, when he dares to oppose the “supernatural
bands”, I am of a slightly different opinion, yet I admire him for his uprightness of speech.
Each day, amidst her thousand preoccupations, the Old Buddha recites the magic incantations of the Boxers,
seventy times. At the end of the recitation, Major-domo Li exclaims:
“There goes another barbarian!”
June 23rd
Today at the hour mao\fn{5-7 a.m} they decapitated the foreign barbarian inside the Tung-an Gate; they have
now suspended his head from the main beam of the Tung-an Gate, and as it had no queue, it was placed in a
wooden cage. The face is terrible to see and pitiful beyond words, and yet is it not a great good fortune for me that
I should have lived to see a barbarian’s head hanging outside our Palace? It reminds me that in the tenth year of
Hsien Feng, Prince Ts’eng executed several black barbarians outside the Board of Punishments.
Grand Secretary Jung wanted at first to claim this barbarian, but Prince Tuan and Prince Chuang had already
decided to execute him, so that his head had been separated from his body before Jung-lu’s own soldiers arrived.
Yesterday the foreigner had been subjected to a searching examination by the Princes, who ordered him to kneel
(on a chain) for several hours, while he kept on moaning and imploring the Princes to have mercy and to spare his
life. It was most pitiful to hear. Prince Tuan has reported the matter to the Old Buddha and she has rewarded those
braves with five hundred taels, to be paid from her privy purse, to show her firm intention to keep her promise of
making awards.
The Boxers, who are squatting like tigers in my bouse, said rudely that it was not permitted to smoke cigars.
Later, when they saw my great age, they returned them to me. At present they do not allow the use of any article
of foreign origin. Chang Te-ch’eng and the other Boxer chiefs were originally bullies and great plagues in their
districts, but now they are treated with the highest respect and like guests of honour by princes and dukes. It is
really passing strange!
This evening Duke Lan came for a chat. He told me that this morning the Heir-Apparent had the audacity to
abuse the Emperor, as a “secondary hairy one” and when rebuked for it, struck the holy Face with his fists. The
Emperor reported the matter at once to the Old Buddha and the Benign Countenance exhibited the greatest anger;
she ordered the eunuch Ts’ui to administer twenty strokes of the whip to the Heir-Apparents partes posteriores.
Prince Tuan is highly incensed at this, but can do nothing, as he is in mortal fear, when the Old Buddha slightly
vituperates him, because there are things which are not to her liking.\fn{ Another translation has: “When she speaks to him,
he is on tenter-hooks, as if thorns pricked himn, and the sweat runs down his face.” The first translator here says: “This is not very clear,
and I am not certain my translation is correct”}

While the Old Buddha was strolling in the Palace gardens, she suddenly saw flames from the Legation Quarter
illumine the sky. The eunuchs came and told her that the end of the foreigners had now come.
However, in the afternoon, Vice-president Hsü Ching-ch’eng was received in audience; he presented a
memorial, that he had drawn up secretly with Mr. Yuan Ch’ang, in which he impeached several princes and high
officials. Moreover, he reported that the Kansu soldiery had set fire to the Han-lin Academy, in the hope that it
would then be easier to take the Legations.\fn{ This adjoined the British legationon the North } The Benign Countenance
showed great anger and she blamed Tung Fu-hsiang severely for it. She forthwith summoned Grand Secretary
Jung, with whom she discussed matters for a long time.
Today a memorial arrived from Viceroy Yü-lu, reporting that our army, in co-operation with the Boxers, had
made a strong attack on the foreign soldiers in the Settlement of Tientsin, had set fire to many foreign houses and
that two steamers, anchored at Taku, had been destroyed.
Today, by order of Prince Chuang, the Imperial kinsman Wang Fen and Messrs. Kuei and I, several hundred
converts were slain outside Prince Chuang’s palace. Not a few amongst them were innocent people who fared like
the fish in the moat.\fn{ Reference to a story, first found in the 3 rd century BC, as to how, the city gate having caught fire, the fish in
the city moat died from the heat, being innocent sufferers from the conflagration } The Old Buddha, who is of a kind-hearted
disposition, was deeply shocked and pitied them, saying that if only these converts would reform and purify their
hearts, it might still be possible to suffer them to escape from the net, to show the Imperial mercy.
June 25th
Today at the hour mao Prince Tuan and Prince Chuang with the Beilehs Tsai-lien and Tsai-ying, followed by
more than sixty Boxers, had the audacity to break into the Palace to search for converts. Their Majesties were still
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in their sleeping apartments but the eunuchs, who fear Tuan’s influence, dared not resist them. Outside the Huangchi-tien (Hall of Imperial Supremacy), the Princes and their followers called out loudly:
“We very mnch wish to see the Emperor, as there are some important matters.”
Having said this they used disrespectful expressions, abusing the Emperor as a “secondary hairy one”. I heard
the account of this affair in minute detail, because Wen-lien, the Comptroller-general of the Imperial Household,
told me everything about it. Tuan had the appearance of being drunk.
When they were thus making all this uproar, the Old Buddha was just partaking of her early breakfast. The
Boxers certainly intended to kill the Emperor; they called him “hairy one” because they are fond of (having their
head) clean-shaven. The Old Buddha burst out like thunder and her words were extremely violent when she
spoke. She said:
“Never did I think that you would thus forget all decorum and that your acts and conduct would be as wildly
rebellious as this! Tsai-i, by your unlawful design you will surely incur the death penalty by your own fault, and
although you may not deserve any pity, how do you think I will like it? The question of the Emperor’s deposition
is not to be interfered with by any of you. I alone have the power to decide and it will not be difficult to strip the
Heir-Apparent of his title, indeed, to have him thrown out of the Palace will be as easy as the turning of my hand!
If you think you can avail yourself of the opportunity of the country being beset with dangers to start a rebellion,
and to act as you please without proper respect, I tell you frankly that you are seriously mistaken.
“You, who do not heed the general interest and only delight in secret plottings, you are indeed violent
individuals, inciting others to unlawful and disorderly things. Now, be off with you, and, except when on duty,
never may you enter the Palace without permission, so that the necessary respect be manifested. Prostrate
yourselves before the Emperor and beseech his merciful pardon for your misbehaviour. As a slight punishment,
the salary of you princes will be withheld for a year.
“As for you Boxers, who had the insolence to carry arms in rebellion against your Emperor and to create this
disturbance, you shall be decapitated forthwith, as a warning to others and to uphold the law of the land.
Henceforth, under all circumstances, you must be circumspect in your behaviour in the Palace, and not again
commit the crime of making such disturbances.”
Grand Secretary Jung-lu, obeying these orders, had more than twenty Boxer leaders immediately decapitated
inside the Tung-an’ Gate. The Emperor, who had been trembling with fear, was very grateful to his mother for
having saved his life.
*
The hour hsü. Because in Prince Tuan's eyes there is no longer any law and he countenances the Boxers in
creating disorder, the Old Buddha has become exceedingly apprehensive of this youngster’s ambition giving rise
to other calamities and she has, therefore, agreed to Grand Secretary Jung’s request to be allowed to go to the
Legations to inquire after the welfare of the ministers. Moreover, she wishes to stop the fighting immediately and
to reestablish friendly relationships.
At the hour yü Jung-lu, at the head of his own troops proceeded to the northern Yü-ho Bridge and waited there
for a long time before the foreigners dared to show themselves. The two parties parleyed from afar for quite a
while. First, to dispel suspicion, the foreigners were shown a board, on which was written the Empress’s Edict,
which ran:
“Orders have been respectfully received from the Empress Dowager to give due protection to the Legations.”
Grand Secretary Jung hoped very much to be able to have an interview with the foreign ministers, so as to
discuss with them the proper measures to be taken. For three hours not a shot has been fired and it has been very
quiet. En-ming happened to come in just now unexpectedly, to say that the Old Buddha has just received news of
the victory of our army at Lang-fang\fn{ This probably refers to an attack made on the rear guard of Admiral Seymour’s relief
force at Lang-fang on June 18 th, and from that day until the 23 rd. The intelligence of the failure of the Seymour Expedition would seem to
have reached Peking with some delay } at which she was highly elated, and so she has again decided to attack the

Legations and to allow the Boxers to exterminate the foreigners. She thinks there will still come a day, when she
will sleep on their skin and eat their flesh.
June 30th
Grand Secretary Kang-i came for a chat; he told me that General Tung Fu-hsiang called this morning on Grand
Secretary Jung, at his private residence, as he wanted to borrow big guns. At first the servants dared not announce
his visit, and kept him waiting for more than an hour. When he was admitted, he behaved in a very violent
manner. Jung-lu answered nothing, but leant upon his stool and slept. Tung was offended but Jung smilingly said:
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“If you really wish to use my big guns, please go aud ask the Old Buddha for my head; she values you so
highly that it will not be difficult for you to obtain your wish, for truly, you may be called the keystone of the
Court.”
At this bitter taunt, Tung became furious and went straight to the Palace and asked for an audience. At that
time, all the princes and ministers had already retired from duty, as it was exactly noon. Tung had the audacity to
stand vociferating for a long time, outside the Huang-chi-tien (Hall of Imperial Supremacy), ordering the eunuchs
to tell the Old Buddha that General Tung was outside and to ask her whether he could be permitted to see her. The
Old Buddha happened to be painting flowers in the form of the character chu (bamboo), and, though she was
greatly annoyed at Tung’s unceremonious behaviour, she bade the eunuchs to admit him. The Old Buddha said:
“Have you come to report that the Legations have been destroyed again? During the last month I have heard
this rumour about ten times. It is only a pity it is not true.”
Tung addressed the Empress, saying that he, her slave, requested of her gracious favour to have Jung-lu
cashiered, as he was a Chinese traitor who was planning unlawful plots. Although, on several occasions, the Old
Buddha’s orders had been received to exterminate the foreigners as quickly as possihle, he still refused to lend the
big guns, which the army needed. The Old Buddha, still more angry, commanded him to be silent, saying:
“Your long standing feud with him leads you to wild speech, which no other man would dare to speak.
Originally you were but a Kansu brigand, who, being pressed hard, submitted and you were allowed to join the
army to atone for your misdeeds. When you acquired some slight merit, I showed you great favour. But let us not
speak of the past; even at the present time your conduct is like that of a brigand. Your influence has become too
large like the tail of an animal which has grown so long that it cannot be wagged. Today, you received my special
favour, by being called in, which was a rare distinction indeed. Now I order you to withdraw immediately and do
not again enter the Palace unauthorised, lest worse befall you.”
I hear that Li-shan, the president of the Board of Finance, has been denounced by Vice-president Na-t’ung. The
memorial has been kept in the Palace and has not been published.
Last evening, the Old Buddha, accompanied by the ladies of the Court and by Grand Secretary Jung’s wife,
went to Hsi-yüan; (Lake Palace) for a boating party, to admire the lotus flowers. But as an attack on Hsi-shih-k’u
was being delivered just at that time, causing a great noise, the Imperial party felt very uneasy, so two men of the
suite were sent with orders to the commanding general at the Hsi-an Gate to cease fighting at once and not to fire
cannon until the party had returned to the Palace.
July 4th
The hour wu.\fn{11-1 p m} Chi Shou-ch’ing called and talked for a long time, while the Legations were being
attacked. Vice-roy Li Chien's (Li Ping-heng) soldiers are now making an elevated platform for guns, up against
the wall of the Imperial City, so as to be able to fire on the Legations from close range. I think that in both ancient
and modern times, rarely has it been seen that disorderly soldiers and hooligans have been permitted to give free
rein to their licentious passions, under the very wheels of the Imperial Chariot. The ministers severely criticise
Graud Secretary Jung’s friendship for the foreigners, because he will not lend his heavy guns. How fathomless
must his anxiety be at this time, when the poisonous gas of sedition is fiercely blazed! I hear that Grand Secretary
Jung is much respected by his troops, so that no one dares to disobey his orders, not even when tempted by heavy
bribes. Is this not strange?
Grand Secretary Jung’s natural disposition is straightforward and impartial, and in speech, he is extremely
outspoken and courageous, as when he said: “In the time of Chou I dwelt on the shores of the Northern Sea,
awaiting the purification of the Empire,” which would seem appropriately spoken.
I am told that Prince Tuan has secured one of the Imperial seals, so that should anything unforeseen happen, it
would be easy to set up the Heir-Apparent as successor to the Emperor. Should the Old Buddha hear about it, I am
afraid Prince Tuan would not escape punishment.
I hear that Governor Yü-hsien has sent several memorials asking for orders with reference to the disposal of
the foreign missionaries living in Shansi. Some time ago the Old Buddha issued a secret Decree, saying:
“Kill the foreigners! Even though they may be leaving your territory, they must be killed,”\fn{ No copy of this
edict has been preserved; but elsewhere (Smith, China In Convulsion, p. 594) says: “Twice at least the original dispatch was seen by
foreigners, and its phraseology is indelibly engraved on the memories of those who were stunned by the appalling and unexampled words:
Feng yang-jên pi sha, yang-jên t’ui-hui chi sha, “Whenever you meet foreigners you must kill them, and if they attempt to escape they
must still immediately be killed.” This reading … is different from that given in the diary, although the meaning is very much the same.” } I

am told that the Old Buddha ordered this Edict to be sent to all the provinces, but the Viceroy Tuan Fang and Yü
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as well as the high officials in Mongolia received an Edict to protect the foreigners; the character sha (kill) had
been altered to the character pao (protect).
It is really very strange! Probably some Chinese traitor is responsible for this. They have not yet dared to
inform the Old Buddha.
I have just this moment heard the latest intelligence, that Yü-hsien has received an Edict from the Old Buddha,
which runs:
I command that the foreigners be executed on the spot. Let no one, whether man or woman, whether old or young,
escape from the net, so that the country may be purified from these monsters and the heart of my loyal citizens be set at
ease.

Yü suffers from the weakness of Chi Ch’ang; it is his wife, who incites him to kill the foreigners and it is she,
who directs all official business in his yamen. Yu sets no value on fine buildings and dislikes fine clothes and food
and he is very parsimonious and strict. He is truly an official such as is rarely found and the people of Shansi hold
him in great respect.
Jung-lu tried to find a way to discriminate between the foreigners and he addressed the Old Buddha as follows:
“By killing these lonely and weak foreigners, we shall gain no advantage and it will surely not redound to
China’s glory, and what is more, it may even seriously injure the Old Buddha’s reputation for benevolence.
Hereafter, China will be the laughing-stock of even the most insignificant scholars all over the world, because we
excel neither in humanity nor in military prowess.”
By these words he did his utmost to persuade her and save the foreigners. The Old Buddha replied:
“What you say may be true enough, but these foreigners, of whom you are so fond, have for a long time been
desirous that I should resign the Regency. How could I, therefore, be pleased with them? Ever since the days of
Tao Kuang and of Hsien Feng, this noisy guest has been usurping the rights of his host. Should I not be glad that
now a day has come when I can give vent to my long-harboured resentment?”
Jung-lu was silent and did not utter another word.
July 7th
Viceroy Yü-lu reported that our army had killed a large number of foreigners residing in Tientsin, and had also
captured camels. It is enough to make one spurt out one’s food with laughing. I heard that General Tung Fuhsiang has taken into his employ a cook of the Imperial Household, to murder Jung-lu; this man, however, was
unexpectedly moved to righteousness, let the cat out of the bag and informed Grand Secretary Jung. He is the
elder brother of En-hai, who murdered the German minister, and so Tung Fu-hsiang thought he would be only too
glad to assist in destroying the Legations, but just like Yü-kung Ssü,. the best archer of Wei, who learned archery
from Yin-kung T’o, he could not bring himself to commit this unrighteous deed.\fn{ Yü-kung Ssü, a famous archer, was
sent by the Prince of Wei to pursue Tzu-cho Ju. When finding his adversary, however, in a helpless condition, because he was ill, he
remembered that Yin-kung T’o, his own teacher, had learnt archery from Tzu-cho Ju. Therefore he thought it wrong to kill the latter with
weapons, the use of which, indirectly, he had learnt from him. So this man, who was in Jung-lu’s service, refused to kill his chief, so to
speak, with his own weapons}

Grand Secretary Jung has again memorialised the Old Buddha, requesting her to stop the fighting at once. In
his petition he gives a very elaborate expose of the real situation at present in China and abroad, going truthfully
into the real facts. It has been kept by the Empress and has not been published. In it Jung-lu says:
“If the skin is not kept, how will it be possible to implant the hair? Speaking from the present condition of our
Empire, there is not the slightest hope of victory over the Powers. Although the recent war in Transvaal might
serve to the Powers as a warning of the cart ahead, yet really the conditions are not similar. Going on in this way
we cannot avoid the dangerous position as of one running along the edge of a precipice. The holy Ch’ing Dynasty
stands alone and unaided; she is powerless to move, like an animal, whose tail is too large. If we mete out the
death penalty to all foreigners, without exception, we shall hereafter incur the calamity of partition by them; but if
we try with the full force of the whole country to establish something like stability, it may be possible for a turn of
fortune, otherwise the calamity will surpass all imagination.” Jung also said:
The grand heritage of our Ancestors has been lightly staked on a single throw of the dice, without His Majesty
having the means of knowing about it.”
The wording of the memorial is very earnest and has made a deep impression on the Old Buddha. And indeed,
the Boxers are of no assistance in trouble; it is nothing but boasting and bragging with them.
July 10th
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Old Wen-an said that the Old Buddha was very much angered, because in this hot weather she could get no
peace. Yesterday the Heir-Apparent asked the Old Buddha to allow him respectfully to prepare the Imperial
Chariot to repair to the Summer Palace (in Jehol), and to leave the Emperor in town to arrange for peace, as
everyone in the Empire knew that the Emperor had intimate relations with the foreign barbarians, so two birds
would be hit with one stone. The Old Buddha did not grant his request, but told him to withdraw. Afterwards, a
young eunuch came in and reported that another foreigner had just been killed by gunshot. The Old Buddha said:
“For more than twenty days now, only a few foreign soldiers have been killed, whereas the skeletons of my
law-abiding subjects are scattered in disorderly heaps. The Boxers are certainly imposters and it is manifest what
their skill amounts to! Altogether there are not more than a few tens of thousands of foreigners in China, so that if
the Boxers really possessed magic arts, they should have been able to exterminate the race long ago.”
July 15th
The present day ,Big Sword Society goes back to Governor Yü-hsien’s administration of Shantung, when he
tolerated them. A year or two ago, I do not remember the date, in Shantung there were several cases of the Big
Sword Society creating difficulties with people. Fu Chia-nien, general secretary in the department for French
affairs in the Tsung-li Yamen, has seen these documents, which were about trouble between this society and the
French. Moreover, this Imperial Edict together with all the documents and notes have passed through the hands of
Fu Chia-nien. The Edict, allowing the foreigners to be sent to Tientsin, was meant in all honesty and there was no
intention of waylaying them; however, in case the Boxers should not have obeyed the Edict, the foreigners
certainly would have run grave dangers on the road. Although Fu Chia-nien had drafted the despatch,
communicating the Edict to send the Envoys out of Peking, yet, he wrote them a secret letter, saying that he feared
that they would run great risks from the Boxers on the way. Now, when the foreigners did not leave the capital, he
felt much relieved.
Wen-hai, being in charge of the Shun-chih Gate, wanted to borrow heavy guns from the Shen-chi corps, but on
the following day he only received small guns, as Jung-lu would not allow the former. Wen Hai personally
reported (to the Old Buddha) that he guarded all the gates in the inner as well as in the outer city, for fear of
foreigners leaving the city dressed as Chinese. If converts leave the city, Wen-hai now has the Edict of the 18 th of
the 6th month, appointing him to guard the city with his soldiers and to have special charge over all persons
leaving or entering the city, and to control the closing and opening of the gates.
July 16th
Today I heard Viceroy Yü-lu’s startling news that Tientsin has fallen and that the foreigners are coming on in
irresistible hordes. All the Powers are sending troops, one after another. So the situation has now become
extremely critical. At first, no one dared to go in to tell the Old Buddha, but later Prince Tuan reported to her in
person, saying that false Boxers had intermingled with the genuine Boxers, so that they had offended against
Heaven, but that doubtless they would be able by means of their magic arts, secretly to force the foreigners back
and that there would not be the slightest risk of the nine temples’s being disturbed.
Early this morning, Jung-lu had told the Old Buddha that the despatch demanding that she should hand over
the government to the Emperor was a forgery, which had been made at Prince Tuan’s instigation by Lien, a
secretary of the Grand Council. The inner details of this matter, Jung-lu knew thoroughly. The Old Buddha
showed herself highly displeased and said:
“Forging documents is certainly the basest ingratitude for the Dynasty’s favours and the worst betrayal of the
people’s trust. You cherish evil designs and have unlawful ambitions and the cunning tricks you turn over in your
mind, are many. If the foreigners really take the Capital, I will certainly punish your crime with death. Your name,
composed with the character “dog”, is most appropriate. As long as I live, I have no intention of handing over the
government. This drafting of Edicts without authority and this inciting of officials truly shows the heart of a
traitor.”
Tuan left the Palace hurriedly, as the thunder bolt had fallen too suddenly for him to cover his ears.
Viceroy Chien (Li Ping-heng) some time ago went to T’ung-chou, intending, with his back to the wall, to put
up a fight to the finish against the foreigners. Moreover, he adduced incontestible proofs that Jung-lu was
befriending the foreigners, and he petitioned the Old Buddha to punish him. His petition has been kept in the
Palace and not published. Early this morning, the Emperor said to Jung-lu:
“The hopes that I have set on you are endless, for your ears are keen, your mind intelligent and you are clever
in devising good plans. You must certainly continue to protect the Legations with all your might. Let not Our
orders be disobeyed. That is what I hope most fervently.” Jung-lu said:
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“Since the year wu-hsu I, your servant, have not once received Your Majesty’s praise or encouragement. Now I
am deeply moved and shamed by Your Majesty’s interest.”
July 16th
The Old Buddha transmitted an order that Prince Ch’ing should be sent to inquire after the welfare of the
Envoys and to present to them vegetables, fruit, rice and flour, to show her sympathy for a people from afar. Chi
Shou-ch’ing has proceeded to Shansi, as a letter came from Governor Yü-hsien saying there were some important
matters. I have also heard that Yü-hsien's memorial, reporting that, in obedience to the Edict, he has killed the
foreigners, has arrived.
He first entrapped all those foreigners into his nets, cast them into chains, and, having had them brought into
his yamen, he then ordered the leaders of the Boxers to slay them.\fn{ This happened on July 9th. The victims were 34
English and Scottish Protestants and 12 roman Cantholics—15 men, 20 women, and 11 children } There was only one woman, who
succeeded in escaping under the city wall; because her breast had already been cut off, the Boxers could not catch
her alive.
During the last few days it has been raining incessantly and it is to be feared that the harvest will suffer.
Everywhere fugitive braves are causing trouble. Hopes for lucrative promotions are indulged in generally and
men’s minds are far from quiet.
July 29th
Grand Secretary Jung, being Commander-in-chief, will not provide Tung Fu-hsiang’s army with artillery or
mines. He says:
“As to the use of artillery and mines, Tung’s army has come from a distant province, without big guns, and if
mines are used, I am afraid that the Temple of the Imperial Ancestors and the inner buildings of the Palace may be
shaken by the explosion.”
Secretly he ordered that no other general, but Tung Fu-hsiang, should attack the Legation Quarter seriously. If
it had not been for that order, how could it have come about that the combined military forces of the Capital and
of several provinces, weak though China’s forces may be, have not yet after two months been able to capture the
single piece of territory of the Legations in the Chiao-min hsiang? This is all due to Grand Secretary Jung’s fear of
injuring the good relationship (with foreigners) and to his effort to safeguard China’s interests.
Several times, in personal interviews, Tung Fu-hsiang denounced him saying that the Legation Quarter had not
yet been taken simply because Grand Secretary Jung did not allow the other generals to attack it in earnest.
Hsu Ching-ch’eng has also sent a secret letter to the Legations, which the latter had forwarded to Tientsin. In
this definite mention is made of a secret letter of Prince Ch’ing’s, which is probably one of the letters in code. The
foreign letters, which have not yet been translated, have been handed over to the Grand Council. There were nine
letters in foreign script and two in cipher, which have been sent to the Tsung-li Yamen to be translated: the former
have been translated, but the latter have not. Those in foreign script say that Hsü Ching-ch’eng often sends secret
letters to the Legations, so both Hsü and Yüan will be put to death. In the foreign letters it is also stated that they
have obtained a considerable quantity of rice from the rice-shops in the Chiao-min-hsiang.\fn{ This passage is not very
clear. Smith (China in Convulsion, p. 388) tells how on July 27 th a man, disguised as a fortuneteller, tried to get away as a messenger with
thirteen letters. Without giving the source of his information, he adds in brackets that the man played false and went with his letters to the
headquarters of Prince Chuang. They were then sent out to the translators of the Tsung-li Yamen, “who soon put them into circulation in the
Imperial Court, where those of them that were not in cipher were doubtless much enjoyed”. Probably these are the letters referred to in the
diary}

Chi Shou-ch’ing, the son-in-law of Governor Yü of Shansi, lives at the Tung Ssü P’ai-lou in the Kuai-pang
lane. Chi Shou-ch’ing, being in Peking, wrote to Governor Yü that Prince Tuan and Prince Chuang believe in the
Boxers and desired the harm of the foreign ministers &c. It was because Chi Shou-ch’ing said in his letter that the
Court in Peking believed in the Boxers, that Yü, sympathising with the intention of Prince Tuan and Prince
Chuang, killed the foreigners, and so it came about that he executed those foreigners and put his trust in the
Boxers, thus bringing about a great disaster. Yü-hsien’s representative in Peking, who wrote him letters, acted for
him and kept him informed of the Court news, was none other than his own son-in-law, Chi Shou-ch’ing! On the
23rd of the 5th month, General Tung’s army attacked the Legation Quarter, in conjunction with the Boxers. For four
days from the 16th of the 6th month, Chi Shou-ch’ing went out of Peking to the Western Tombs.
On the 18th of the 6th month, there were several Edicts all ordering the protection of foreigners and saying that
the attack on the Legations by Tung Fu-hsiang’s army and the Boxers had been made by them without Imperial
Orders having been received, and further that if Yü-hsien, the governor of Shansi, wished to kill a great number of
foreign missionaries, both men and women, he should, properly speaking, have asked the Imperial Sanction,
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before proceeding to the executions; so it was undoubtedly only because Chi Shou-ch’ing had informed him by
letter that Prince Tuan and Prince Chuang believed in the Boxers, and that they had attacked the foreign
Legations, that Yü-hsien dared to kill the foreigners.
August 1st
th
The Old Buddha places much confidence in Viceroy Chien (Li Ping-heng).\fn{ On July 27 , Li Ping-heng had
received from the Empress Dowager the special privilege of riding on horseback within the precincts of the Forbidden City and of using a
sedan-chair borne by two men within the Forbidden City and the Lake Palace. On the previous day the latter privilege had also been
accorded to Jung-lu}

Yesterday Kang-i and Li Ping-heng told her that Yüan and Hsü had, on their own authority, changed the phrase
from “kill the foreigners” into “protect the foreigners” in the Imperial Edict. Kang said that the Old Buddha was
very angry and that her face looked like a thundercloud, when she said:
“Even the death penalty is not adequate for such a crime—we should inflict upon them the punishment of Kao
Ch’li-mi, who in the Tso-chuan was torn apart by chariots. Let Hsü and Yüan be executed forthwith, as a warning
to all officials.”
However, in the Edict which was published, no reference was made to their having arbitrarily changed the
wording of the Imperial Edict, as that would have harmed the country’s prestige, but their crimes are enumerated
as having created dissensions in the Palace and as having had secret relations with the foreigners.\fn{ The text of the
Edict ran: “Hsü Ching-ch’eng, Vice-president of the Li-pu, and Yüan Ch’ang, Director of the Court of Sacrificial Worship, have been
repeatedly denounced as being of bad reputation and as serving private ends in their handling of foreign affairs. Several times at Imperial
audiences they have allowed themselves to make wild proposals and disturbed the government by their improper language. Moreover, their
words, which created dissensions and were such as could not be tolerated, have been greatly lacking in respect. Unless they are severely
punished the officials will loose all discipline. As a warning to others Hsü Ching-ch’eng and Yuan Ch’ang are hereby condemned to
immediate execution.”}

I am very sorry about Yüan. Today at the hour wei they were decapitated; En-ming went to see it.
Yüan was loyal, honest and sincere and his scholarship was wide and profound; he has really suffered this
calamity innocently. As for Hsü, I knew long ago that he was corrupt; he carried gold to his house and had
collected large savings during his official career. At the time of the execution Yüan said:
“It is now the time of the appearance of a comet. I hope that Heaven and Earth will again be re-established and
that the splendour of the sun and moon will return.”
By this he meant that Prince Tuan had evil designs on the State and that he caused the Old Buddha to listen to
foolish words against her better judgment. Duke Lan, who supervised the execution, said to Yüan:
“Dare you still speak thus foolishly? How can you look people in the face, you, who have forgotten the Ch’ing
Dynasty and exalt the Chinese; you, who turn your back on your Emperor and befriend robbers!” Yüan was not
stirred by this, but remaining perfectly calm, he said:
“We are not guilty. In after years when you, the criminal ringleaders of this calamity, will have been punished,
our names will still be praised together. You, who have become incorrigibly infatuated, have, because of a slight
vexation, raised up a rebellion which has become a great disaster.” Then, turning to Hsü, he said,
“The ancients considered dying as returning home. The day is not far when we shall meet again at the Yellow
Springs.”
Duke Lan went forward as if to strike him, but before the words were finished, both fell under the sword.
*
My eldest son is not dutiful; he has stolen a large sum of my money. When I rebuked him very severely for it,
he had the insolence to reply that as I had received so many favours from the Dynasty, which it was not easy to
requite, why not commit suicide, to repay my country and to show my complete loyalty!
August 5th
I hear that Grand Councillor Ch’i-hsiu places great confidence in Vice-president Na-t’ung. Na said that the best
thing was to lay an ambush for the foreign Envoys. Na asked Mr. Ch’i to have a letter, imitating the style of a
despatch from the Tsung-li Yamen, sent to arrange for an interview with them in this yamen; however, they were
not to have an escort, so that it would be easy for our troops to attack them on the way. Ch’i-hsiu strongly
approves of this plan, but though he has sent several letters proposing this; the foreigners remain like an
animalcule in a jar and are unwilling to leave the Legations. It is very praiseworthy that the killing of the
foreigners is Na-t’ung’s sole preoccupation.
August 7th
Yesterday Grand Secretary Jung memorialised the Old Buddha, asking what should be done in the event of the
Capital being taken. The Old Buddha quoted to him the words of Chia, about trying the five enticements and the
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three manifestations that should be used towards the tributary states to bind their Khan. The five enticements are:
presenting them with carriages and furs to ruin the eye, with delicacies and viands to ruin the stomach, with
singing-girls to ruin the ear, with beautiful maidens to ruin the body, and the personal attendance of the Emperor
at the banquet to ruin the mind. The three manifestations are: simulating benevolence, showing love to one’s
inferiors and speaking honeyed words.
In this way it would not be difficult to reestablish friendly relations. The year before, when she had invited the
ladies of the foreign ministers, they had shown great friendliness and satisfaction, and besides she had distributed
costly gifts among them to win their delight. However she knew very well that they did not approve of her
Regency, and therefore it would be necessary to allure them by flattery and honeyed words, so as to cause them to
forget their former ill-will, for it is easy to find pleasure in boasting, but it is difficult to have forethought.
August 8th
Some time ago a foreign barbarian escaped from the Legations. He gave the impression of being quite mad; in
the vicinity of the Ha-ta Gate he kowtowed to the people passing along the street, and in a loud voice shouted to
them to save his life.
“The foreigners will soon be dead, but what crime have I committed?” he said.
Later some of Jung-lu’s soldiers took him to Tung-ch’ang lane and Jung-lu sent him back to the Legations. It is
clear that the foreigners do not know in the morning if they will be alive in the evening.\fn{ This refers to an insane
Swedish missionary, Mr. Nostegard, who, having been placed in confinement, escaped on July 23 rd. On July 25th Sir Claude Mac Donald,
the British minister, wrote to ask for news of him. He was sent back on the 29 th with a polite letter from Juug-lu. Sir Claude in his report
adds: “His accounts of his experiences were incoherent and discordant, but he was convincing on the one point, that he had told the Chinese
all he knew of the state of our supplies and ammunition, and had cautioned them against their habit of firing high.” Smith ( China In
Convulsion, pp. 384, 394} calls him a Norwegian, and remarks that soon after there was “a marked depression of the muzzles of their (the
Chinese) rifles.” It was proposed to shoot the man as a deserter and a spy. More temperate counsels prevailed, however, and he was
thenceforth kept in a state of surveillance}

August 9th
The Old Buddha asked Jung-lu what was his plan, should the worst occur. Jung replied with a deep sigh:
“The only thing that can save us in that emergency is that the Sacred Chariot should not go on a tour of
inspection.\fn{I.e., should not try to escape by flight } Fortunately, the foreign troops have strict discipline and though
they may come to Peking, there will be no danger of looting. In the tenth year of Hsien Feng the foreign soldiers
dared not enter people’s private houses, so it can be seen how strict is the discipline of the army of the foreign
robbers.”
August 10th
A president of one of the Boards, with whom I am on good terms, has been impeached. The document accuses
him of having dug a subterranean passage to enable food to be carried into the Hsi-shih-k’u, for his residence is in
the Chiu-ts’u-chli lane, not far from the Cathedral. Today Prince Tuan, on his own authority, handed over the two
Presidents Li-shan and Hsü Yung-i, together with Lien Yan, the Subchancellor of the Grand Secretariat, to the
Board of Punishments. I hear that the reason for entrapping Hsü and Lien is that they expressed strong
disapproval of the selection of the Heir-Apparent, and this caused Prince Tuan to bear them a deadly grudge.
Vice-president Na-t’ung told Prince Tuan that Lien was on friendly terms with Yüan Ch’ang and this has made
him a victim. The three men were executed early this morning for holding comunications with the foreign
barbarians. Hsü was seventy-nine years of age; when he was at the head of the Board of War, he was very strict
and severe.
It really must be counted au injustice that can never be blotted out that he should be decapitated innocently. On
the point of being executed, Li said:
“The love of a prince and of a father is all-penetrating, his friendly relationship is all-embracing. If my words
have not been heeded, it is because my sentiments have lacked in sincerity, and my sincerity has not been
perfect.”
Lien Hsien-heng (Lien Yüan) was well versed in the Sung philosophy; he was a man who zealously occupied
himself with official duties, even to the very moment of being put to the sword. Hsü said:
“Tuan is merely laying on wings to the foreigners. For a long time, my heart has been pure and strong as steel
a hundred times tempered. Tuan’s designs are such that I dare not even mention them. Hereafter, there will surely
come a day when the chief-criminal will be destroyed. Death is but the final destination of man. It is difficult to
foresee how things will be after the foreigners have taken the holy Capital. I know that the Empress Dowager
herself does not desire my death. At the end, I can only hope for the day of retribution.”
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I hear that the Old Buddha does not as yet know that these three gentlemen have been executed. Chung-hua
(Jung-lu) was deeply grieved by this affair.
August 12th
I hear that our army has had the worst of it in several engagements, that the (foreign) rebels daily become
stronger and that our army gains no advantage. On the 13 th of the 7th month, Viceroy Yü-lu was defeated at
Peits’ang and retreating, pitched his camp at Yang-ts’un. He then retreated again, to Ts’ai-ts’un. He was so
enraged at this, that he had no desire to survive, so entering a coffin shop, he put an end to his own life with a
revolver.
What an omen of ill-luck! General Li Chien (Li Ping-heng) reached Ho-hsi-wu on the 14 th, but the armies of
Chang Ch’un-fa and Ch’en Tso-lin, which are under his command, dispersed without fighting, and so he also took
his own life by means of poison.
The foreign soldiers are pressing forward to T’ung-chou. Today Jung-lu went in to tell the Old Buddha of the
defeat of our army. I do not know how to describe the Grand Secretary’s inward terror and emotion. The Old
Buddha listened to the report without a word and they, Sovereign and minister, gazed at each other and wept.
Then Jung-lu said:
“I, your slave, dare not, because of the present state to which the Empire has fallen, even think of excusing
myself, yet right from the beginning have I disbelieved in these Boxers. However, your slave alone is not worthy
of commiseration, but how can I think of the present situation?”
The Old Buddha is seriously considering sacrificing her life on the altar of the Soil and ordering the Emperor
to do likewise at the same time. She is strongly opposed to making a journey of inspection.
August 12th
The Old Buddha asked Jung-lu what measures he advised. Jung said:
“I must urge most earnestly that on no account whatever shall the Sacred Chariot go on a journey of
inspection. Your Majesty must immediately make a decision yourself and put into force measures to tranquillise
the people. Unless you give Tsai-i (Prince Tuan) and his followers over to the severest punishment, it will be
impossible to tide over the dangerous situation or to succeed in a plan of salvation. If your servant’s troops had
not hastened to the critical places and protected the Legations night and day, I cannot think what great calamity
would have ensued! If these bad princes and ministers are not punished with death, having plotted against the
State, I am afraid that it will be difficult to dispel the general suspicion and to make clear your Imperial
benevolence.”
However the Old Buddha unexpectedly still puts her trust in the Boxers, believing their magic arts, and she
still hopes that they can be relied upon like the Great Wall. Today Jung-lu has been received in audience eight
times and Prince Tuan five. All the other members of the Grand Council, except Jung-lu, look on with their hands
in their sleeves.
The Boxers are wearing thinner than cotton and have nearly been completely destroyed. Their power is small
and insignificant, and as I knew long ago, they are of no assistance.
A few days ago, I heard that General Liu from Shansi had been received in audience. He told the Old Buddha
that the troops under his command were very strong and they would certainly be able to demolish the Legations in
three days. Further, he said that the barbarian robbers would most assuredly never dare to enter the Holy Capital.
August 14th
T’ung-chou has fallen and in the city the rumour is being spread that the barbarians have decided to attack the
city tomorrow. The people are moving their residences in great confusion. Today there were five audiences to the
Grand Council, in the Ning-shou- kung (Palace of Tranquillity and Longevity). The city is seething with the news
that the Sacred Chariot is going on a tour of inspection to Kalgan.
Not one of the officials, Manchu or Chinese, high or low, but is removing his family out of the city. Exactly at
the hour shen\fn{4 p.m} Duke Lan burst into the Palace, as if he had lost his wits, and shouting wildly said:
“Old Buddha, the foreign barbarians have come!”\fn{ The first regiment of the relief force had entered the Legation quarter
shortly before 3 p.m}
Then Grand Secretary Kang-i and Chao Shu-ch'iao, of the Board of Punishments, came on each other’s heels
saying that several hundred black soldiers, with turbans, were encamped in the enclosure of the Temple of
Heaven. The Old Buddha, on hearing these bad tidings, did not betray the least emotion, but said:
“Perhaps, these are the re-inforcements from Turkestan, anxious to engage in battle with the foreigners. Is this
not what We expected?” Kang-i replied:
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“No! I am afraid they are foreign troops. Your slave beseeches that the Sacred Chariot should leave at once on
a tour of inspection. Of the disaster that will happen otherwise I dare not think, let alone I should speak of it.”
*
The middle of the hour hai\fn{1 a.m). There has been an audience to the Grand Council, at which only Kang-i,
Chao Shu-ch’iao and Wang Wen-shao were present. The Old Buddha said:
“Are there only you three here? Where have the others gone? I suppose everyone has gone each to his own
home, deserting Us, Mother and Son, without a thought. At any rate, you three must accompany Us on Our
journey.” Then she said to Grand Secretary Wang:
“Your age is too great. I cannot really bear the thought of still exposing you to such hardships. You must follow
later as best you can. Kang and Chao, you are good riders; you must accompany the Imperial Chariot.”
Wang replied that he certainly would follow as fast as his loyal heart would carry his strength. The Emperor,
who was alert and vigourous, also said:
“Yes, you must most certainly come.”
The audience ended, but until midnight they were still saying that Her Majesty was leaving forthwith. Grand
Secretary Jung did not attend the audience, as he was making a resolute effort to rally our defeated troops.
August 15th
Mr. Wen-lien has just this moment passed the house and we chatted together for a while at the gate. He said
that the Old Buddha had not been to bed all night, but only rested for an hour. At the hour yin\fn{3-5 a.m} she
hurriedly put on a peasant woman’s clothes, which she had ordered yesterday to be brought into the Palace, and
dressed her hair in Chinese style. It looked very strange indeed. The Old Buddha said:
“When the trouble with the Boxers began, who would have thought that it would come to the strange
appearance of today!”
She then gave orders for three carts to be driven into the inner enclosure of the Palace; the coachmen were not
to wear the tasselled official hats. At half past three, she ordered all the Palace inmates to present themselves to
bid farewell, and at the same time they were told that for the present they need not accompany the Court.
The Pearl Concubine, who has never been dutiful towards the Old Buddha, now had the audacity to fall on her
knees before the Old Buddha and implore her that the Emperor should not be obliged to go on the Western tour of
inspection, but should remain in Peking and carry on the negotiations for peace.
The Old Buddha lifted up her voice like the sound of thunder and forthwith ordered the eunuch on duty to
throw this obstinate and rebellious woman down a well. At this the Emperor appeared deeply distressed, for the
Pearl Concubine was His Majesty’s chief favourite, and, kneeling down, besought the Old Buddha to be merciful
and pardon her from death. But with deep anger depicted on her face, she returned:
“Who is willing to bandy words when We are hard-pressed for time? Do as I have already ordered and kill the
Pearl Concubine, as a warning to the young owls, who, when they have grown wings, peck out their mother’s
eyes.”
Thereupon the two eunuchs, Li and Sung, threw the Pearl Concubine down the big well outside the Ning-shoukung (Palace of Tranquillity and Longevity). Then to the Emperor, who was grieved and frightened beyond
description, the Old Buddha said:
“Get into your carriage and be careful that the curtain is let down, so that people may not see you.”
The Emperor wore a long gown of black gauze and black cloth trousers. The Empress had put on a long
summer gown of blue cloth. Giving further instructions the Old Buddha said:
“P’u-lun, you will sit in the cart with the Emperor, and you must look after him well. P’u-chün, you will ride
on the shaft of my cart; Li Lien-ying, you never were a good rider, you must keep up with Us by some means or
other.”
At this juncture the Old Buddha's mind and countenance were as calm as usual and not in the least flustered.
Quite at ease she said to the carters:
“You must do your best for Me and the faster you drive the better. Should any foreign barbarians stop you, say
nothing; I will speak to them myself and tell them that we are country folk fleeing to our homes. First I want to go
to the Lake (Summer Palace) and then you will await My further orders.”
Thereupon the Imperial Cortege started and all the Palace inmates and the ministers and eunuchs of the
Imperial Household performed the kowtow outside the Palace Gate. Only Kang and Chao followed the carts, the
other ministers, who were to form the suite, having been ordered to await the Imperial cart at the Summer Palace.
Mr. Wen followed at a distance.

558

When the Imperial Retinue arrived at the Te-sheng Gate, the crowd was so dense that at the entrance of the
gate they could not proceed because of the pressure.
*
The middle of the hour shen.\fn{4 p.m} The Sacred Chariot arrived at the Lakes in the middle of the hour
chen.\fn{8 a.m} The Old Buddha took some tea and light refreshments and sat down for a while. First Prince
Ch’ing had sent an official to the Ch’ao-yang Gate a with orders to hoist a flag of truce to the dwarf-barbarians,
\fn{I.e., the Japanese} and when afterwards the gates were opened the dwarf-soldiers swarmed in.
When the Imperial Cortege arrived at the Lakes En-ming just happened to be there on duty. The Empress
arrived covered with dust so that nobody could tell whether it really was the Old Buddha or not. But no sooner did
they perceive that the Benevolent Countenance showed signs of anger or at once they opened the left gate and let
the carts drive inside. After having taken some refreshments the Old Buddha ordered the eunuchs first to send all
the antique from the Three Hill Palaces after her to the Summer Palace in Jehol, and at the same time she sent the
eunuch She immediately back into the city with orders personally to see the Empress, and tell her that she should
bury all the treasure from the Forbidden City in the courtyard of the Ning-shou-kung.\fn{ Something is wrong with this
sentence:H}
Thereupon she hurriedly moved on from the Summer Palace. In her suite were only the princes Tuan, Ch’ing,
Na and Su and a few dukes; of the high officials there were Kang, Chao, Wu, Wang and Plu-hsing, and further
about a thousand men from the different boards, banners and troops. Ma Yü-k’un commanded the bodyguard of
officers, petty officers and soldiers from the different batallions, together also a little over a thousand men.
I have now received the news that Grand Secretary Hsü-t’ung has committed suicide. My friend was humble
and unassuming and never clung too much to his own opinions, he was genial and openminded towards scholars
and a man of wide reading. It is sad indeed that now he has hanged himself! His wife and four sons with their
womenfolk, eighteen people in all, have also committed suicide. Alas, never in all history has such strange
misfortune been seen that the relatives of the Imperjal Clan have fallen so low that their caps and robes fill the
gutter' Sa-k’o-t’a, the betrothed of Prince Ch’un, has also quietly taken poison and died.
Now the capital has fallen and the Old Buddha has again incurred the miserable fate of being a fugitive
covered with dust. With such things happening, I hold the very state to be in danger. The cause of it all lies in
Prince Tuan’s policy of excluding the Chinese. Truly this is:
“By not showing forbearance in small matters to confound a great scheme.”
If the people of the whole country together had shouldered the responsibility things would not have had such a
poor outcome. Grand Secretary Lu understood it well, when at the beginning he criticised the Boxers’ calamitous
magic arts as not being worth a smile from a wise man. Indeed, they are no more than the point of an autumn hair.
The glory of spring has gone and does not return! For the servants of our great Ch’ing dynasty nothing
remains but to die. Yet it is strange that one’s plans should be frustrated when Heaven and men were of one mind!
My womenfolk all intend to commit suicide by taking poison. This is the very worst they could think of, but as
women are stupid by nature and do not listen to reason, I have not been able to dissuade them. As for myself, I do
not think of such a thing.
All communication of news with the outside world is now interrupted and everywhere the foreign robbers are
looting. But the rumour goes that everybody’s life is spared who puts up a white flag. Very likely the foreign
barbarians will have no means of finding my hidden treasure and so I shall not move elsewhere but shall just
quietly await things here.
En-chu had disappeared, I do not know where he is. My servants have all gone to their homes, there is no one
to prepare my evening\fn{The diary abruptly ends at this point. He was murdered that very evening by his eldest son, perhaps in the
very act of writing this last sentence. His body was later discovered, dumped down the well of his own courtyard }
284.8 Excerpts from Li Wen-chung-kung ch’üan-chi: “A Letter To Tseng Kuo-fan On The Ever-Victorious
Army” 2. “A Recommendation Of Western Military Methods:” 3. “The Tsungli Yamen Memorial Of June
1863 On China’s Defensive Strategy” 4. “On The Support Of Western Studies” 5. “A Letter To
Commissioner Ch’en Lan-pin (August 8, 1879)” 6. “A Letter To Commissioner Ch’en Lan-pin (May 10,
1890)” [Not the titles of the work from which these excerpts are taken, but at least for these sections of that work, descriptive of their
content]\fn{by Li Hung-chang (1823-1901)} Hefei, Anhui Province, China (M) 4
1
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In my camp not a single day passes without foreigners coming to see me and I am really embittered by the
trouble they cause. Nevertheless, on account of this, I am thoroughly in touch with them both in spirit and in
person, and in the midst of all this there is no one who dares to spread rumors or coerce me to do anything.
Because I do not care very much for ceremonies, they are also rather frank in pouring out their feelings
completely; however, I have no time to return their visits one by one.
In resorting to warfare it depends upon the man, not upon the weapons. This is certainly a profound
idea.\fn{Tseng had said in a letter that if generals and soldiers are good, it does not matter if the weapons are poor} …
I have been aboard the warships of British and French admirals and I saw that their cannon are ingenious and
uniform, their ammunition is fine and cleverly made, their weapons are bright, and their troops have a martial
appearance and are orderly. These things are actually superior to those of China.
Their army is not their strong point, yet whenever they attack a city or bombard a camp, the various firearms
they use are all non-existent in China. Even their pontoon bridges, scaling ladders, and fortresses are particularly
well prepared with excellent technique and marvelous usefulness.
All these things I have never seen before.
However, they cannot pitch a camp nor live in tents, and, in addition, when they approach enemies they are very
cautious. Their courage is mostly insufficient. In these things they are inferior to good Chinese soldiers.
The rebel Chung\fn{The Taiping Loyal Prince, Li Hsiu-ch’eng} hired some foreigners who are rascals and who also
have no way to seek for or buy real cannon … The foreign chiefs unanimously say that the rulers of England and
France do not allow their big guns and mortars to go to China. Formerly the English chief who managed the
affairs of the Ever-Victorious Army with me said that if we did not permit his country to send an officer to lead
the army jointly, he would immediately take back our foreign arms, and he fears that the Army will be rendered
useless.
I feel deeply ashamed that the Chinese weapons are far inferior to those of foreign countries. Every day I warn
and instruct my officers to be humble-minded, to bear the humiliation, to learn one or two secret methods from the
Westerners in the hope that we may increase our knowledge.
However, the able fighters Ch’eng Hsueh-ch’i\fn{1829-1864} and Kuo Sung-lin\fn{1834-1882} are firm and
obstinate and for this reason they are unwilling to learn. Liu Ming-ch’uan\fn{ 1836-1896} is more understanding and
he is very anxious to ask for guns and mortars but is unable to get them.
If we encamp at Shanghai for a long time, and cannot make use of nor take over the superior techniques of the
foreigners, our regrets will be numerous!
2
Of all firearms presently in use, explosive shells can best assure victory, and particularly effective are the long
guns to fire them; but unless we use the whole set of foreign machines and employ foreign skilled workers, we
cannot start making them. Both the long-range and short-range guns would be ineffective without foreign
gunpowder. The various arsenals under my jurisdiction cannot yet try to cast the long guns but we have bought
several tons of large and small guns from England and France. We cast our own shells to supply the endless need
for them.
I have learned that when Western scholars make weapons, they use mathematics for reference and exert their
energy in deep thinking to make daily increases and alterations. Consequently they can make different weapons
every month and every year.
Of the Chinese books on making cannon, the T’se-k’o-lu by T’ang Jo-wang\fn{Adam Schall} and more recently,
Ting Kung-ch’en’s Yen-p’ao t’u-shuo,\fn{An Illustrated Explanation of Artillery} are the most detailed, but both are
superficial works which have been copied with misunderstanding and with the use of imagination. And yet our
people all regard them as secret books.\fn{I.e., information to be carefully guarded} No wonder the closer we seek the art
of cannon making, the further we lose it!
Generally, if a tool is inaccurate, it has no value. If a tool is not carefully used, then having an accurate tool is
the same as being without it. When the cannon cannot be discharged, and the ball cannot be fired, this is the fault
of the manufacturer. The long or short distance, and the quick or slow speed of the ball, the high or low elevation
of the cannon and its slow or rapid discharge are the responsibility of the gunners.
In all these respects there are definite and fixed principles which cannot be learned by smatterers.
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Personally I think that when a series of changes has run all its course, another change ensues, and after change,
things will proceed smoothly. Chinese scholars and officials have been indulging in the inveterate habit of
remembering stanzas and sentences and practicing fine model calligraphy, while our warriors and fighters are, on
the other hand, rough, stupid, and careless; so that what the scholars and officials use is not what they have
learned, and what they have learned is not what they use.
In peace time they sneer at the sharp weapons of foreign countries as things produced by strange techniques
and tricky craft, which they consider it unnecessary to learn. In wartime then they are alarmed that the effective
weapons of Western countries are so strange and marvelous, and regard them as something the Chinese cannot
learn about.
They do not know that for several hundred years the foreigners have considered the study of firearms as
important as their bodies and lives …
The foreign officials and workers in charge of manufacturing them are honored and admired by the whole
country, and not treated as small artisans. Everything in China’s civil and military systems is far superior to the
West. Only in firearms is it absolutely impossible to catch up with them.
What is the reason? It is because in China the way of manufacturing machines is for the scholars to understand
the principles, while the artisans put them into practice and do the work. In developing their learning the two do not
consult each other, hence their achievements cannot keep abreast. The best of the artisans is limited to becoming a
head craftsman.
Foreigners, however, are different. He who can make a machine that can be used by the nation can become a
prominent official and his family for generations can live on the trade and keep their position hereditary. Thus there
are grandfathers and fathers who learn the same trade and cannot thoroughly master it, yet the son and grandson still
practise it for generations, insisting upon mastering it before they stop.
“If the Emperor above desires fish, the official would even dry up the valley to catch fish”: if there is an offer of
honor and profit, will no one exhaust his energy to seek it, exerting his strength day and night with the determination
of not stopping until he has thoroughly mastered it?
*
Formerly England, France, and other nations regarded Japan as a foreign treasury, recklessly making demands
upon her. The Japanese emperor and ministers exerted themselves to become strong, selecting brilliant sons from the
imperial house and high ministers to learn various techniques in the factories of Western nations. They also bought
the machines for making machines so as to practise manufacturing in their own country.
Now they can navigate steamships, and make and use cannon. Last year the English people threatened them
ostentatiously and brought up soldiers. And yet the superior techniques of the effective weapons which the British
people have been relying upon for attacking and fighting had already been shared and mastered by the Japanese.
Consequently, they remained steady and undisturbed; and the English in fact could do nothing against them.
The Japanese of today are the “dwarf pirates” of the Ming dynasty. They are farther away from Western countries
but close to China. If we have some weapons with which to stand on our own feet, they will attach themselves to us,
and watch the shortcomings or strength of the Westerners. If we have nothing with which to make ourselves strong,
then the Japanese will imitate the Westerners and will share the Westerners’ sources of profits.
Japan, a tiny country overseas, can still change her course at the proper time and know what she should take as
her model. Since we Chinese thoroughly understand the principle that when one reaches a point of exhaustion, one
must reform and then one can go on smoothly, we should also greatly change our plans.
*
There is a further source of anxiety.
China’s remaining bandits have not yet been exterminated and the foreigners, whether they are officials or
common people, are secretly selling them powerful weapons. Let us suppose that in some nook of the mountains or
some corner of the sea there are worthless rogues who learn the Western methods under cover, secretly originate some
new principles, and suddenly stop tilling the land, and show their superior ability in making new weapons.
The weapons of our government troops are old-fashioned and handed down from the past. How can we resist
them? Whenever I think of this, I cannot but be startled with fear and sadly emit a long sigh … Su Tzuchan\fn{1036-1101} says,
If you speak in a time of peace, it is a sufficient basis for taking action, but frequently the trouble is that no one
will believe you; if you speak in a time of trouble, it may be sufficient to secure belief but it will be already too late.
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I think that if China desires to make herself strong, there is nothing better than to learn about and use the
superior weapons of foreign countries. If we wish to learn about and use the superior weapons of foreign
countries, there is nothing better than to look for the machines with which to make machines. We can learn their
methods but need not necessarily employ their people.
If we wish to seek machines which will make machinery, and the men who can make machinery, we might
specially set up a course for students.\fn{ From the civil service examinations } If the students will commit themselves
to this course for the rest of their lives, as a means of attaining wealth, rank, and reputation, then the trade may
be established, the technique may be mastered, and the abilities may be concentrated.
In Peking the artillery and musketry division should particularly learn first to make cannon and improve on
them, so as to prepare to inspire awe in the empire and reject foreign encroachment….
We must take warning from what has happened to prevent what has not yet happened. Furthermore, we must
investigate thoroughly why it has been so.
3
It has been several decades since the foreigners first engaged in hostilities against us. Finally, in the period of
Hsien-feng\fn{1851-1861} domestic trouble and foreign insult came simultaneously …
All commentators know that foreign countries such as England and France rely only on their solid ships and
cannon to lord it overseas. But as to why their ships are solid and their cannon effective, this is put aside without
discussion. Even if there were some who paid attention to this matter, there has been no way to learn about it
because the foreigners keep secret this mechanical cunning, and are unwilling to teach others …
But now all the foreign countries are willing to sell us foreign guns and cannon … and also willing to send
people to teach us the manufacture of all sorts of arms. In recent years, troops have been used in Kiangsu, where
English and French officers have been hired to teach and drill our soldiers and militia. The foreign officers, then,
import the victory-bringing firearms from their countries to the camps for our use, but charge us a big price …
When we secure these weapons, they are sufficient to destroy strongholds and break open fortresses so that,
wherever we advance, we are successful. All areas south of the Yangtze have been gradually cleared up. The
promptness of this result has never been surpassed …
At present the military campaign is still going on in Kiangsu and Chekiang. If we use this as a pretext,
that our soldiers are to learn the manufacturing of weapons in order to suppress the bandits, we shall not
reveal any traces.\fn{ Of anti-foreign intentions } This is indeed an opportunity which should not be missed.
If we begin to learn the manufacturing after the suppression of the bandits, then even if the foreign
craftsmen would like to come for the high pay, the foreign officers must become suspicious and hinder
them … Thus we should seize the opportunity, at a time when in the southern provinces our military
power is in great ascendancy and foreigners are delighted to show us their superior techniques, to make
a substantial study of all kinds of foreign machines and weapons in order to learn their secret
completely.
In times of disturbance they can be used to oppose aggression, and in times of peace they can show
our prestige.
Your ministers frequently, in periods of leisure from public affairs, have thought and planned again
and again: the friendliness or opposition of foreigners always depends upon the strength or weakness of
China. Certainly Japan is not the only one to consider us in this way.
If we can strengthen ourselves, then we can live peacefully with the others, and covertly deter them
from undertaking their cunning and aggressive plans. Otherwise, we shall have nothing to depend upon.
After the battalions at the capital have learned to use these superb and secret weapons, learning to
make them can be extended only to the banner troops stationed in the various provinces, because the
bannermen have definite places to live in, which are comparatively easy to guard. In order to avoid other
subsequent evils the common people should still be forbidden to learn about and use these weapons.
It behooves us to request an Imperial decree to order the Division of Artillery and Musketry to select
eight intelligent and dexterous military officers and forty soldiers from among those who have had some
training in making firearms, to be sent to Kiangsu and placed under Governor Li Hung-chang for
assignment.
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4
When China has contact with foreigners, we should first understand their ambitions, be aware of their desires,
and thoroughly know their points of strength and weakness, their honesty and dishonesty, before we can ex pect to
secure just treatment. During the last twenty years of trade relations there have been quite a few of their leaders
who have learned our written and spoken language and the best are able to read our classics and history …
Whenever we have a discussion between Chinese and foreign high officials, we depend entirely upon the
foreign interpreters to transmit the ideas; it is difficult to guarantee that there is no such thing as prejudice or
misinterpretation.
Your minister requests that we follow the example of the Tung-wen Kuan by inaugurating at Shanghai
another foreign language school, in which children from the vicinity below the age of fourteen, of brilliant
ability and refined and quiet character, will be selected and taught by Westerners, and at the same time chü-jen
and licentiates\fn{Men who have passed the Imperial Examination:H } of excellent conduct and learning will be invited
from the interior to teach them classics, history and literature … After the students show achievement in their
studies, they should be sent to the governor-general and governor of the province to be examined and to qualify
as district licentiates. After the language students have become numerous, men of ability will emerge …
Are Chinese wisdom and intelligence inferior to those of Westerners? If we have really mastered the Western
languages and, in turn, teach one another, then all their clever techniques of steamships and firearms can be
gradually and thoroughly learned.\fn{Li then raises the question of a similar school at Canton}
5
The enterprise of sending young people to foreign countries has cost a lot of money and created numerous evils,
but after all will have little actual effect. The criticisms of Chinese officials and scholars have been numerous.
Recently I received a letter from Tseng Chi-tse,\fn{Marquis Tseng, Tseng Kuo-fan’s son} who considers that since the
sending of students from the Foochow Shipyard to England and France has had no great result, those students who
have been in the United States likewise will not necessarily show great achievement …
If all you gentlemen who are in charge of the task still cherish differing opinions and cannot control and manage
it seriously, you have certainly failed in the first attempt which was inaugurated by Tseng Kuofan; and you and I will
also be greatly criticized by public opinion.
6
Yung Wing has come to see me, saying it is true the students have neglected their Chinese studies.
It is due to Yung Wing’s obstinacy in not desiring these students to learn much Chinese. Even during the
summer when the schools were closed and it was just the time for them to review their Chinese, Yung Wing alone
did not think so …
I hope you will give him advice when it is convenient and not allow him to take too much charge of the
Mission, which should be reorganized by Compiler Wu Tzu-teng, in order to concentrate authority so that in the
future, when these children have finished their study and return to China, there will still be posts to which to
commission them, and we shall not fail in the original idea of sending them to study abroad.
1825

208.131 1. On The Establishment of the Heavenly Capital In Chin-ling 2. On The Denouncement Of The
Demons’ Den At The Criminals’ Region: Two
Treatise\fn{by Chen Ch’uan (c.1825?- )} Hsiang-chou, Kwangsi Province, China (M) 1
1
It is my belief that the creation of all extraordinary affair certainly requires an extraordinary man, while the
creation of a permanent foundation certainly requires a most suitable site. Only thus can it stand the test of time
without changing and enjoy predominance in perpetuity. Since our Heavenly Father, God, created heaven and
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earth, there have been those in each dynasty who usurped titles and handed them down to their descendants. But
studies show that these men were not men who held the Heavenly mandate, and their states were not states which
held the Heavenly mandate. Hence, regicide and usurpation were frequent, and chaos and change continued until
the present. Our T’ien Wang, having personally received God’s mandate, shall eternally rule over mountains and
rivers. The righteous uprising in Chin-t’ien signaled the formation of a valiant and invincible army, and our
establishment of the Capital at Chin-ling lays an everlastingly firm foundation. The Capital is called the Heavenly
Capital, in consonance with the Heavenly mandate, and the state is called the Heavenly State, in consonance with
God’s will. Now that the establishment of the Capital has been completed and the country restored to peace, the
T’ien Wang has issued an edict inviting counsel from the various officials. In compliance with this edict, the
following treatise is composed:
Gracious and august is our Sovereign, who possesses all within the four seas; he brings consolation and peace
to the ten thousand states, his mercy permeates the whole universe, and his virtue spreads to the farthest corner of
the earth. The whole world having come to our Sovereign as one single body, it is appropriate that thousands and
hundreds of generations of boundless happiness should be founded for eternity and that the foundation be laid for
the prolongation of the virtuous reign for myriads of years.
2
Ever since the Great God, our Heavenly Father, created heaven and earth, mountains and sea, and men and
things, people have been exalted by the regions which they inhabit, while regions have become celebrated
according to the people who inhabit them. These [regions] have exceeded all praise. But sometimes there are
things which have exceeded all condemnation: when the demons have dwelt in any given region, the region on
that account becomes the prey; in which case, though one may wish to spare it from condemnation, there is no
possibility of sparing it. As for the demons’ den, it is to be lamented that ever since the demonic Tartars seized
possession of Chihli, the manners and customs have become more and more abandoned, so much so that if we
were to exhaust the bamboo of the southern hills for writing-slips, we should not be able to write down all the
defilements of the whole land; and if we were to employ all the waves of the northern sea, we should never be
able to wash away the crimes which have risen up to Heaven. What punishment would be adequate? How worthy
it is of deep lamentation! Now our T’ien Wang, in the display of his unbounded benevolence, has seen fit not to
blame them excessively; embodying also the fathomless liberality of our Heavenly Father, he has shown
excessive kindness in not putting them all to death. He has merely denounced the region by calling it the
criminals’ province, in order that the report might be handed down through perpetual ages, as an instance of
moderate punishment.
1826

269.105 1. Red Plum 2. Lamp In The Cold 3. Excerpt from On Reading The Biography Of Qin Liangyu 4. Song
Of The Sword Worn By A Ming Palace Lady 5. Excerpt from Moved By Events 6. Responding To My Aunt
Mengti’s Poem “Moved By Events, Written On The Boat Returning South In Flight From The Bandits” 7. Moon
8. Prevented From Escorting Home For Burial The Body Of My Late Husband, Bohou, I Composed This Ode To
Express My Feelings\fn{by Wang Caipin (1826-1893)} Wuchang, China (F) 3
1
As stripes of shadow and slanted beams stretch toward the evening sun,
Thick bamboo screens weighed low hold their subtle fragrance.
A green beauty is naturally different from a deep red one,
Just like colorful makeup outshines a pale face.
2
A single volume slim and light, cast into deep shadow,
An open lattice leaning back, shedding drops of water.
At midnight, whose shuttle moves urgently across the loom?
The chilly glow is a heart reaching ten thousand li.
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3
Lamenting the times, the woman of Lu grieved for her home in Qishi;
Replacing her father, [Hua] Mulan became a frontier soldier.
From ancient times, women have carried our share of unusual talent;
It is not in the boudoir alone that our fragrant virtues are seen.
*
This female general of the Qin clan was peerless in the world,
From military arts to literary gifts, she combined the best of both.
On the furthest border, thousands of li away, she was made Commander-in-Chief,
A hero promoted over all the elder statesmen and notables of the time.
*
Her White Spike soldiers served year after year in distant campaigns,
Her Red Jacket battalion was the country’s main defense force. …
*
Triumphant with fame from a hundred victories,
Upright and austere, I imagine her as a lady from heaven.
But ceremonial dress and pearly cap she dismisses with a single laugh,
In her general’s brocade gown and hanging sword, her strength endures forever! …
*
Reading history, vast and distant, sets my mind to roaming,
I encounter that fortunate moment, an age of approaching peace.
Who among us can leave her name in history’s lasting records?
Hairpins and bracelets efface entirely the heroine’s courageous aura.
*
A single inch of prose narrates a heart that has ever been;
The span of a single lifetime moves chaotically with the times.
The heroic energy of Heaven and Earth—can it be allowed to die away?
Set your eyes free on the rivers and mountains, deeper, ever deeper.
4
The swords of Ganjiang and Moye were treasured of old,
But to repair sandals, ordinary iron is all that’s needed.
You, sword, seem to have a spirit within,
But before your tip was even tried, you were cast aside.
In your day you rushed to provide your services at the imperial court,
Awaiting at dawn the pealing of the Jingyang bell.
Your blade shining was like autumn waters flashing against rare jade pendants,
Your handle sprouting lotus blossoms mirrored a jade visage.
The starry patterns on Dragon Spring’s three-foot blade were hidden,
Entrusted not to a general, but to a woman.
Foiling the intent of your maker, Swordsmith Ouye,
Your precious energy, thrust into a sheath, disappeared into nothingness.
5
Valued officials, with tallies and battleaxes, guard strategic borders,
“Splitting bamboo” sounds an alarm that the rebels’ strength is surging.
Seizing the pass, they have already signaled their move out of Guangxi and Guangdong,
Riding the current, they are poised to descend to the clear Xiang.
How many in oxcarts defend the border commanderies?
Whose dead bodies, wrapped in horsehide, are pledged to die for our country?
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Who has sought the origins of the rebellion, or traced the beginnings of this disaster?
Since ancient times, good governance has rested upon agriculture and sericulture.
*
Beacon fires at Guilin reach to the southern skies,
For one full month they besieged the city—how pitiful!
Then at midnight, startling thunder—iron storks come flying;
Ten thousand families weep in the wilds, provoking the cuckoo’s cry.
The fish is in the pot—who will be sent to hold back the rebels who remain?
A prairie fire is best stopped before it ever starts.
Armies have long been mustered in Sichuan and in Chu.
Why must battle carts continue traveling in the same ruts that overturned others? …
*
“Leaning on a pillar and mournfully singing,” a hundred feelings stir,
Looking southward to the clouds of Chu, my thoughts turn round and round.
The Yangzi River is Heaven’s own boundary—its defense is urgently needed:
Beacon fires flare in the Seven Marshes—the people are easily frightened
A decisive battle is too much to hope for from a thousand li away;
When times are as troubling, how can I ever calm this slip of a heart?
Were I to ask for a capstring, I would fail to match Qin Liangyu;
If I cast aside my brush, it would be hard to fulfill wifely obligations.
6
Life and death partings are difficult;
Throughout our family, the sound of wretched weeping.
The wagtail on the plain cries its distress,
Rumors of war press you on your way.
Who can send word of your progress?
My dreams jump, alarmed, from safety to danger.
Your lone boat by night in lightly falling snow,
Looking out as far as I can see, with too much feeling to bear.
*
The women of Lu grieved and wept over the times,
Her words passed down as the Qishi lament.
I carry your poetry volume in my hands;
Reading it through, my emotions well up.
Frontier beacon fires burn three years,
News of loved ones [stretches] the heart a thousand li.
Distant mists enfold my yearnings for my country and my family,
Bending my head, I weep upon my dress. …
7
My hair like wild grass on the conjugal mirror breaks,
Leaden tears flow into the moon’s gilded waves.
News makes me anxious for the green bird,
My feelings one with the pale Moon-goddess.
Rising from bed, my thoughts of home reach out;
Recalling my dreams, the pain of separation wells up.
All night long I rub my head,
As the west wind sings its loud song.
8
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At a time of ceaseless war
A coffin on the road means loneliness and desolation.
The human soul after death must lie in peace,
Thinking of this heightens my fear and anxiety.
His ancestral home is more than a thousand li away;
I spoke of returning to divine a gravesite,
I myself would escort the coffin the entire way.
I had just begun carrying out my commitment of following him to the end of my days;
And now, so early, those heavy bags were emptied.
The heavenly bodies signaled a propitious day,
My black mourning dress displayed my pure widowhood,
Cart wheels were greased ready for the journey,
When suddenly the feathered call to arms shot like a star.
Calamity and misfortune appeared in unexpected places
En route to Bo bandits also rose up.
And the embers from these fires were difficult to extinguish,
The long road was suddenly blocked.
So was my determination to go difficult to abandon.
After all, I was the one left behind,
Stealing breath year by month,
If I followed him in death myself,
How would I ever need fear anything again?
But at home I still have his parents to think about,
How urgent their earnest instructions!
“You must dare to taste distress and sorrow;
The inner apartments cannot be lightly abandoned.
Disaster and calamity cannot always be avoided,
How can you count on comfort in times of crisis?
Although we say of the dead that they are lamented,
The living too should be regarded with pity.
You have always understood clearly the larger principles of duty and responsibility;
Why are you now so disquieted?”
My son the heir is still in his tender years,
Clinging desperately to my knees.
My sister-in-law is pained by parting,
Wringing her hands and crying.
Seeing this, my own suffering deepens,
I want to leave but cannot bear the break. …
1827

208.164 The Confession of Lai Wen-kuang\fn{by Lai Wen-kuang (1827-1868)} Meizhou, Kwangtung Province,
China (M) 1
I have heard that it is easy to be called a hero but that it is hard to be a loyal and virtuous [minister]. This is an
ancient truth; how can it not be so today?
I recall that I was born and grew up in Kwangsi, and so was able to accompany the T’ien Wang’s sacred
chariot. Since the autumn of the year keng-hsü of Tao-kuang,\fn{1850} when we started the righteous movement at
Chin-t’ien and established our capital at Chin-ling,\fn{ Nanking} it has already been eighteen years. But during this
time the successes and failures in war and administration, the gains and losses in matters of policy, and the
changes in the situation are extremely difficult for me to describe thoroughly because of my shallow learning and
weak ability. I am only attempting to write a few words in order to express my inmost feelings.
I recall that in the year jen-tzu, the second year of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo,\fn{ 1852} I first bathed in the grace
of my country, and took charge of civil affairs, my post being in the court ranks. In the autumn of the sixth year,
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ping-ch’en,\fn{1856} just at a time when the country had many troubles and the king and his ministers were
tasting bitterness, I gave up civil affairs and assumed military duties. I received orders to lead an expedition to
Kiangsi and to organize armies for later service. The grace I received from my ruler was so magnanimous that I
was empowered to issue rewards and punishments, and when I came to a matter, I could act first and memorialize
afterwards. My duties cannot be regarded as unimportant.
In the autumn of the seventh year, ting-ssu,\fn{1857} I was ordered by decree to return to the court, in order to
reinforce the defenses of the metropolitan area. In the spring of the eighth year, wu-wu,\fn{1858} as our ruler was
sacred and enlightened, was not suspicious in employing his ministers, and was, moreover, cognizant of my
aspirations, he ordered me to advance an assault north of the Yangtze, in order to assist in the affairs of war and
defense, together with the Ch’eng-t’ien-an, Ch’en Yü-ch’eng, and to strengthen forever the gates of the capital
city.
Upon receiving the appointment, I cautiously disciplined myself, being very much afraid of failing to live up to
the importance of the commission. How could I have dared to complain recklessly that the authorities did not go
along with my recommendations? Moreover, “loyal words are repugnant to the ear, and good medicine is bitter to
the mouth.”
How true are these words! In the autumn of the eleventh year, hsin-yu, Anking was lost. At that time I
remonstrated, saying:
“Now that Anking has been lost, we must ally with Chang [Lo-hsing] and Miao [P’ei-lin] to the north, in order
to strengthen the defenses to the left of 1he capital. Then we shall send out surprise troops to go on and seize the
areas of Ching and Hsiang.\fn{Hupeh} In not more than half a year our soldiers will be numerous and our generals
plentiful. Then we may plan to recover Anking, so that the gates of the capital will be strengthened. This is the
best policy.”
However, the Ying Wang\fn{Ch’en Yü-ch’eng} and others feared Tseng Kuo-fan as if he possessed godlike
intelligence, and regarded the Hunan armies as bears and tigers; therefore they did not follow my advice. And so I
led armies across the river to Lu-chou\fn{ Anhwei} and asked for orders for our own defense. Again I was further
promoted, to the title of Tsun Wang, and ordered, together with the Fu Wang,\fn{ Ch’en Te-ts’ai} the Ch’i
Wang,\fn{Liang Ch’eng-fu} and others to make an expedition and recruit vast numbers of troops and horses for the
early recovery of Anking. Alas! This is the way in which the Ying Wang sought self-annihilation, and the root of
the harm which he did his country.
There was also the Chung Wang, Li Hsiu-ch’eng, who, not knowing the Sovereign’s orders, recklessly attacked
Shanghai. Not only could he not capture it but he also violated the great principles of the treaties with the foreign
nations. The country was defeated and families perished, all as a result of this act.
At the end of the year of hsin-yu,\fn{1861} I, together with the Fu Wang and the Ch’i Wang, and in spite of
difficulties, crossed the Huai River at Lu-chou. At that time I knew that there was a day for crossing the Huai, but
there would be no time of returning over the Huai. Thereupon we passed the five passes, crossed over the Ch’inling mountains, and arrived in the Central Plains, coming out of T’ung-kuan.\fn{ Shensi}
In the winter of jen-hsü, the twelfth year,\fn{1862} we advanced the armies from Yün-yang to Han-chung. All
along the journey we dashed forward. There were no attacks which did not bring conquest, and no battles which
did not bring victory. In the spring of chia-tzu, the fourteenth year,\fn{ 1864} we returned our armies from Hanchung\fn{Shensi} for the eastern campaign, planning to raise the siege of the capital. We were unsuccessful; so the
capital was lost, and the people’s morale was shattered.
At that time the troops north of the Yangtze who had no place to return to numbered altogether several tens of
thousands. All were natives of Meng-ch’eng and P’o-chou.\fn{Anhwei} Their chieftains, Jen Hua-pang, Niu
Hung-sheng, and Chang Tsung-yu, had sworn to live and die together. They did not shirk any sort of hardship and
asked me to lead them in order to render service. This was because of Marshal Seng-ke-lin-ch’in’s love of killing
and inhumanity. It could be said, “Practice one unrighteous act, kill one innocent person …” Considering it in this
light, it is in truth a good saying that has remained unchanged for a thousand ages.
I saw this state of affairs—the Sovereign slandered, the country ruined, the family broken—and could not but
take up my duties and completely fulfill my responsibilities as a minister, to await the judgment of Heaven.
Unexpectedly, I stood alone here for several years, and in no battle was I not victorious. I endured frost and
marched in the snow, in the hope of recovering the country in a short time. But I was afraid that by standing alone
it would be difficult to hang on, and that an isolated stand could hardly last long.
Therefore, in the autumn of ping-yin, the sixteenth year,\fn{1866} I specially ordered the Liang Wang, Chang
Tsung-yu, the Young Wu Wang, Chang Yü-chueh, and the Huai Wang, Ch’iu Yüan-ts’ai, to advance to Kansu and
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Shensi and make an alliance with the Moslems for the purpose of mutual assistance. But Heaven did not protect
me, and I arrived at my present state. What more can I say?
In the case of the chun-tzu\fn{superior men} of old, when the country perished the family disappeared, and when
the emperor was slandered, the ministers died. This great principle is obvious. Now my army’s morale has
collapsed by itself, and it is really Heaven who has defeated me; so what have I to regret? I cannot but die in order
to show my gratitude to my country and preserve the integrity of a minister. I only pray that this will be
considered and an early decision made.
208.204 Wei Chün’s Report On The Military Situation\fn{by Wei Chün (c.1827-1884)} Kwangsi Province, China
(M) 1
Younger brother Wei Chiin kneels and reports in memorial to the Comforter, the Wind of the Holy Ghost, the
Ho-nai Teacher, the Redeemer from Sickness, the Assistant on the Left, and the Chief of Staff, Your Highness, the
Tung Wang, chiu-ch’ien-sui, ch’ien-sui, ch’ien-ch’ien-sui, in order to describe conditions in the demonexterminating campaign. According to the facts, I report clearly:
I, the younger brother, on the seventh day of the tenth month,\fn{ November 12, 1854} while aboard ship at Wuhu,
received your instructions. Kneeling, I read them and immediately afterwards complied, reporting in memorial in
order to pacify your golden heart. On the ninth day\fn{ November 14} we embarked and proceeded up river. On the
eighteenth day at the period of shen\fn{3:00-5:00 P.M. on November 23} we reached the main encampment at T’ienchia-chen. There I and the Yen Wang, elder brother Ch’in, jointly deliberated.
I, the younger brother, leading my own subordinate officers and the soldiers and officers of the three armies,
the Left Fifteenth, the Left Seventeenth, and the Central Fifteenth, under the command of Liang Hsiu-jen, eighth
deputy t’u general [recently] transferred from Ch’i-chou, set out from Ma-an-shan and advanced along the upper
road to surround and attack the enemy, and elder brother Ch’in, leading his subordinate officers, proceeded from
Ma-an-shan and advanced along the lower road to surround and attack the enemy. Together we prevented the
devils of Fu-ch’ih-k’ou from sallying forth and creating disturbances.
I, the younger brother, on the nineteenth day\fn{ November 24} at the period of yung,\fn{6:00-8:00 P.M.} together
with younger brother [Shih] Chen-lun and nephew [Wei] I-te, disembarked at two places, T’o-pei-sang-shu and
Pan-pi-shan. Elder brother Ch’in disembarked at the river bank at Tiao-t’ung-shan. By three routes we advanced
to surround and destroy the rebels.
Who would have thought that the devils from Ma-an-shan would also split their forces and daringly advance
along the three routes to engage our sacred troops in battle? The soldiers and officers around Chen-lun and I-te
were pursued and scattered by the rebels. While they advanced in direct attack, the devils again pierced their lines
from behind. I, the younger brother, seeing that the situation held possible dangers, immediately embarked from
the river bank and returned. Elder brother Ch’in led his soldiers and officers by the northern road to pursue and
destroy the demons, but unfortunately the devil remnants had also divided their forces and advanced along the
two roads in pursuit. The devils of Fu-ch’ih-k’ou also came out to create trouble, and elder brother Ch’in’s front
and rear both bore the enemy attack. The only alternative was for them also to embark from the river bank and
return.
When I, the younger brother, arrived back by boat it was the period of yu.\fn{7:00-9:00 P.M.} I gave special
orders to the soldiers and officers under my command to search along the river bank for the two men,\fn{ Shih
Chen-lun and Wei I-te} but they were nowhere to be found. Several soldiers and officers, having escaped and
returned, reported that the two were surrounded while advancing in pursuit of the demons, cut down by spears,
and ascended to Heaven.
I, the younger brother, having served with younger brother Chen-lun and nephew I-te during two years of
campaign, and having always jointly and harmoniously conferred with them on military matters, humbly feel that
they have been of great service. Their deaths are distressing to the eye and grievous to the heart. However, it is so
because all has been arranged and decided by the Heavenly Father and is difficult for men to foresee. I therefore
implore Your Highness to be patient and tranquil.
I, the younger brother, after returning by boat, inspected the list of soldier and officer casualties and found that
they numbered eight or nine out of ten. Of those who drowned and so ascended to Heaven, there were perhaps
several hundred. Altogether, more than one thousand have ascended to Heaven to enjoy happiness. As for the
various officials and subordinate officers, all have been ordered to report to His Highness the I Wang at Anking, to
await orders and assignment.
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As for the two credentials of general rank which Your Highness formerly conferred on Shih Chen-lun and Wei
I-te, both of which were carried on their persons, I believe they have also been lost. Their two seals are being kept
for the present at the younger brother’s place; I shall wait until a reliable person is available before sending them
on to the capital. In all military affairs I, as before, implore Your Highness to issue instructions so that we may
comply and not err. For this reason I make this special report to you. Kneeling, I pray that your golden personage
shall enjoy golden peace.
284.22 Excerpt from Pin-meng chi: “A Personal Point Of View After Travelling To Foreign Countries” [Not
the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its content]\fn{by Yuan Tsuchih (1827-1898)} Shanghai?, China (M) 1
… China has all four seasons and the climate is proportionally distributed. In parts of the West the heat and
cold are unseasonable, the winter and summer change their normal order, and there are spots that from ancient
down to modern times have never had frost or snow.
As to human affairs, China emphasizes human relationships and honors benevolence and righteousness. In the
West, on the contrary, a son does not take care of his father, a minister cheats his emperor, a wife is more honored
than a husband; thus the bond of the three relationships is broken.
Because the proper relationship between husband and wife is not cultivated, the marriage ceremony is
neglected. As soon as a girl is twenty-one years old she is permitted to find a husband whom she likes, and there
are those who make many selections or trials before they make a match.
They do not consider sexual relations preceding marriage as a shame. Beautiful young girls are seeking for
males everywhere; the hoary-headed and the widows can invite male companions as they like. The customs are
bad to such a degree!
As to other customs, the residence of the emperor is the same as that of ordinary people except that it is a little
larger, and it lacks an awe-inspiring appearance and dignity. The pictures of the emperor and empress are hung up
at random in the markets for sale and people can purdhase them as toys.
Thus there is no distinction between the noble and the mean.
Speaking about official costumes, except in one country, Turkey, where the costume is strange, all other
nations are the same. The noble and the mean use the same style, which makes it difficult to tell who is honorable
and who is lowly. In summertime there is no linen or silk to make their bodies comfortable, and in winter there are
rarely furs or padded coats to dress their bodies. They have to go to the trouble of taking a carriage or a horse, but
do not have the comfort of sedan chairs. The skirts of their women are seven feet long, only good for sweeping
dust. The bed curtain is hung ten feet high but it is hard to keep mosquitoes away.
As for food, there is no difference between winter and summer; they always sip cold water and juice. They
cannot appreciate the culinary art, but like butter and mutton ribs. The amount of food served at meals is small,
and they use many different kinds of utensils to cause servants a good deal of work. The kinds of soup are very
limited.
Delicious things are completely lacking.
In government, their taxes since antiquity have been unprecedently heavy and numerous. There is actually a
levy of taxes of certain amounts according to the value of commodities. If smuggling is detected, the tax on the
smuggled article is increased ten or a hundred times as a fine. In some places there is a land tax. Some have a poll
tax, or property tax, or tax on trademarks.
The government takes money from the people insatiably. How can the people bear it?
Moreover, they worship their unorthodox religion and allow the Christian clergy to overrun the country,
exhausting all the people’s money in building churches, thus spending useful funds for a useless purpose.
As for the law, it has no articles for punishing adultery; a wife can have a concubine\fn{ I.e., a lover} and can
accuse her husband. This is even more ridiculous.
Apart from these there are other things which they improperly turn upside down. Their prisons, for instance,
are as comfortable as the Kingdom of Heaven.
It is not very easy for people to maintain their living, because the cost of food and utensils is as high as that of
precious jewels.
The five relationships are not cultivated, the five kinds of grains are incomplete, hundreds of herbs are
unknown to them and hundreds of grasses or flowers are not fragrant. …
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197.142 & 204.88 1. The Story Of Mary 2. Two excerpts from Man yu sui lu 3. Excerpt from T’ao yüan ch‘ih tu
4. Excerpt from Sung pin so hua 5. Excerpts from Jottings Of Carefree Travels\fn{by Wang Tao (1828-1897)} Fu-li,
nr. Suzhou, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 5
1
Mary was an Englishwoman famous for her beauty. She was born in London, of an old family that had rather
come down in the world. Her father was a professor of considerable reputation. Her elder brother was a lawyer
whose services were often called upon by the government departments.
From her childhood she showed great aptitude for learning. She was fluent in several languages, but it was in
mathematics that she chiefly excelled, and her attainments aroused the admiration even of professional
mathematicians. Among her schoolfellows there was a young man called John, who besides being very goodlooking was well versed in geometry and algebra. He and Mary sliared the same teacher, and in their free time
they would amuse themselves by setting problems for each other. In these, although Mary came out the winner,
there was not a great deal of difference between them.
It is not surprising that in such circumstances they should have become fond of each other, and that an
understanding should have arisen. In fact they promised each other to become husband and wife. Unfortunately,
however, John was merely the son of a musician and was not in any way the social equal of Mary, whose parents
for this reason stood in the way of their marriage. For although in Europe it is true that people marry for love, yet
too great an inequality in birth may create an insuperable obstacle.
But by this time John and Mary were too deeply in love to be willing to separate, and when they understood
that their marriage would never be sanctioned by their parents, they resolved to come together by themselves. A
few hundred yards from their school was a hill, not very high, but densely wooded, and on the top of it was a
house, once the residence of a nobleman but now deserted for many years. The few rooms which remained with a
roof over them were used as a shelter from time to time by vagrants. But the place was out of the way and hardly
ever visited, and it was this which recommended it to our lovers as an ideal spot for their purpose.
Here they indulged their love in the course of many a secret meeting, and managed their business with such
discretion that not a soul knew of it.
Meanwhile Mary had come to marriageable age, and her parents decided to try and find a husband for her.
They had not to look far, because it happened that a most eligible young man named Simon Lee, of good family,
rich and handsome, was just at that time in search of a wife. At first Mary refused to listen to such an idea, but her
parents had their eyes on Simon’s money and set themselves out to make much of him. Whenever he came to call,
they would force Mary to appear and entertain him. She was really very beautiful on these occasions, with cheeks
like a lily timidly opening on a cold misty morning, and Simon bocame quite infatuated with her.
The girl’s mother behind her back passed love-messages and tokens to Simon as if they came from her
daughter, and Simon on his part sent valuable presents in return. And all the time her mother would be praising
Simon’s devotion and asking her, how many young men she would find in the whole of England to match him in
good looks, family, or position.
“He has set his heart on you,” she would say. ‘No girl could hope to find such a husband anywhere. How can
you fold your arms and let such a chance pass?” Such arguments gradually moved the girl’s heart, and at last it
was arranged that Mary and Simon should marry.
The engagement was not a long one. In fact, a date was fixed for the ceremony with every appearance of haste.
On the appointed day, a clergyman conducted the service at a church. Crowds of friends attended, and the
occasion was marked by unusual ceremony and lavishness. At the reception afterwards much wine was drunk, but
at last the party broke up and the guests made their way home.
The groom was just about to go into the bridal chamber when a good-looking young man appeared and asked
him to come outside for a moment, saying that he had something of a confidential nature to tell him. Simon was
very much puzzled as he did not recognize his visitor, but when he had followed him the latter pulled a bulky
letter from his inside-pocket and said:
“If you go back and read this, it, will tell you everything.” On this, he hurried away.
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My readers will probably have guessed that the visitor was no other than John. Simon went with the letter to a
room where he could read it undisturbed. He noticed at once that it was in a woman’s writing and looking at the
end he saw Mary’s signature. The letter itself consisted of passionate declarations of love and of hope that the
writer and the person written to would be one day man and wife. At the same time there was a remarkably full
description, which left nothing to the imagination, of what had passed between them at their secret meetings.
Simon almost choked with fury and his hair bristled on his head. He snatched from the wall a sword which was
hanging there and hacked at the table.
“I’ll kill the filthy pair of them,” he cried, and taking a six-chambered revolver from its case, he went into the
bridal chamber.
Mary was out of bed and was still taking off her wedding finery. When she saw Simon enter, she started up to
welcome him, and, with a bewitching smile, hurried to give him a kiss. At the fragrance of her, and the touch of
her smooth cheek, other feelings stirred within him, and he thought how wicked it would be to kill such a
beautiful creature.
“I have not the good fortune to enjoy such loveliness,” he said to himself, and without a word he went back to
his study. There he wrote a letter of farewell to Mary, which he enclosed in one envelope with the letter from
John. He called one of the maids and told her to give this to Mary, and then, shutting the door, he turned the
revolver on himself. A shot rang out and he fell dead on the ground.
*
When Mary got the letter, she knew her affair had been discovered and she threw the documents in the fire to
remove incriminating evidence. The rest of the night she spent in weeping and in turning over sleeplessly in her
bed. She more than once thought of killing herself, but she could not screw up her courage to such a decision.
When morning came and Simon;s suicide was discovered, the whole house was in a turmoil. They hurried at
once to ask Mary about it, and she told them, in tears, that she knew nothing of it. But it was not many days
before scandalous gossip began to be heard about Mary’s past, and feeling that in such circumstances she could no
longer go on living with Simon’s parents, she went back to her own family.
Here her parents placed her in strict confinement and forbade her to leave the house. After some time had
passed, John came to visit her, but her parents told the gateman to turn him away, and did not say a word to Mary
about his visit.
Meanwhile the girl, being by herself all day long with nothing to do, began to think seriously about her future.
It seemed clear that no man in England would want to marry her, and that the best thing for her to do would be to
travel abroad, which would at least help her to forget her troubles. She had often heard what a glamorous country
China was, far surpassing Europe, and how good-looking the Chinese were, and what a colourful and attractive
costume they wore. It was said too that in beauty of scenery and richness of natural wealth China excelled all
other countries in the world.
With this in her mind she asked her parents to allow her to make a journey to the East, and not only did they
agree but they gave her a sum of ten thousand pounds for her expenses.
As soon as she got on the ship, she saw among her fellow-passengers a Chinese who was returning from
England to China. He was of robust appearance and very richly dressed, and the captain told Mary that he was an
important Chinese official. Meanwhile the Chinese on his part had been struck by Mary’s manner, which did not
indicate any undue strictness of morals, and had formed the idea of making her closer acquaintance. He very soon
got the captain to introduce him, and he shook hands with her politely and adopted his most ingratiating manner.
He could talk some English, and as Mary wanted to learn Chinese she asked him to give her lessons every day.
In this way they became close friends. Mary learned that the Chinese was called Feng Yü-t’ien and was still
unmarried. She quickly decided that she would like to marry him herself, and she suggested that they should make
a secret engagement. Mr. Feng, however, very politely refused. He said:
“All your English ways of living are different from what you will find in China, and I am not rich enough to
keep you in the style you are accumstomed to. Your daily food alone would cost a small fortune, and even then
you wouldn’t find it to your liking. I come from a poor family, and I couldn’t ask a lady of your quality to share
such a life.” Mary laughed and said:
“You say I can’t put up with being poor. Well, there was once a girl called Lily, who used to live near me. Her
family was very poor. Now I have heard she has gone out to China and opened a girls’ school and is keeping
herself comfortably on the hundred dollars a month that she gets out of it. Can’t I do the same thing, especially as
I have fifty thousand dollars of my own with me? I can put this in a bank, and with the money itself and the
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interest it will fetch, at least we needn’t worry about where our food and clothing are to come from. I can’t
understand why you are raising all these difficulties.”
Mr. Feng allowed himself to be persuaded by these arguments, and they became man and wife. They were a
most devoted couple, and neither of them could bear to be away from the other.
When they reached Hong Kong, Mary wished to rent a house and settle there permanently. But her husband
said:
“I am a Northerner and I could not stand the heat. I think it would be better if we lived in Hankow, which is
just in the centre of China and has a more temperate climate.” Mary replied:
“I have always wanted to make a journey through China. We can then see which place pleases us most, and
settle there.”
As Mr. Feng agreed to this suggestion, they set out and went by way of Amoy, Shanghai, and Kiukiang to
Hankow, staying a month or so in each of these places. After this, they wanted to see the splendours of the
imperial capital, so they travelled via Chefoo and Tientsin to Peking. But Mary declared that for her the greatest
city in the world was Shanghai, so south to Shanghai they returned and took a house there.
*
Meanwhile, when John heard that Mary had gone out to the East, he felt sure that she had made the journey on
his account. At least, if they were both in China, they would be free from the restraints that bound them at home,
and there would be no reason why they should not carry out their old engagement to marry. With this plan in his
head, he at once began to take steps to follow her, but for some time he was hampered by lack of money for his
fare. At last, by selling everything he had, he managed to scrape together seven hundred pounds. He was delighted
to hear that Mary had taken a large sum of money with her, and he said to himself that once he met her, it was he
who would have the spending of this fortune.
So he came to China, but although he called on Mary many times, he did not succeed in seeing her. Then he
heard that she had a Chinese husband, and he broke into a passion of rage.
“So this is what her promises are worth,” he said to himself. “But just wait, my lady. I shall have the
satisfaction of finishing you and your Chinese man with my own hands.”
This was all very well, but it soon occurred to him that he had no idea what Mary’s husband looked like and
that he was very likely to kill the wrong man. At last however, by a liberal use of money he got somebody to buy
him a photograph of Mr. Feng, which he studied assiduously morning and night. He then started to lie in wait on
the streets through which Mary or her husband were likely to pass.
I ought to mention that Mary had now bought a pleasant little house in that part of the International Settlement
called Hongkew. With a bit of garden, it had an agreeable air of solitude. She engaged a Chinese woman to teach
her how to write, and she was soon practising with a brush. In addition, she was a great reader of Chinese novels.
By this time her pronunciation of Chinese was so good that if she were talking in the next room, you could hardly
tell she was a foreigner.
She made a few short trips with her husband inland into Kiangsu and Chekiang, and on these journeys she
wore Chinese dress. It suited her very well, althought her yellow hair and blue eyes looked perhaps a little odd. Of
course, the most serious problem was her feet, which she could not endure to bind. She had shoes made specially,
with narrow toes, round heels and high soles which made her sway when she walked and in this way showed off
her figure. Mr. Feng was very well pleased and told her:
“If you are willing to dress like this, I can bring you back to my native place and say you are a Southerner. I
am sure nobody will be able to tell the difference.” Mary laughed and said:
“It is amusing to do it just once in a while. But it would be too trying to keep it up day after day.”
When they went in the pleasure boats at Nanking and Hangchow, everybody who saw Mary was struck by her
beauty. Sometimes they sent for the most celebrated singing-girls to entertain them, and it was allowed on all
sides that not one of them had Mary’s looks. Nor did it ccur to anybody that Mary was a foreigner.
*
One day Mary happened to see in a foreign newspaper John’s name among a list of passengers who had just
arrived in Shanghai from Europe. She was alarmed atmst, and then said angrily to herself:
“This man killed my first husband with his plots and nearly caused my death too. He is full of cunning and
there is not a trace of love in him. Now he has come after me. Well, I have a husband, and I will never again
degrade myself to go with a man like him. I will order him away, and, if words are not enough, I am prepared to
kill him to avenge my late husband, even if this costs my life too. At least I could meet Simon in the next world
with a clear conscience.”
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Having made up her mind to this, whenever she went out of doors she carried a small pistol to be ready for
any- thing that might happen.
Now just at that time a famous foreign circus came to Shanghai and attracted great audiences from the upper
class of society. One day Mary and her husband decided they would go to see it and were actually on the way in a
carriage, when whom should they meet but John, who was also in a carriage. When they reached a main street,
John’s carriage drew abreast of theirs, arid he took off his hat and called out in a loud voice to ask Mary how she
was. Mary’s cheeks flushed, but she gave no sign of recognition. John, however, was resolved not to let her out of
his sight, and his carriage kept them company, now in front, now behind, while all the time he kept calling out to
ask where she now lived. Mary did not reply but motioned with her hand for him to go away.
Although John did his best to conceal it, his anger began to show in his face, and he lashed the horse forward.
Mary saw murder in his looks and knew that the encounter would without any doubt. have a violent end. She
made a show of putting her hand in the front of her dress to get her watch and then, pretending she had left it at
home, asked Mr. Feng to get out of the carriage and go back for it.
“I’ll wait for you at the theatre,” she said. “You needn’t hurry: you can come in another carriage.”
She herself kept her carriage there for some time, hesitating, and then at last drove forward. She had not gone
more than a few yards when she came up with John, who had halted in front, obviously to wait for her. Seeing
Mary alone, he said to himself that she was coming to him, and he left his carriage and tried to get in beside her.
She pushed him away with such force that he struck and hurt his elbow. Furious with anger, he aimed at her with
his pistol, fired a shot, but missed. He was just about to fire again when Mary also took out a pistol. This time two
shots rang out and both were fatal.
When Mr. Feng arrived on the scene, his wife was dead. Full of tears, he carried her body back to their house.
He then chose a propitious site and buried her. Over the grave he put a stone with this inscription:
THE GRAVE OF MARY
A REMARKABLE ENGLISHWOMAN

2
… As soon as we got up the Whangpoo I found myself all at once in a different world. As I looked out from
the boat I was in I could see an expanse of mist and water, and bristling through it a forest of masts. All along the
bank of the river were the houses of foreigners, which seemed to me then to tower into the sky with their upper
storeys. …
The foreign scholar Medhurst was at the time in charge of the London Mission Press, which was printing
books by a machine from movable type. This was considered to be a great novelty, and I specially went to pay
him a visit. The place itself had a most charming rustic air. All around it was a fence of bamboo, and inside there
was a pleasant garden with trellises for flowers.
I was brought into a room the walls of which were covered with bookcases full of Chinese books. Mr.
Medhurst called his two daughters out to meet me. The elder was named Mary and the younger Helen. After I had
been sitting there for a while they offered me some port wine in a glass and pressed me to drink. It tasted sweet
and was red in colour and not inferior to Chinese wine. Then they played a foreign tune for me on the piano which
I found very charming in its own way.
After that Mr. Medhurst took me to see where the printing was done. The press was turned by an ox and could
produce several thousand impressions a day. The office had glass windows and was very bright and clean. The
type was arranged in cases according to the order of the dictionary. Mr. Medhurst had several foreign colleagues
including Mr. Muirhead and Mr. Edkins, all of whom knew Chinese. …
3
… A number of foreigners from the ship asked me to dinner in a hotel. They pressed me to choose the best
things on the menu. A band of German musicians, a dozen or more, men and women, happened to be passing
through Aden on their way to India, and hearing that a dinner party was going on, came and played for us. Their
instruments seemed to me most weird and wonderful, but the music was very rousing, being for the most part of
the military sort and ending with a charge of cavalry and the imitation of the sounds of a battlefield. When the
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thunderous finale had died away, the players left where they were sitting and, coming up to our table, passed
round a silver tray on which some of our party put a few coins.
Among the female musicians there was a most charming young girl of 14 or 15 who kept looking at me and
smiling, without saying anything. The others told her:
“This gentleman is a scholar from China. He can write poetry and songs.”
The girl seemed delighted at this, and the others pressed me to sing for them. I said:
“I’m afraid I can’t give you a song, but I’ll tell you what I will do. I’ll recite an old Chinese poem for you.”
They all agreed, and I recited a poem at the top of my voice. There was loud applause, and then they turned to
the girl and said:
“Now you will have to do something in return.”
The girl said she would sing us a song while she accompanied herself on the piano. She played and sang
beautifully, and the whole table was silent to listen.
Having enjoyed such a treat, all we could do was to send for champagne for the musicians. The girl drank three
glasses herself, and then filled her glass again and offered it to me. I emptied it in one draught. She asked me to let
her have a look at the writing and the picture on the fan I had in my hand, and seeing her so taken with it I made
her a present of it. She thanked me very nicely and shook my hand and took her leave.
All of us were pretty well tight and we didn’t get back on board till midnight. …
4
… When you look at the foreigners with their high noses and deep-set eyes, you can sense how crafty they are.
They treat all Chinese very shabbily, and they make their house servants work like animals without the slightest
pity. They despise people of education like ourselves and never bother to show us the least courtesy.
That they can find Chinese to work for them at all (and of course we only do it when we have no other way of
getting a living) just goes to show how desperately poor the country is. And for this, of course, the foreigners
despise China even more, while Chinese gentlemen find they have no alternative to putting up with this contempt.
As for those Chinese who have to get their living from foreigners in this way, it is no doubt true that not one of
them is a man of very strong character, but at least there are among them people of talent who find themselves in
such circumstances through no fault of their own. …
5
… Mr. Kung\fn{A literary man of Shanghai } was by nature very fond of wine, and as he was one of my very best
friends; whenever I was free in the evening I would go to his place and stay there until the small hours drinking
and talking about everything under the sun. He used to say that it was no good trying to drink, until you could tell
the difference between wines. Shanghai produced no wine fit to drink, so he kept only wine imported from
Hangchow, which had real taste and body to it. And sure enough, when I tried it, I found he was quite right.
He came of a very distinguished family, which, incidentally, had the biggest collection of books in Kiangsu or
Chekiang, including many titles not found in the imperial collection, and completely unknown to ordinary
scholars. When he was a young man, Kung browsed about this collection, and made copies of a lot of rare
material from it. In this way he absorbed an enormous amount of reading. Unfortunately the collection was all
destroyed in a fire, which was a real calamity.
Kung was actually born in Shanghai, in the residency of the Intendant of Circuit, but he went with his father all
over the country, making a specially long stay in Peking. It was there he learned Manchu and Mongol and was
always in the company of those people and others from Central Asia. In this way he became an excellent shot with
the bow, as well as a good horseman, just like a regular Tartar.
He was not interested in an official career, and in middle life he was reduced to such poverty that he had to
pawn evpn his lutes and his books. When staying in Shanghai he got to know a Cantonese named Tseng Chi-pu. It
happened that the future British minister, Sir Thomas Wade, was appointed at this time to the post of counsellor,
in which he had charge of all the business of translation and interpreting. For this reason Wade was looking
around for some Chinese scholar to help him in his work, and when Tseng introduced Kung to him, Wade was so
pleased with him after a short conversation that he offered him the job.
During the campaign of 1860 Kung went up to Tientsin with the British fleet. Such conduct aroused great
dislike.
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The latter part of his life was even more unprosperous. He was always attacking other people, and he went his
own way as he pleased, without regard for what others thought of him. It was rare for him to find anything good
to say of his contemporaries. These in their turn feared and disliked him as an eccentric, and shunned his company
so much that they would go out of their way to avoid meeting him. Finally he had to sell nearly all the books and
calligraphy and curios he had collected in the old days.
Originally he took a concubine and settled down with her in Shanghai, where she was the sole mistress of his
house. He was always boasting of her beauty to his friends, and was particularly infatuated with her tiny feet.
After a while he bought another concubine and gradually transferred his affections to her, putting the first one
away in separate quarters.
He had not seen his wife for more than ten years. And when his two sons came from Hangchow to Shanghai to
visit him, he drove them away from the house. Naturally all this aroused a good deal of hostile talk. He went out
of his mind before he died. …
195.50 Excerpt from My Life In China And America\n{by Yung Wing (1828-after 1909)} Nam Ping, Pedro Island, nr.
Macao, Kwangtung Province, China (M) 11
I was born on the 17th of November, 1828, in the village of Nam Ping (South Screen) which is about four miles
southwest of the Portuguese Colony of Macao, and is situated on Pedro Island lying west of Macao, from which it
is separated by a channel of half a mile wide.
I was one of a family of four children. A brother was the eldest, a sister came next, I was the third, and another
brother was the fourth and the youngest of the group. I am the only survivor of them all.
As early as 1834, an English lady, Mrs. Gutzlaff, wife of the Rev. Charles Gutzlaff, a missionary to China,
came to Macao and, under the auspices of the Ladiest Association in London for the promotion of female
education in India and the East, immediately took up the work of her mission by starting a girls’ school for
Chinese girls, which was soon folIowed by the opening of a school for boys also.
Mrs. Gutzlaff’s comprador or factotum happened to come from the village I did and was, in fact, my father’s
friend and neighbor. It was through him that my parents heard about Mrs. Gutzlaff’s school and it was doubtless
through his influence and means that my father got me admitted into the school. It has always been a mystery to
me why my parents should take it into their heads to put me into a foreign school, instead of a regular orthodox
Confucian school, where my brother much older than myself was placed. Most assuredly such a step would have
been more in play with Chinese public sentiment, taste, and the wants of the country at large, than to alIow me to
attend an English school; moreover, a Chinese cult is the only avenue in China that leads to political preferment,
influence, power and wealth.
I can only account for the departure thus taken on the theory that as foreign intercourse with China was just
beginning to grow, my parents, anticipating that it might soon assume the proportions of a tidal wave, thought it
worth while to take time by the forelock and put one of their sons to learning English that he might become one of
the advanced interpreters and have a more advantageous posi- tion from which to make his way into the business
and diplomatic world. This I take to be the chief aim that influenced my parents to put me into Mrs. Gutzlaff’s
Mission School. As to what other results or sequences it has eventually brought about in my subsequent life, they
were entirely left to Him who has control of all our devising and planning, as they are governed by a complete
system of divine laws of antecedents and consequents, or of cause and effect.
*
In 1835, when I was barely seven years of age, my father took me to Macao. Upon reaching the school, I was
brought before Mrs. Gutzlaff. She was the first English lady I had ever seen. On my untutored and unsophisticated
mind she made a deep impression. If my memory serves me right, she was somewhat tall and well-built. She had
prominent features which were strong and assertive; her eyes were of clear blue lustre, somewhat deep set. She
had thin lips, supported by a square chin—both indicative of firmness and authority. She had flaxen hair and
eyebrows somewhat heavy. Her features taken collectively indicated great determination and will power.
As she came forward to welcome me in her long and full flowing white dress (the interview took place in the
summer) surmounted by two large globe sleeves which were fashionable at the time and which lent her an
exaggerated appearance, I remember most vividly I was no less puzzled than stunned. I actually trembled all over
with fear at her imposing proportions—having never in my life seen such a peculiar and odd fashion. I clung to
my father in fear. Her kindly expression and sympathetic smiles found little appreciative response at the outset, as
I stood half dazed at her personality and my new environment. For really, a new world had dawned on me. After a
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time, when my homesickness was over and the novelty of my surroundings began gradually to wear away, she
completely won me over through her kindness and sympathy. I began to look upon her more like a mother. She
seemed to take a special interest in me; I suppose, because I was young and helpless, and away from my parents,
besides being the youngest pupil in the school. She kept me among her girl pupils and did not allow me to mingle
with what few boys there were at the time.
There is one escapade that I can never forget. It happened during the first year in the school, and was an
attempt on my part to run away. I was shut up in the third story of the house, which had a wide open terrace on the
top—the only place where the girls and myself played and found recreation. We were not allowed to go out of
doors to play in the streets. The boy pupils had their quarters on the ground floor and had full liberty to go out for
exercise. I used to envy them their freedom and smuggled downstairs to mingle with them in their sports after
school hours. I felt ill at ease to be shut up with the girls all alone way up in the third story. I wanted to see
something of the outside world. I occasionally stole downstairs and ventured out to the wharves around which
were clustered a number of small ferry boats which had a peculiar fascination to my young fancy. To gain my
freedom, I planned to run away.
The girls were all much older than I was, and a few sympathized with me in my wild scheme; doubtless, from
the same restlessness of being too closely cooped up. I told them of my plan. Six of the older ones fell in with me
in the idea. I was to slip out of the house alone, go down to the wharf and engage a covered boat to take us all in.
The next morning after our morning meal, and while Mrs. Gutzlaff was off taking her breakfast, we stole out
unbeknown to anyone and crowded into the boat and started off in hot haste for the opposite shore of Pedro
Island. I was to take the whole party to my home and from there the girls were to disperse to their respective
villages. We were half way across the channel when, to my great consternation, I saw a boat chasing us, making
fast time and gaining on us all the while. No promise of additional pay was of any avail, because our two oars
against their four made it impossible for us to win out; so our boatmen gave up the race at the waving of
handkerchiefs in the other boat and the whole party was captured.
Then came the punishment. We were marched through the whole school and placed in a row, standing on a
long narrow school table placed at one end of the school room facing all the pupils in front of us. I was placed in
the center of the row, with a tall foolscap mounted on my head, having three girls on the right and three on the
left. I had pinned on my breast a large square placard bearing the inscription, “Head of the Runaways;” there we
stood for a whole hour till school was dismissed. I never felt so humiliated in my life as I did when I was
undergoing that ordeal. I felt completely crestfallen. Some of the mischievous fellows would extract a little fun
out of this display by taking furtive glances and making wry faces at us. Mrs. Gutzlaff, in order to aggravate our
punishment, had ordered ginger snaps and oranges to be distributed among the other pupils right before us.
Mrs. Gutzlaff’s school, started in September, 1885, was originally for girls only. Pending the organization and
opening of the so-called “Morrison Education Society School,” in the interval between 1885 and 1889, a
department for boys was temporarily incorporated into her school, and part of the subscription fund belonging to
the M. E. S. School was devoted to the maintenance of this one.
This accounts for my entrance into Mrs. Gutzlaff’s School, as one of only two boys first admitted. Her school
being thus enlarged and modified temporarily, Mrs. Gutzlaff’s two nieces—the Misses Parkes, sisters to Mr. Harry
Parkes who was afterwards knighted, by reason of the conspicuous part he played in the second Opium War, in
1864, of which he was in fact the originator—came out to China as assistants in the school. I was fortunately
placed under their instruction for a short time.
Afterwards the boys’ school under Mrs. Gutzlaff and her two nieces, the Misses Parkes, was broken up; that
event parted our ways in life in divergent directions. Mrs. Gutzlaff went over to the United States with three blind
girls—Laura, Lucy and Jessie. The Misses Parkes were married to missionaries, one to Dr. William Lockhart, a
medical missionary; the other to a Rev. Mr. MacClatchy, also a missionary. They labored long in China, under the
auspices of the London Missionary Society. The three blind girls whom Mrs. Gutzlaff took with her were taught
by me to read on raised letters till they could read from the Bible and Pilgrim’s Progress.
On my return to my home village I resumed my Chinese studies.
*
In the fall of 1840, while the Opium War was still going on, my father died, leaving four children on my
mother’s hands without means of support. Fortunately, three of us were old enough to lend a helping hand. My
brother was engaged in fishing, my sister helped in housework, and I took to hawking candy through my own
village and the neighboring one. I took hold of the business in good earnest, rising at three o’clock every morning,
and I did not come home until six o’clock in the evening. My daily earnings netted twenty-five cents, which I
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turned over to my mother, and with the help given by my brother, who was the mainstay of the family, we
managed to keep the wolf away from our door.
I was engaged in hawking candy for about five months, and when winter was over, when no candy was made, I
changed my occupation and went into the rice fields to glean rice after the reapers. My sister usually accompanied
me in such excursions. But unlike Ruth of old, I had no Boaz to help me out when I was short in my gleaning.
But my knowledge of English came to my rescue. My sister told the head reaper that I could speak, read and
write English. This awakened the curiosity of the reaper. He beckoned me to him and asked me whether I
wouldn’t talk some “Red Hair Men”-talk to him. He said he never heard of such talk in his life. I felt bashful and
diffident at first, but my sister encouraged me and said “the reaper may give you a large bundle of rice sheaf to
take home.” This was said as a kind of prompter. The reaper was shrewd enough to take it up, and told me that if I
would talk, he would give me a bundle heavier than I could carry.
So I began and repeated the alphabet to him. All the reapers as well as the gleaners stood in vacant silence,
with mouths wide open, grinning with evident delight. A few minutes after my maiden speech was delivered in
the paddy field with water and mud almost knee deep, I was rewarded with several sheaves, and I had to hurry
away in order to get two other boys to carry what my sister and I could not lug. Thus I came home loaded with joy
and sheaves of golden rice to my mother, little dreaming that my smattering knowledge of English would serve
me such a turn so early in my career. I was then about twelve years old. Even Ruth with her six measures of corn
did not fare any better than I did.
Soon after the gleaning days, all too few, were over, a neighbor of mine who was a printer in the printing office
of a Roman Catholic priest happened to be home from Macao on a vacation. He spoke to my mother about the
priest wanting to hire a boy in his office who knew enough English to read the numerals correctly, so as to be able
to fold and prepare the papers for the binders. My mother said I could do the work. So I was introduced to the
priest and a bargain was struck. I returned home to report myself, and a few days later I was in Macao and entered
upon my duty as a folder on a salary of $4.50 a month. My board and lodging came to $1.50 -the balance of $3.00
was punctually sent to my mother every month.
I did not get rich quickly in this employment, for I had been there but four months when a call for me to quit
work came from a quarter I least expected. It had more the sound of heaven in it. It came from a Dr. Benjamin
Hobson, a medical missionary in Macao whose hospital was not more than a mile from the printer’s office. He
sent word that he wanted to see me; that he had been hunting for me for months. I knew Dr. Hobson well, for I
saw him a number of times at Mrs. Gutzlaff’s. So I called on him. At the outset, I thought he was going to take me
in to make a doctor of me, but no, he said he had a promise to fulfill. Mrs. Gutzlaff’s last message to him, before
she embarked for America with the three blind girls, was to be sure to find out where I was and to put me into the
Morrison Education Society School as soon as it was opened for pupils.
“This is what I wanted to see you for,” said Dr. Hobson. “Before you leave your employment and after you get
the consent of your mother to let you go to the Morrison School, I would like to have you come to the hospital
and stay with me for a short time so that I may become better acquainted with you, before I take you to the
Morrison School, which is already opened for pupils, and introduce you to the teacher.”
At the end of the interview, I went home to see my mother who, after some reluctance, gave her consent. I
returned to Macao, bade farewell to the priest who, though reticent and reserved, not having said a word to me
during all the four months I was in his employ, yet did not find fault with me in my work. I went over to the
hospital. Dr. Hobson immediately set me to work with the mortar and pestle, preparing materials for ointments
and pills. I used to carry a tray and accompany him in his rounds to visit the patients, in the benevolent work of
alleviating their pains and sufferings. I was with him about a couple of months in the hospital work, at the end of
which time he took me one day and introduced me to the Rev. Samuel Robins Brown, the teacher of the Morrison
Education Society School.
*
The Morrison School was opened on the 1st of November, 1839, under the charge of the Rev. S. R. Brown who,
with his wife, Mrs. Brown, landed at Macao on the 19 th of February, 1839. Brown, who was afterwards made a
D.D.,\fn{Doctor of Divinity} was a graduate of Yale of the class of 1832. From his antecedents, he was eminently
fitted to pioneer the first English school in China.
I entered the school in 1841. I found that five other boys had entered ahead of me by one year. They were all
studying primary arithmetic, geography, and reading. I had the start of them only in reading and pronouncing
English well. We studied English in the forenoon, and Chinese in the afternoon. The names of the five boys were:
Wong Shing, Li Kan, Chow Wan, Tong Chik, Wong Foon. I made the sixth one and was the youngest of all. We
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formed the first class of the school, and became Brown’s oldest pupils throughout, from first to last, till he left
China in December, 1846, on account of poor health. Half of our original number accompanied him to this
country, on his return.
The Morrison Education Society School came about in this way: Not long after the death of Dr. Robert
Morrison, which occurred on the 1st of August, 1834, a circular was issued among the foreign residents on the 26 th
of January, 1835, calling for the formation of an Association to be named the “Morrison Education Society.” Its
object was to “improve and promote English education in China by schools and other means.” It was called
“Morrison” to commemorate the labors and works of that distingcished man who was sent out by the London
Missionary Society as the first missionary to China in 1807. He crossed the Atlantic from London to New York
where he embarked for China in the sailing vessel Trident on the 31st of January, 1807. He tried to land in Macao,
but the jealousy of the Jesuits thwarted his purpose. He was obliged to go up to Canton. Finally, on account of the
unsettled relations between the Chinese government and the foreign merchants there, he repaired to Malacca, and
made that place the basis of his labors. He was the author of the first Anglo-Chinese dictionary, of three quarto
volumes. He translated the Bible into Chinese; Leang Afah was his first Chinese convert and trained by him to
preach. Leang afterwards became a powerful preacher. The importance and bearing of his dictionary and the
translation of the Bible into Chinese, on subsequent missionary work in China, were fundamental and paramount.
The preaching of his convert, Leang Afah, likewise contributed in no small degree towards opening up a new era
in the religious life of China. His memory, therefore, is worthy of being kept alive by the establishment of a
school named after him. Indeed, a university ought to have been permanently founded for that purpose instead of
a school, whose existence was solely dependent upon the precarious and ephemeral subscriptions of transient
foreign merchants in China.
At the close of the Opium War in 1840, and after the Island of Hong Kong had been ceded to the British
government, the Morrison school was removed to Hong Kong in 1842. The site chosen for it was on the top of a
hill about six hundred feet above the level of the sea. The hill is situated on the eastern end of Victoria Colony and
was called “Morrison Hill” after the name of the school. It commands a fine view of the harbor, as that stretches
from east to west. The harbor alone made Hong Kong the most coveted concession in Southern China. It is
spacious and deep enough to hold the Navy of Great Britain, and it is that distinguishing feature and its strategic
location that have made it what it is.
On the 12th of March, 1845, Mr. Wm. Allen Macy arrived in Hong Kong as an assistant teacher in the school.
His arrival was timely, because the school, since its removal from Macao to Hong Kong, had been much enlarged.
Three more classes of new pupils had been formed and the total number of pupils all told was more than forty.
This was more than one man could manage. The assistant teacher was much needed. Brown continued his
work in the school till the fall of 1846. Macy had a whole year in which to be broken into the work.
Between Brown and Macy there was a marked difference in temperament and character. Brown, on the one
hand, showed evidences of a self-made man. He was cool in temperament, versatile in the adaptation of means to
ends, gentlemanly and agreeable, and somewhat optimistic. He found no difficulty in endearing himself to his
pupils, because he sympathized with them in their efforts to master their studies, and entered heart and soul into
his work. He had an innate faculty of making things clear to the pupils and conveying to them his understanding
of a subject without circumlocution, and with great directness and facility. This was owing in a great measure to
his experience as a pedagogue, before coming out to China, and even before he entered college. He knew how to
manage boys, because he knew boys’ nature well, whether Chinese, Japanese or American. He impressed his
pupils as being a fine teacher and one eminently fitted from inborn tact and temperament to be a successful school
master, as he proved himself to be in his subsequent career in Auburn, N.Y., and in Japan.
Macy, the assistant teacher, was likewise a Yale man. He had never taught school before in his life, and had no
occasion to do so. He possessed no previous experience to guide him in his new work of pedagogy in China. He
was evidently well brought up and was a man of sensitive nature, and of fine moral sensibilities—a soul full of
earnestness and lofty ideals.
After the Morrison School was broken up in 1850, he returned to this country with his mother and took up
theology in the Yale Theological Seminary. In 1854, he went back to China as a missionary under the American
Board. I had graduated from Yale College then and was returning to China with him. We were the only passengers
in that long, wearisome and most trying passage of 154 days from Sandy Hook to Hong Kong.
Brown left China in the winter of 1846. Four months before he left, he one day sprang a surprise upon the
whole school. He told of his contemplated return to America on account of his health and the health of his family.
Before closing his remarks by telling us of his deep interest in the school, he said he would like to take a few of

579

his old pupils home with him to finish their education in the United States, and that those who wished to
accompany him would signify it by rising.
This announcement; together with his decision to return to America, cast a deep gloom over the whole school.
A dead silence came over all of us. And then for several days afterwards the burden of our conversation was about
Brown’s leaving the school for good. The only cheerful ones among us were those who had decided to accompany
him home. These were Wong Shing, Wong Foon and myself. When he requested those who wished to accompany
him to the States to signify it by rising, I was the first one on my feet. Wong Foon was the second, followed by
Wong Shing.
But before regarding our cases as permanently settled, we were told to go home and ask the consent of our
respective parents. My mother gave her consent with great reluctance, but after my earnest persuasion she yielded,
though not without tears and sorrow. I consoled her with the fact that she had two more sons besides myself, and a
daughter to look after her comfort. Besides, she was going to have a daughter-in-law to take care of her, as my
elder brother was engaged to be married.
It may not be out of place to say that if it had depended on our own resources, we never could have come to
America to finish our education, for we were all poor. Doubtless Brown must have had the project well discussed
among the trustees of the school months before he broached the subject to his pupils.
It was also through his influence that due provision was made for the support of our parents for at least two
years, during our absence in America. Our patrons who bore all our expenses did not intend that we should stay in
this country longer than two years. They treated us nobly. They did a great work for us. Among those who bore a
conspicuous part in defraying our expenses while in America, besides providing for the support of our aged
parents, I can recall the names of Andrew Shortrede, proprietor and editor of the Hong Kong China Mail (he was
a Scotchman, an old bachelor, and a noble and handsome specimen of humanity); A. A. Ritchie, an American
merchant; and A. A. Campbell, another Scotchman.
There were others unknown to me. The Olyphant Sons, David, Talbot and Robert, three brothers, leading
merchants of New York, gave us a free passage from Hong Kong to New York in their sailing vessel, the
Huntress, which brought a cargo of tea at the same time. Though late in the day for me to mention the names of
these benefactors who from pure motives of Christian philanthropy aided me in my education, yet it may be a
source of satisfaction to their descendants, if there are any living in different parts of the world, to know that their
sires took a prominent part in the education of the three Chinese youths—Wong Shing, Wong Foon and myself.
*
Being thus generously provided for, we embarked at Whompoa on the 4 th of .January, 1847, in the good ship
Huntress under Captain Gillespie. As stated above, she belonged to the Olyphant Brothers and was loaded with a
full cargo of tea. We had the northeast trade wind in our favor, which blew strong and steady all the way from
Whompoa to St. Helena. There was no accident of any kind, excepting a gale as we doubled the Cape of Good
Hope. The tops of the masts and ends of the yards were tipped with balls of electricity. The strong wind was
howling and whistling behind us like a host of invisible Furies. The night was pitch dark and the electric balls
dancing on the tips of the yards and tops of the masts, back and forth and from side to side like so many infernal
lanterns in the black night, presented a spectacle never to be forgotten by me. I realized no danger, although the
ship pitched and groaned, but enjoyed the wild and weird scene hugely.
After the Cape was doubled, our vessel ploughed through the comparatively smooth waters of the Atlantic
until we reached the Island of St. Helena where we were obliged to stop for fresh water and provisions. Most
sailing vessels that were bound from the East for the Atlantic board were accustomed to make St. Helena their
stopping place. St. Helena, as viewed from the shipboard, presented an outward appearance of a barren volcanic
rock, as though freshly emerged from the baptism of fire and brimstone. Not a blade of grass could be seen on its
burnt and charred surface.
We landed at Jamestown, which is a small village in the valley of the Island. In this valley there was rich and
beautiful vegetation. We found among the sparse inhabitants a few Chinese who were brought there by the East
India Company’s ships. They were middle-aged people, and had their families there. While there, we went over to
Longwood where was Napoleon’s empty tomb. A large weeping willow hung and swept over it. We cut a few
twigs, and kept them alive till we reached this country and they were brought to Auburn, N.Y., by Mr. Brown,
who planted them near his residence when he was teaching in the Auburn Academy for several years before his
departure for Japan. These willows proved to be fine, handsome trees when I visited Auburn in 1854.
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From St. Helena we took a northwesterly course and struck the Gulf Stream, which, with the wind still fair and
favorable, carried us to New York in a short time. We landed in New York on the 12 th of April, 1847, after a
passage of ninety-eight days of unprecedented fair weather.
The New York of 1847 was altogether a different city from the New York of 1909. It was a city of only
250,000 or 300,000 inhabitants; now it is a metropolis rivaling London in population, wealth and commerce. The
whole of Manhattan Island is turned into a city of skyscrapers, churches and palatial residences.
Little did I realize when in 1845 I wrote, while in the Morrison School, a composition on “An Imaginary
Voyage to New York and up the Hudson,” that I was to see New York in reality. This incident leads me to the
reflection that sometimes our imagination foreshadows what lies uppermost in our minds and brings possibilities
within the sphere of realities. The Chinese Education Scheme is another example of the realities that came out of
my daydreams a year before I graduated. So was my marrying an American wife. Still there are other daydreams
yet to be realized; whether or no they will ever come to pass the future will determine.
Our stay in New York was brief. The first friends we had the good fortune to make in the new world, were
Prof. David E. Bartlett and his wife. He was a professor in the New York Asylum for the Deaf and Dumb, and was
afterwards connected with a like institution in Hartford. The Professor died in 1879. His wife, Mrs. Fanny P.
Bartlett, survived him for nearly thirty years and passed away in the spring of 1907. She was a woman highly
respected and beloved for her high Christian character and unceasing activities for good in the community in
which she lived. Her influence was even extended to China by the few students who happened to enjoy her care
and instruction. I count her as one of my most valued friends in America.
From New York we proceeded by boat to New Haven where we had an opportunity to see Yale College and
were introduced to President Day. I had not then the remotest idea of becoming a graduate of one of the finest
colleges of the country, as I did a few years afterwards. We went by rail from New Haven to Warehouse Point and
from there to East Windsor, the home of Mrs. Elizabeth Brown, wife of Dr. Brown. Her parents were then living.
Her father, the Rev. Shubael Bartlett, was the pastor of the East Windsor Congregational Church. I well remember
the first Sabbath we attended his church. We three Chinese boys sat in the pastor’s pew which was on the left of
the pulpit, having a side view of the minister, but in full view of the whole congregation. We were the cynosure of
the whole church. I doubt whether much attention was paid to the sermon that day.
The Rev. Shubael Bartlett was a genuine type of the old New England Puritan. He was exact and precise in all
his manners and ways. He spoke in a deliberate and solemn tone, but full of sincerity and earnestness. He
conducted himself as though he was treading on thin ice, cautiously and circumspectly. One would suppose from
his appearance that he was austere and exacting, but he was gentle and thoughtful. He would have his family
Bible and hymn book placed one on top of the other, squared and in straight lines, on the same spot on the table
every morning for morning prayers. He always sat in the same spot for morning prayers.
In other words, you always knew where to find him. His habits and daily life were as regular as clockwork. I
never heard him crack a joke or burst out in open laughter.
Mrs. Bartlett, Mrs. Brown’s mother, was of a different makeup. She was always cheerful. A smile lighted up
her features nearly all the time and for everyone she had a kind and cheerful word, while the sweet tone of her
voice always carried with it cheerfulness and good will. Her genial temperament and her hospitality made the
parsonage a favorite resort to all the friends and relatives of the family, who were quite numerous. It was always a
puzzle to me how the old lady managed to make ends meet when her husband’s salary was not over $400 a year.
To be sure, the farm annually realized something, but Daniel, the youngest son, who was the staff of the old
couple, had to work hard to keep up the prestige of the parsonage.
It was in this parsonage that I found a temporary home while at school in Monson, and also inYale.
*
We were in East Windsor for about a week; then we went up to Monson, Mass., to enter the Academy there.
Monson Academy was, at one time, quite a noted preparatory school in New England, before high schools sprang
into existence. Young men from all parts of the country were found here, undergoing preparation for colleges. It
was its fortune, at different periods of its history, to have had men of character and experience for its principals.
The Rev. Charles Hammond was one of them. He was in every sense a self-made man. He was a graduate of Yale;
he was enthusiastically fond of the classics, and a great admirer of English literature. He was a man of liberal
views and broad sympathies. He was well-known in New England as an educator and a champion of temperance
and New England virtues. His high character gave the Academy a wide reputation and the school was never in a
more prosperous condition than when he was principal. He took a special interest in us, the three Chinese students
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—Wong Shing, Wong Foon and myself—not so much from the novelty of having Chinese in the school as from
his interest in China, and the possible good that might come out of our education.
In our first year in the Academy, we were placed in the English department. Greenleaf’s Arithmetic, English
Grammar, Physiology, and Upham’s Mental Philosophy were our studies. In the last two studies we recited to the
new preceptress, Miss Rebekah Brown, a graduate of Mt. Holyoke, the valedictorian of her class. She afterwards
became the wife of Doctor A. S. McClean, of Springfield, Mass. She was a fine teacher and a woman of
exceptional Christian virtues. She had an even and sweet temper, and was full of good will and good works. She
and her husband, the good Doctor, took a genuine interest in me; they gave me a home during some of my college
vacations, and helped me in various ways in my struggle through Yale. I kept up my correspondence with them
after my return to China, and upon my coming back to this country, I was always cordially invited to their home
in Springfield. It was on account of such a genuine friendship that I made Springfield my headquarters in 1872,
when I brought the first installment of Government students to this country.
Brown placed us under the care of his mother, Mrs. Phoebe H. Brown. We boarded with her, but had a separate
room assigned us in a dwelling right across the road, opposite to her cottage. Her widowed daughter with her
three boys had taken up all the spare rooms in the cottage, which accounts for the want of accommodation for us.
In those primitive days, board and lodging in the country were very reasonable. Indigent students had a fair
chance to work their way for an education. I remember we paid for board and lodging, including fuel, light and
washing, only $1.25 a week for each, but we had to take care of our own rooms and, in the winter, saw and split
our own wood, which we found to be capital exercise.
Our lodging was about half a mile from the academy. We had to walk three times a day to school and back, in
the dead of winter when the snow was three feet deep; that gave us plenty of exercise, keen appetites and kept us
in fine condition.
I look back upon my acquaintance with Mrs. Phoebe H. Brown with a mingled feeling of respect and
admiration. She certainly was a remarkable New England woman—a woman of surpassing strength of moral and
religious character. Those who have had the rare privilege of reading her stirring biography, will, I am sure, bear
me out in this statement. She went through the crucible of unprecedented adversities and trials of life and came
out one of the rare shining lights that beautify the New England sky. She is the authoress of the well-known
hymn, “I love to steal awhile away from every cumbering care,” etc., which breathes the calm spirit of
contentment and resignation wherever sung.
The Rev. Charles Hammond, the principal of the academy when we joined it, was a graduate of Yale, as I
stated before, and a man of a fine cultivated taste. He was an enthusiastic admirer of Shakespeare, who was his
favorite poet; among orators, he was partial to Daniel Webster. He had the faculty of inspiring his pupils with the
love of the beautiful, both in ancient and modern literature. In our daily recitations, he laid a greater stress on
pointing out the beauties of a sentence and its construction, than he did on grammatical rules, moods and tenses.
He was a fine writer. His addresses and sermons were pointed and full of life. Like Dr. Arnold of Rugby, he aimed
to build character in his pupils and not to convert them into walking encyclopedias, or intelligent parrots. It was
through him that I was introduced to Addison, Goldsmith, Dickens, Sir Walter Scott, the Edinburgh Reviews,
Macaulay and Shakespeare, which formed the bulk of my reading while in Monson.
During my first year in the Monson Academy, I had no idea of taking a collegiate course. It was well
understood that I was to return to China at the end of 1849, and the appropriation was made to suit such a plan. In
the fall of 1848, after Wong Shing—the eldest of the three of us—had returned to China on account of his poor
health, Wong Foon and myself, who were left behind to continue our studies for another year, frequently met to
talk over future plans for the end of the prescribed time.
We both decided finally to stay in this country to continue our studies, but the question arose, who was going
to back us financially after 1849? This was the Gordian Knot. We concluded to consult Mr. Hammond and Mr.
Brown on the subject. They both decided to have the matter referred to our patrons in Hong Kong. Reply came
that if we wished to prosecute our studies after 1849, they would be willing to continue their support through a
professional course, if we were willing to go over to Scotland to go through the University of Edinburgh. This
was a generous and noble-hearted proposal.
Wong Foon, on his part, after much deliberation, decided to accept the offer and go over to Scotland at the end
of 1849, while, on my part, I preferred to remain in this country to continue my studies here with the view of
going to Yale. Wong Foon’s decision had relieved him of all financial anxieties, while the problem of how I was to
pay my education bills after 1849, still remained to be solved. But I did not allow the perplexites of the future to

582

disturb my peace of mind. I threw all my anxieties to the wind, trusting to a wise Providence to care for my future,
as it had done for my past.
Wong Foon and I, having taken our decisive steps, dropped our English studies at the close of the school year
of 1849, and in the fall of the same year we began the ABC’s of our classical course. In the summer of 1850, we
graduated from the academy. Wong Foon, by previous arrangements, went over to Scotland and entered the
University of Edinburgh. I remained in this country and finally entered Yale. It was fully a decade since we had
met for the first time in the Morrison School in Macao, in 1840, to become school-mates as well as classmates.
Now that link was broken.
Wong was in the University seven years. After completing his professional studies as a doctor, he returned to
China in 1857. He was a fine scholar. He graduated the third man in his medical class. He also distinguished
himself in his profession. His ability and skill secured for him an enviable reputation as one of the ablest surgeons
east of the Cape of Good Hope at that time. He had a fine practice in Canton, where the foreign residents retained
him as their physician in preference to European doctors. He was very successful and made quite a fortune before
his death, which took place in 1879. Both the native and foreign communities felt his loss. He was highly
respected and honored by Chinese and foreigners for his Christian character and the purity of his life.
*
Before entering Yale, I had not solved the problem of how I was to be carried through the collegiate course
without financial backing of a definite and well-assured character. It was an easy matter to talk about getting an
education by working for it, and there is a kind of romance in it that captivates the imagination, but it is altogether
a different thing to face it in a business and practical w.ay. So it proved to me, after I had put my foot into it. I had
no one except Brown, who had already done so much for me in bringing me to this country, and Hammond, who
fitted me for college.
To them I appealed for advice and counsel. I was advised to avail myself of the contingent fund provided for
indigent students. It was in the hands of the trustees of the academy and so well guarded that it could not be
appropriated without the recipient’s signing a written pledge that he would study for the ministry and afterwards
become a missionary. Such being the case, I made up my mind that it would be utterly useless for me to apply for
the fund.
However, a day was appointed for me to meet the trustees in the parsonage, to talk over the subject. They said
they would be too glad to have me avail myself of the fund, provided I was willing to sign a pledge that after
graduation I should go back to China as a missionary. I gave the trustees to understand that I would never give
such a pledge for the following reasons:
First, it would handicap and circumscribe my usefulness. I wanted the utmost freedom of action to avail myself
of every opportunity to do the greatest good in China. If necessary, I might be obliged to create new conditions, if
I found old ones were not favorable to any plan I might have for promoting her highest welfare.
In the second place, the calling of a missionary is not the only sphere in life where one can do the most good in
China or elsewhere. In such a vast empire, there can be hardly any limit put upon one’s ambition to do good, if
one is possessed of the Christ-spirit; on the other hand, if one has not such a spirit, no pledge in the world could
melt his ice-bound soul.
In the third place, a pledge of that character would prevent me from taking advantage of any circumstance or
event that might arise in the life of a nation like China, to do her a great service.
“For these reasons,” I said, “I must decline to give the pledge and at the same time decline to accept your kind
offer to help me. I thank you, gentlemen, very much, for your good wishes.”
Both Brown and Hammond afterwards agreed that I took the right view on the subject and sustained me in my
position. To be sure, I was poor, but I would not allow my poverty to gain the upper hand and compel me to barter
away my inward convictions of duty for a temporary mess of pottage.
During the summer of 1850, it seems that Brown who had been making a visit in the South to see his sister,
while there had occasion to call on some of the members of “The Ladies’ Association” in Savannah, Ga., to whom
he mentioned my case. He returned home in the nick of time, just after I had the interview with the board of
trustees of the academy. I told him of the outcome, when, as stated above, he approved of my position, and told
me what he had done. He said that the members of the association agreed to help me in college. On the strength of
that I gathered fresh courage, and went down to New Haven to pass my examination for entrance.
How I got in, I do not know, as I had had only fifteen months of Latin and twelve months of Greek, and ten
months of mathematics. My preparation had been interrupted because the academy had been broken up by the
Palmer & New London R. R.\fn{Railroad; Yung Wing uses abbreviations frequently. N.Y., Mass. and Ga. stand for New York,
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Massachusetts and Georgia, respectively}

that was being built close by. As compared with the college preparations of
nine-tenths of my classmates, I was far behind. However, I passed without condition. But I was convinced I was
not sufficiently prepared, as my recitations in the classroom clearly proved. Between the struggle of how to make
ends meet financially and how to keep up with the class in my studies, I had a pretty tough time of it. I used to
sweat over my studies till twelve o’clock every night the whole Freshman year. I took little or no exercise and my
health and strength began to fail and I was ebliged to ask for a leave of absence of a week. I went to East Windsor
to get rested and came back refreshed.
In the Sophomore year, from my utter aversion to mathematics, especially to differential and integral calculus,
which I abhorred and detested, and which did me little or no good in the way of mental discipline, I used to fizzle
and flunk so often that I really thought I was going to be dropped from the class, or dismissed from college. But
for some unexplained reasons I was saved from such a catastrophe, and I squeezed through the second year in
college with so low a mark that I was afraid to ask my division tutor, who happened to be Tutor Blodget, who had
me in Greek, about it. The only redeeming feature that saved me as a student in the class of 1854, was the
fortunate circumstance that I happened to be a successful competitor on two occasions in English composition in
my division. I was awarded the first prize in the second term, and the first prize in the third term of the year. These
prizes gave me quite an eclat in the college as well as in the outside world, but I was not at all elated over them on
account of my poor scholarship which I felt keenly through the whole college course.
Before the close of my second year, I succeeded in securing the stewardship of a boarding club consisting of
sophomores and juniors. There were altogether twenty members. I did all the marketing and served at the table. In
this way, I earned my board through the latter half of my college course.
In money matters, I was supplied with remittances from “The Ladies’ Association” in Savannah, and also
contributions from the Olyphant Brothers of New York. In addition to these sources of supply, I was paid for
being an assistant librarian to the “Brothers in Unity,” which was one of the two college debating societies that
owned a library, and of which I was a member.
In my senior year I was again elected librarian to the same Society and got $30.00. These combined sums were
large enough to meet all my cash bills; since my wants had to be finely trimmed to suit the cloth. If most of the
country parsons of that period could get along with a salary of $200 or $300 a year (supplemented, of course, with
an annual donation party, which sometimes carried away more than it donated), having as a general thing a large
family to look after, I certainly ought to have been able to get through college with gifts of nearly a like amount,
supplemented with donations of shirts and stockings from ladies who took an interest in my education.
The class of 1854, to which I had the honor and the good fortune to belong, graduated ninety-eight all told.
Being the first Chinaman who had ever been known to go through a first-class American college, I naturally
attracted considerable attention; and from the fact that I was librarian for one of the college debating societies
(Linonia was the other) for two years, I was known by members of the three classes above, and members of the
three classes below me. This fact had contributed toward familiarizing me with the college world at large, and my
nationality, of course, added piquancy to my popularity.
As an undergraduate, I had already acquired a factitious reputation within the walls of Yale. But that was
ephemeral and soon passed out of existence after graduation.
All through my college course, especially in the closing year, the lamentable condition of China was before my
mind constantly and weighed on my spirits. In my despondency, I often wished I had never been educated, as
education had unmistakably enlarged my mental and moral horizon, and revealed to me responsibilities which the
sealed eye of ignorance can never see, and sufferings and wrongs of humanity to which an uncultivated and
callous nature can never be made sensitive. The more one knows, the more he suffers and is consequently less
happy; the less one knows, the less he suffers, and hence is more happy.
But this is a low view of life, a cowardly feeling and unworthy of a being bearing the impress of divinity. I had
started out to get an education. By dint of hard work and self-denial I had finally secured the coveted prize and
although it might not be so complete and symmetrical a thing as could be desired, yet I had come right up to the
conventional standard and idea of a liberal education. I could, therefore, call myself an educated man and, as such,
it behooved me to ask,
“What am I going to do with my education?”
Before the close of my last year in college I had already sketched out what I should do. I was determined that
the rising generation of China should enjoy the same educational advantages that I had enjoyed; that through
western education China might be regenerated, become enlightened and powerful. To accomplish that object
became the guiding star of my ambition. Towards such a goal, I directed, all my mental resources and energy.
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Through thick and thin, and the vicissitudes of a checkered life from 1854 to 1872, I labored and waited for its
consummation.
*
In entering upon my life’s work which to me was so full of meaning and earnestness, the first episode was a
voyage back to the old country, which I had not seen for nearly ten years, but which had never escaped my mind’s
eye nor my heart’s yearning for her welfare. I wanted very much to stay a few years longer in order to take a
scientific course. I had taken up surveying in the Sheffield Scientific School just as that department was starting
into existence under Professor Norton. Had I had the means to prosecute a practical profession, that might have
helped to shorten and facilitate the way to the goal I had in view; but as I was poor and my friends thought that a
longer stay in this country might keep me here for good, and China would lose me altogether, I was for this and
other reasons induced to return. The scientific course was accordingly abandoned.
The persons who were most interested in my return to China were Pelatiah Perit of Messrs. Goodhue & Co.,
merchants in the China trade, and the Olyphant Brothers, who had taken such a lively interest eight years before
in helping me to come over in their ship, the Huntress. These gentlemen had no other motive in desiring me to
return to China than that of hoping to see me useful in Christianizing the Chinese, which was in harmony with
their well-known broad and benevolent characters.
On the 13th of November, 1854, the Rev. William Allen Macy, who went out to Hong Kong to take the place of
the Rev. Dr. Brown, as teacher in the Morrison Education Society School in 1845, went back to China as a
missionary under the American Board, and we were fellow-passengers on board the sailing clipper ship Eureka,
under Captain Whipple, of Messrs. Chamber, Heisser & Co., of New York.
Winter is the worst season of the year to go on an eastern voyage in a sailing vessel, via the Cape of Good
Hope. The northeast trade winds prevail then and one is sure to have head winds all the way. The Eureka, in
which Macy and myself were the only passengers, took that route to Hong Kong. We embarked on board of her as
she rode in midstream of the East River. The day was bleak and bitingly cold. No handkerchiefs were fluttering in
the air, waving a good voyage; no sound from the shore cheered us as the anchor was weighed, and as the tug
towed us out as far as Sandy Hook. There we were left to our own resources.
The sails were not furled to their full extent, but were reefed for tacking, as the wind was nearly dead ahead
and quite strong. We found the Eureka to be empty of cargo, and empty even of ballast of any kind; for that reason
she acted like a sailor who had just had his nip before he went out to sea. She tossed up and down and twisted
from right to left, just as though she had a little too much to keep her balance. It was in such a fashion that she
reeled her way from Sandy Hook to Hong Kong—a distance of nearly 18,000 nautical miles, which took her 154
days to accomplish. It was decidedly the most uninteresting and wearisome voyage I ever took in my life.
The skipper was a Philadelphian. He had the unfortunate habit of stuttering badly, which tended to irritate a
temper naturally quick and fiery. He was certainly a ludicrous object to look at. It was particularly in the morning
that he might be seen pacing the quarter deck, scanning the sky. This, by the spectator, was deemed necessary for
the skipper to work himself up to the right pitch, preliminary to his pantomimic performances in his battle with
the head wind.
All at once, he halted, stared at the quarter of the sky from whence the malicious head wind came. With a face
all bloated and reddened by intense exeitement, his eyes almost standing out of their sockets, and all ablaze with
uncontrollable rage, with arms uplifted, he would clutch his hair as if plucking it out by the roots, gnash his teeth,
and simultaneously he would jump up and down, stamping on the deck, and swear at the Almighty for sending
him head winds. The air for the moment was split with his revolting imprecations and blasphemous oaths that
were ejaculated through the laborious process of stammering and stuttering, which made him a most pitiable
object to behold. In the early part of the voyage it was a painful sight to see him working himself up to that pitch
of contortion and paroxysm of rage which made him appear more like an insane than a sane man, but as these
exhibitions were of daily occurrence for the greater part of the voyage, we came to regard him as no longer
deserving of sympathy and pity, but rather with contempt.
After his passion had spent its force, and he subsided into his calmer and normal mood, he would drop limply
into a cane chair, where he would sit for hours all by himself. For the sake of diversion, he would rub his hands
together, and soliloquize quietly to himself, an occasional smile breaking over his face, which made him look like
an innocent idiot.
Before the voyage was half through, the skipper had made such a fool of himself through his silly and insane
conduct about the wind, that he became the laughing stock of the whole crew, who, of course, did not dare to
show any outward signs of insubordination. The sailing of the vessel was entirely in the hands of the first mate,
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who was literally a sea-tyrant. The crew was composed of Swedes and Norwegians. If it had been made up of
Americans, the inhuman treatment by the officers might have driven them to desperate extremities, because the
men were overworked night and day in incessant tacking. The only time that they found a resting spell was when
the ship was becalmed in the tropics when not a breath of wind was to be had for several days at a time.
Referring to my diary kept in that memorable voyage—it took us nearly two weeks to beat up the Macassar
straits. This event tried our patience sorely. After it was passed, the skipper made the remark within the hearing of
the Rev. Macy that the reason he had bad luck was because he had a Jonah on board. My friend Macy took the
remark in a good-natured way and gave me a significant smile. We were just then discussing the feat of going
through the Macassar straits and I remarked in a tone just loud enough to be heard by the old skipper that if I had
charge of the vessel, I could take her through in less than ten days. This was meant as a direct reflection on the
poor seamanship of the old fellow (for he really was a miserable sailor), as well as to serve as a retaliation for
what he said a few minutes before, that there was a Jonah on board.
In the dead of winter, the passage to the East should have been taken around Cape Horn instead of the Cape of
Good Hope, in which case we would no doubt have had strong and fair wind all the way from New York to Hong
Kong, which would not only have shortened the voyage but also saved the captain a world of swearing and an
incalculable amount of wear and tear on his nervous system. But as a passenger only, I had no idea of the financial
motive back of the move to send the ship off perfectly empty and unballasted, right in the teeth of the northeast
monsoon. I would have been glad to go around Cape Horn, as that would have added a new route to my
journeying around the world, and furnished me with new incidents as well.
As we approached Hong Kong, a Chinese pilot boarded us. The captain wanted me to ask him whether there
were any dangerous rocks and shoals nearby. I could not for the life of me recall my Chinese in order to interpret
for him; the pilot himself understood English, and he was the first Chinese teacher to give me the terms in
Chinese for dangerous rocks and shoals. So the skipper and Macy, and a few other persons who were present at
the time, had the laugh on me, who, being a Chinese, yet was not able to speak the language.
*
My first thought upon landing was to walk up to the office of the China Mail, to pay my respects to Andrew
Shortrede, the proprietor and editor of the paper, and the friend who supported me for over a year, while I was in
Monson Academy. After seeing him and accepting his hospitality by way of an invitation to take up my quarters
in his house, I lost no time in hastening over to Macao to see my aged and beloved mother, who, I knew, yearned
to see her long-absent boy.
Our meeting was arranged a day beforehand. I was in citizen’s dress and could not conveniently change the
same for my Chinese costume. I had also allowed a pair of mustaches to grow, which, according to Chinese
custom, was not becoming for an unmarried young man to do. We met with tears of joy, gratitude and
thanksgiving. Our hearts were too full even to speak at first. We gave way to our emotions. As soon as we were
fairly composed, she began to stroke me all over, as expressive of her maternal endearment which had been held
in patient suspense for at least ten years.
As we sat close to each other, I gave her a brief recital of my life in America, for I knew she would be deeply
interested in the account. I told her that I had just finished a long and wearisome voyage of five months’ duration,
but had met with no danger of any kind; that during my eight years of sojourn in the United States, I was very
kindly treated by the good people everywhere; that I had had good health and never been seriously sick, and that
my chief object during the eight years was to study and prepare myself for my life work in China. I explained to
her that I had to go through a preparatory school before entering college; that the college I entered was Yale—one
of the leading colleges of the United States, and that the course was four years, which accounted for my long stay
and delayed my return to China. I told her that at the end of four years I had graduated with the degree of A.B.—
analogous to the Chinese title of Siu Tsai, which is interpreted “Elegant Talent;” that it was inscribed on a
parchment of sheep skin and that to graduate from Yale College was considered a great honor, even to a native
American, and much more so to a Chinese.
She asked me naïvely how much money it conferred. I said it did not confer any money at once, but it enabled
one to make money quicker and easier than one can who has not been educated; that it gave one greater influence
and power among men and if he built on his college education, he would be more likely to become the leader of
men, especially if he had a well-established character. I told her my college education was worth more to me than
money, and that I was confident of making plenty of money.
“Knowledge,” I said, “is power, and power is greater than riches. I am the first Chinese to graduate from Yale
College, and that being the case, you have the honor of being the first and only mother out of the countless
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millions of mothers in China at this time, who can claim the honor of having a son who is the first Chinese
graduate of a first-class American college. Such an honor is a rare thing to possess.”
I also assured her that as long as I lived all her comforts and wants would be scrupulously and sedulously
looked after, and that nothing would be neglected to make her contented and happy. This interview seemed to give
her great comfort and satisfaction. She seemed very happy over
After it was ended, she looked at me with a significant smile and said,
“I see you have already raised your mustaches. You know you have a brother who is much older than you are;
he hasn’t grown his mustaches yet. You must have yours off.”
I promptly obeyed her mandate, and as I entered the room with a clean face, she smiled with intense
satisfaction, evidently thinking that with all my foreign education, I had not lost my early training of being
obedient to my mother. And if she could only have read my heart, she would have found how every throb
palpitated with the most tender love for her. …
1830

208.132 A Letter From A Chancelloress To The Tung Wang\fn{by Fu Shan-hsiang (c.1830?- )} Nanking, China (F)
-1
Chancelloress of the left of the court, your maidservant, Fu Shan-hsiang, in extreme fear of her unpardonable
crime, humbly writes to His Highness, the Tung Wang:
I, your maidservant, have met with your high favor, but as my fortune is thin, calamity has arisen. In drunken
carelessness, by a slip of the tongue, I offended the Tung Wang. Were the Tung Wang to confer death upon this
maidservant, how could she dare begrudge him her death?
But now, by an excessive expression of mercy, execution has not been imposed; instead I have only been made
to wear the cangue as a display of light punishment. That your maidservant has been spared is truly the gift of
Your Highness. Had I only the intelligence of a dog or a horse, how could I not be grateful? But since I, your
maidservant, committed this crime, my inner heart has been sad and fearful and my thoughts unsettled, as though
I had lost my soul and spirit. Being frail and weak, I certainly cannot live long. Having the constitution of rushes
or willows, I have nevertheless been spared from the wind and frost.
Yet the life of an ant is not safe night or day. On my part, as a woman, I have had extraordinary fortune in
having been given administrative authority over women and having risen to heights in the feminine world.
Already gloriously fortunate to the extreme, what regrets would I have in death? However, considering that I, not
being in the ranks of imperial concubines, have been favored above three thousand beautiful girls and have been
specially invested with the authority of a chancelloress, I can find no means to express my deepest gratitude. With
regret I look back to your kind regard without which I can no longer sustain myself in this world; I only wish to
seek the bracelet and the grass\fn{ References to two folk-legends on the theme of repaying gratitude for saving a life } to repay
with gratitude in my next life.
The pair of gold bracelets which Your Majestgy kindly gave me, I, at the brink of death, return by messenger to
you, wrapped in some red gauze which I myself have worn. This, though not respectful, serves as a token of my
love. If your Highness should one day think of my humble service, when you see this it will be like seeing me,
your maidservant. I wish you ten thousand felicities in your everyday life, and hope you will enjoy the best of
health. Unable to say all I desire, I can only pray that you peruse this letter.
208.170 1. A Proclamation Urging Ch’ing Officers And Soldiers To Surrender Or Retreat 2. A Letter Presenting
Taiping Coins To Forrest 3. A Letter To Forrest Acknowledging The Recipt Of Wine 4. A Letter Welcoming
Forrest’s Visit 5. A Letter Declining To Purchase Silk Crepe From Forrest\fn{by Li Ming-ch’eng (c.1830?- )} Teng,
Kwangsi Province, China (M) 3
1
Li, of the Front of the Court, Sincere in Facing Heaven and Sun, Upholder of Heaven, Supporter of the Court
Principles, and the Yang Wang, sincerely proclaims the following to the officers and soldiers of the Ch’ing camps
that they all may know:
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It must be known that an army, before its utter defeat, will necessarily gain some minor victories, just as a
dying lamp will necessarily flare up before being extinguished. This reasoning is certain; it is an inevitable
circumstance. Now the portents that your Ch’ing dynasty is approaching the end of its fate, and the omens that our
dynasty is opened wide to an auspicious fate, have long been clearly evident, and I need not say more.
However, in the sixth month of this year, your state, lacking ability of its own, and borrowing and relying on
the schemes of the foreign barbarians, invaded our Wu-chiang, which, for the moment, owing to our lack of
military provisions, you have temporarily occupied. This is quite a common affair among military strategists and
is not to be considered unusual. Formerly, since our troops were engaged in the upper areas along the river, we
were somewhat lenient in exterminating and attacking. Who could have known that you would immediately take
advantage of this chance to break stealthily forth, coveting the provincial capital.\fn{ Soochow}
As you really should know, when Heaven’s heart has left you, of what use is human strength? At present, our
numerous troops from Chia-hsing and Hu-chou are advancing by both water and land, and when they join our
strong army at the provincial capital of Soochow, they will attack you from both sides and exterminate you by
encirclement. Your isolated stronghold and precariously held city will inevitably be wiped out and none will be
spared.
Yet we still think that you are not fools and that you must realize that the circumstances are hopeless. Since
Heaven cannot be defied, you should immediately contrive for yourselves some good plans, surrender the city and
camps at an early date, and offer your tribute. I, the titled one, love generals and soldiers most and certainly shall
not in the slightest way injure you. Those who are officers will still be promoted and granted high positions, and
those who are soldiers will also be given recommendations and rewards generously. Those who desire to return
home may do so if they please.
You must understand that this titled one’s purpose is earnest persuasion, that my words are like gold or jade,
and that I shall not abandon my pledge. If you are bound by your fathers, or wives and children, and hence not in
a position to pledge us your allegiance, you should then watch for the occasion and act, as soon as possible
dispersing your troops to a distant place, leaving us the city and the camps, thereby avoiding contact with our
spears and swords. This would also be a good plan. Moreover, that for which we are contending is the territory;
we bear no hatred or grudge against you.
You must make the decision yourselves and not leave cause for later regrets. You who are willing to surrender
will be allowed not more than seven days to send money and come to our camp, and I, the titled one, shall treat
you with special consideration. If you do not surrender, then retreat. If you are still irresolute and remain
obstinate, before long you shall be exterminated in one stroke. No distinction shall be made between jade and
stone, and alas, it will be too late to regret! Whether you obey or disobey, you should reply immediately.
The T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo of the Heavenly Father, the Heavenly Elder Brother, and the T’ien Wang, kuei-k’ai,
the thirteenth year, ninth month, sixth day.\fn{October 18, 1863}
2
Imperial guard of the nine gates of the Heavenly Court, the Chung Wang’s kinsman, the Ch’ou-t’ien-i, Li,
writes to His Excellency Mr. Forrest, Great Britain’s interpreter:
Since your visit to my residence the other day, I have been thinking of you and longing for you a great deal.
However, since state affairs have been numerous, I have not had my wish to pay you a visit. Because of your
interest in the sacred money coined by our country, you bade me procure some for you. Over this I am also
immensely delighted. Your Excellency’s friendly feelings have furthered my respect for you. Although I am
devoid of talent, you still honor me heartily with your friendship; within my heart my desires are fulfilled and I
wonder if I am worthy of your interest.
That your sailing will be smooth and favorable is sure without divination. Herewith I am presenting to you the
sacred money of our country, as you have requested. There are twenty dollars’ worth of silver coins and ten
dollars’ worth of copper coins. Would you please kindly accept them and keep them for your pleasure? If you do,
I will consider myself most fortunate.
Moreover, may I trouble you with my own private affair? Attached please find a gold watch; I wish to trouble
you to replace the crystal cover and to have it repaired for me. My words are as sincere as if my request were
made in person. I wish you happiness.
The ninth day of the fifth month of the eleventh year, hsin-yu,\fn{June 19, 186l} of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo of
the Heavenly Father, the Heavenly Elder Brother, and the T’ien Wang.
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3
Imperial guard of the nine gates of the Heavenly Court, founder of the dynasty, kinsman of the Chung Wang,
the Ch’ou-t’ien’i, Li, writes to His Excellency Mr. Forrest, Great Britain’s interpreter:
During your honorable sojourn in our humble country, you have honored me with your friendship. As
everything has been very simple and impolite in our treatment of you, I beseech your forgiveness.
Yesterday I received from you a liberal gift of six bottles of excellent wine. As during your honorable temorary
residence in our humble territory, we were still lacking in politeness, how can I venture to accept them when I am
not deserving? However, since we are being united in friendship, I have already accepted them with delight. And I
am addressing this letter to you to express my gratitude.
When some time ago I entrusted you with a foreign watch, begging that you replace the crystal for me, I was
already imposing on you. Today there is another “gold-coin” watch which is damaged. As we are lacking in
skilled workmen here to do repairing, and as I imagine that since your ship is provided with all sorts of
conveniences, there must be a skilled workman accompanying you, may I, overlooking the fact that I may be
annoying you with trifles, beseech you, in view of our friendship, to have this watch repaired for me? Then my
gratitude for your generous kindness will be without limit. For this I specially write this letter and respectfully
wish you noble peace.
The twelfth day of the fifth month of the eleventh year, hsin-yu,\fn{June 22, 1861} of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo.
4
The imperial guard of the nine gates of the Heavenly Court, and kinsman of the Chung Wang, Li, writes in
reply to Mr. Forrest, Great Britain’s imperially appointed interpreter, for his perusal:
Yesterday I received your letter, in which I learned of Your Excellency’s arrival at this city, and in which you
asked me to dispatch a boat at ten o’clock today and to bring a horse to await you; of all this I am well informed.
Therefore I am today specially dispatching my humble messenger in a small boat, to come thither. I hope you will
p]ease go at once on board the boat and honor us by coming to hold an interview with us, so that we can talk over
things that have happened since we last parted.
I am very much obliged to you for your kindness in having my foreign watch repaired for me; my gratitude for
your friendliness has not been sufficiently expressed, and I shall thank you again in person. With best wishes, I
beg your thorough perusal.
The fourteenth day of the sixth month of the eleventh year, hsin-yu,\fn{July 25, 1861} of the T’ai-p’ing T’ienkuo, and the T’ien Wang.
5
Imperial guard of the nine gates of the Heavenly Court, founder of the dynasty, imperial kinsman, and the
Ch’ou-t’ien-i, Li, writes in reply to His Excellency Forrest, Great Britain’s imperially appointed interpreter:
Yesterday I had the honor of receiving your esteemed letter; how can I express my immense delight? With
regard to your purchase of silk crepe for me, you pointed out that it is now available and bade me, in case I should
need some, place my order immediately. You also inquired about the sacred money and model character sheets.
All these I have noted.
Regarding the silk crepe, since you have bought it for me, how can I now decline your offer? But as business
transactions are always subject to change at any time, and as yesterday I happened to have the opportunity, I
bought an amount quite sufficient for my use; therefore I am not in a position to buy any more today. I hope Your
Excellency will sell the silk crepe somewhere else, since that would be more convenient.
As for the sacred money of my humble country, today I have managed to get for you one dollar of a “big
flower” coin, which I respectfully present to you for your amusement, in order to express my friendly feelings.
With regard to the character copy sheets, because since earliest times in China there have been four celebrated
calligraphers, and also ten or more exceptionally talented ones, and because there are all kinds of styles among
them, I am at a loss as to which style you would prefer to use. I am devoid of talent or learning and have not been
able to make a complete collection of writings. Moreover, at a time when my country is engaged in warfare and
all things are incomplete, I am really ashamed to reply to your inquiries.
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For my many ungrateful acts, I hope that you will not reprimand me. Here I am sending my humble
messenger, bringing to you the dollar of sacred money; I shall be much obliged if you accept it.
Also, of that excellent wine which some days ago you sent me as a gift, please send me several jars more. Or
let me trouble you to buy them for me. This is my earnest request. Please forgive me for not being respectful; I
shall express my gratitude for your fine feelings another day.
With this I wish you happiness in your meritorious service, and I earnestly hope to present the above for your
intelligent perusal. There are many more things to be said which I trust you will take for granted.
The eleventh day of the seventh month of the eleventh year, hsin-yu,\fn{August 21, l86l} of the T’ai-p’ing T’ienkuo of the Heavenly Father, the Heavenly Elder Brother, and the T’ien Wang.
208.123 1. A Proclamation Urging Reverence Of The Correct Way 2. Instructions For Ch’en Yü’Ch’eng On
Defense 3. A Petition Requesting Printing Of a Book Of Military Regulations 4. Report On a Reconnaissance
Mission 5. Report To Shih Ta-k’ai On Defense 6. A Ship’s Pass\fn{by Ch’in Jih-kang (c.1830?-1856)} Kuei-hsien,
Kwangsi Province, China (M) 2
1
Ch’in, the Yen Wang of the true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, issues this proclamation for the
purpose of advising and instructing the four classes of people of the prefectures and districts to make haste to
revere the true Way and not suffer delusion by the devil, thereby becoming subject to execution by Heaven.
Because the Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother have munificently opened the heavenly grace, they
personally ordered the true Sovereign, the T’ien Wang, to descend to earth to destroy incorrectness and maintain
correctness, and furthermore dispatched the Tung Wang to assist with the carrying out of court principles, and to
bring harmony and peace to the black-haired people. Now in the [?] month, they have further ordered me, the Yen
Wang, to lead my mighty troops, one million strong, throughout all the world. Those who are good and virtuous
must be saved, and devils and bandits must be exterminated. All you four classes of people will now live
peacefully and work happily, and you will forever enjoy Heaven’s unlimited blessings.
But good and bad people are not alike. Although there are many who revere Heaven and recognize the
Sovereign, there are also not a few who lightly believe rumors. Recently, there have been lawless people who
have willingly accepted the delusions of the devil. They talk wildly and irresponsibly; they snatch the wind and
catch the shadows and shake and disturb men’s hearts, causing foolish people to vex and disturb one another.
Aside from strictly ordering my officers and soldiers to investigate and arrest rumormongers to this end, I
specially proclaim that all you four classes of people should awaken; you should not give rise to undue fears.
Moreover, the various prefectures and districts have already organized local corps, and though there may be some
remnants of the demons pushing through, it will not be difficult to exterminate them at one instant. After this is
proclaimed, each must content himself with his position and continue his business. If you are again shaken, on
that occasion the heavenly law will have no favorites; within a family, the old and young will all be executed,
sparing none. Most urgently tremble and obey, and do not violate this. These are the instructions.
2
Ch’in Jih-kang, the Yen Wang of the true Heavenly-mandated T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, instructs the right thirtieth
senior secretary of the court, younger brother Ch’en Yü-ch’eng, and also the commanders, generals, corps
commandants, and other officials, to know this:
Now, on the twenty-fourth day of the eighth month,\fn{ September 29, 1854} I have received and perused the
report of the younger brother and others in every detail. Yet, as for the territory of Ch’i-chou, although at present
there are a few remaining demons who periodically come to make trouble, I hope that the younger brother and
others will build strong encampments there, discipline the soldiers, be cautious and alert, give their strictest
attention to defense, and not allow the demons to enter. Also, you must constantly expound the desires and
principles of Heaven and instruct the masses of the troops to be courageous in exterminating the demons. In all
matters, the Heavenly Father directs and the Heavenly Elder Brother sustains. Do not be alarmed. As for military
and other matters, comply strictly as before with the Tung Wang’s instructions, and your actions will be correct.
For this purpose I specially issue these instructions; when instructions arrive, comply strictly. Do not disobey
these instructions.
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3
This humble titleholder, Ch’in Jih-kan, kneels and petitions in memorial to the Comforter, the wind of the Holy
Ghost, the Ho-nai Teacher, the Redeemer from sickness, the Assistant on the Left, the Chief of Staff, the Tung
Wang, chiu-ch’ien-sui, ch’ien-sui, ch’ien-ch’ien-sui.\fnA{Literally: “nine thousand years, a thousand years, a thousand
thousand years,” an honorific address for the Tung Wang } I report clearly for the purpose of beseeching your favor and
liberal pardon.
Graced by the munificently-granted heavenly favor of the Heavenly Father and the Heavenly Elder Brother,
the T’ien Wang’s liberal grace, and our Tung Wang’s generous and abundant favor, this humble title-holder has
gone to the region of the upper\fn{Yangtze} to inspect water routes and strengthen defenses. In addition, graced by
our Tung, Wang’s issuance of the book Military Regulations and Signals on Troop Operation, this humble
titleholder, after kneeling and reading it, was boundlessly grateful. It is sufficient to show that our Tung Wang is
ever diligent, and in planning military strategy and national affairs, no detail is left incomplete.
This humble titleholder has inspected the soldiers in the field. All are newly-enlisted brothers and have not as
yet been able to familiarize themselves with the camp regulations. Thus, although not presuming to overstep my
bounds, I have taken our Tung Wang’s book of Regulations and Signals, selected the more important items, and
ordered the official engravers to engrave, print, and issue one copy to each of the various chiefs in all the offices.
These instructions are to be transmitted to the soldiers and others under their command, who have been ordered to
study them assiduously from time to time, and respectfully keep them in their hearts. Thus we shall not be
ungrateful for the sincere intentions shown by our Tung Wang in planning military strategy and national affairs.
This humble titleholder, very bravely presenting these reckless considerations, does not yet know whether they
are proper or not. For this reason I report in memorial and humbly beg our Tung Wang’s golden judgment, and
respectfully pray that you may enjoy a golden peace.
4
This humble titleholder, Ch’in Jih-kang, kneels and reports to the Master of Lightning, Commander in Chief of
the Left Army, the I Wang, wu-ch’ien-sui, ch’ien-sui, ch’ien-ch’ien-sui,\fn{Literally: “five thousand years, a thousand
years, a thousand thousand years,” an honorific address for the I Wang } for the purpose of reporting clearly on the
investigation of topographical conditions, and to request the favor of a noble decision.
Graced by the favor of Heaven, the favor of the Sovereign, and the profound and munificent favor of our I
Wang, this humble titleholder proceeded into the regions of Hupeh and Anhwei to inspect the river courses in
order to secure our defenses. During this inspection of topographical conditions along the Yangtze River, this
humble titleholder learned that in the vicinity of P’eng-tse mien there is a Mount Hsiao-ku, which lies in the
middle of the river. The watercourses along its sides are, compared to other places, very narrow. Moreover, this
spot, being the key to the waterways of the lower Yangtze in Hupeh and Anhwei, is of the greatest strategic
importance. This humble titleholder wishes to erect encampments along both sides of the river at the said location,
to send appropriate officers in command of soldiers there for garrison and guard duty, and to erect a wooden
rampart of planks\fn{On the island} in the middle of the river, which can be used as a gun emplacement and can be
set on occasion on the water. This device could be used not only for defense against the spying of demon vessels
but also for the purpose of inspecting passing ships.
This humble titleholder presents with great daring such reckless suggestions, and not knowing whether they
are correct or not, has not dared usurp authority. Prostrate, I beseech that, following our I Wang’s noble decision,
he request in memorial the Tung Wang’s golden decision and orders, with which I shall comply. Because of my
investigation of topographical conditions, I submit this report and respectfully wish you noble peace.
5
This humble titleholder, Ch’in Jih-kang, kneels and reports in memorial to the Master of Lightning,
Commander in Chief of the Left Army, the I Wang, wu-ch’ien-sui, ch’ien-sui, ch’ien-ch’ien-sui,\fn{ Literally: “five
thousand years, a thousand years, a thousand thousand years,” an honorific address for the I Wang }for the purpose of replying and
reporting clearly.
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At the ssu period\fn{9:00-11:00AM} on the twentieth day of the tenth month\fn{ November 25, 1854} at the T’ienchia-chen temporary headquarters, I respectfully received your noble instructions issued on the thirteenth day of
the tenth month.\fn{November 18} I have respectfully learned that, due to the great manifestation of the power
and ability of the Heavenly Father and Heavenly Elder Brother, the vast favor of the T’ien Wang, and the majestic
virtue of our I Wang, regarding the remnant demons at Chien-te,\fn{ In southern Anhwei} orders had already been
given the chief chancellor of the Winter Department, Lo Ta-kang\fn{ Commander Lai Kuei-ying} and others; and on
the tenth day of this month\fn{November 15} they exterminated three to four hundred remnant demons at the said
place. The remaining demons fleeing in disorder, escaped to distant places. Chitn-te and vicinity have already
been pacified.
As for the director of studies of Hsing-kuo chou, Hu Wan-chih, and the several han-lin of the heavenly
examinations who manage the civil affairs at the two prefectures of Ch’ih-chou and Huang-chou, this humble
titleholder has been ordered to retain them temporarily at the said places to manage affairs and to await
respectfully the golden instructions of the Tung Wang for a final decision. This humble titleholder certainly shall
act in strict compliance.
Graced by our I Wang’s diligent instructions on military affairs, this humble titleholder has been ordered to
exert himself to the utmost in directing his officers and men in the defense of T’ien-chia-chen and vicinity, and to
construct strong encampments before leading the troops into direct assault. This humble titleholder, the royal
kinsman, elder brother Wei Chlin, the right thirty-first senior secretary of the court, Tseng Feng-chuan, and
various commanders and generals, have decided to maintain constant control over the troops and to give special
attention to the strictest defense. Prostrate, I beg our I Wang to put his mind at ease and to enjoy felicity. For this
reason, I reverently submit this report and respectfully wish you supreme peace.
6
Ch’in, the Yen Wang of the true Heavenly-ordained T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, issues this pass for the purpose of
permitting the examination of boats which come and go on the river courses, and permitting the seizure of
disloyal and traitorous persons hiding thereon:
At this time the boat of Wang Ta-yüan, imperial attendant in charge of cooking oil and salt of the Rear Twelfth
Army, shall sail to Ch’i-chou to destroy the demons. There are thirty-five brothers and eight sailors under Wang’s
command, and ten cannons with lead shot and powder aboard.
The inspectors along the way shall investigate clearly and determine that there are neither more nor less than
the proper number of men, only then permitting them to proceed. If the number of men is not found to tally, and
the situation appears suspicious, then seize all and investigate. Comply with this.
Issued on the eighteenth day of the ninth month of the fourth year,\fn{ October 23, 1854} chia-yin, of the T’aip’ing T’ien-kuo.
268.5 1. On The Road Between Jiaozhou And Laizhou 2. Stopping For The Night At A Mountain Inn And
Listening To The Rain 3. On The Night Of The Fifteenth Of The Eighth Month, I Think Of My Father (Who Is
Serving In The Metropolitan Area) 4. On A Spring Day Longing For Home 5. One poem of “Poems In The
Ancient Style From The Year gengshen,\fn{1860} Four Poems 6. Written In A Besieged City 7. Journeying To
Weiyang 8. The Inn At Nanliu 9. Fleeing From The Bandits By Taking To The Sea 10. Returning To Our Old
House In West Village 11. Traveling, Three Poems 12. Memories After The Destruction Of Our Library 13. Sent
To Younger Lady Yao 14. Living In A Village 15. Fighting South Of The City 16. How Mournful\fn{by Li Changxia
(c.1830-c.1880)} nr. Jiaozhou, Shandong Province, China (F) 5
1
My carriage stops by the ancient road,
The dense trees cold in the setting sun:
The falling leaves almost hide our way,
The distant bells are largely in the clouds.
The brook’s waters are swollen after the rain,
The mountain’s colors are split up by the mist.
Gazing back at my hometown not far away,
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My heart is filled with a tangle of sorrows.
2
We are going to stop for the night at this mountain inn,
For in the rocky ravines the evening mist has thickened.
The out-of-the-way path leads through fragrant grasses,
The unused gate is blocked off by masses of pine trees.
A weak lamp: the rain at midnight,
In bed: the bell from beyond the brook.
When tomorrow we come down the mountain,
The peaks will be hidden by clouds all around.
3
As the dew settles I await the crickets’ cry,
Pacing up and down along the empty steps.
Shiny stars appear through the clouds,
And a chilly moon rises by the door.
Dreams wander to the far Sanggan River,
And over Jinan, the autumn sky is high.
As we gaze at each other, I pity my little brother.
He too must still be able to remember the Capital.
4
On the empty steps grow all shades of green,
The unmoving grasses entice the bright sun.
Butterflies appear chasing falling petals,
Swallows flit by with bits of willow floss.
My many sorrows doubled by dreams:
Long separated I envy those who return.
I gaze into the distance toward Peking
My desire for the source thwarted so long.
5
A guest arrived from a faraway place,
He said he was a peasant from Hubei:
“There is misfortune all through the South,
And not a single family has been spared.
The great generals celebrate daily,
Sending in their reports of victory.
But, alas, their exhausted troops
Melt away like floating clouds.
Everywhere places are being plundered and looted,
There is no distinction between rebels and soldiers.
It is not that the nature of Heaven is to love warfare:
The hordes of bandits are all starving peasants.”
6
Bereft of assistance: the orphaned city so small—
And no geese fly over it under the autumn sky.
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Now the common people are in such straits,
What will be the outcome of the defense?
The drums of alarm are close by at midnight,
And so many fires of distress flare up at dusk.
Those in authority have laid the best of plans:
When will they bring this cruel war to a close?
7
Yesterday we departed from the banks of the Jiao
To make the long and distant journey to Qianzhou.
In the villages we saw hardly any signs of life,
As under the cold sky the road stretched out.
Rough wooden doors closed in the daytime,
Ashes and charred ruins still scattered about.
A number of old widowed women
Told me their story, faces covered with tears:
“Last spring when we sowed the summer wheat,
Bandits came to the southern part of the district.
The wheat fields became their battleground,
The wheat sprouts became their horses’ fodder.
Without the wheat we might still have survived,
Were it not that in autumn there appeared Pious Liu:\fn{The name of a local bandit leader}
The young and strong became the bandits’ coolies,
The old and feeble died by the side of the road.
Their souls remain but cannot yet be summoned,
For there are no bones one can go and gather.
He who dies as an official earns great glory,
His good name remembered for a thousand years.
He who dies as a soldier earns a rich reward,
How bountiful are the Emperor’s good graces!
But when we peasants die we simply vanish,
Just like water bubbles floating on the stream!
They leave behind them a tender infant son,
They leave behind their white-haired mothers,
Their farms are lost and cannot be recovered,
And still the taxes of the state must be paid.
Those who have died are gone away forever,
Those still living are constantly beset by cares.”
8
Oh fierce, so fierce, the northern wind is bitter cold,
Dipping and swaying, the light of the lamp’s candle.
I cannot sleep because of the journey’s sorrow,
Troubled and worried, the cold night drags on.
My youngest daughter in her threadbare clothes,
Lies at my side, tossing and turning about,
“Where are we going this time,” she asks,
“Trudging and tramping, where will we end?”
Hearing these words, I am deeply moved,
My tears pour down, dampening my clothes.
Long ago, whenever I thought of my parents,
I regretted not living in the same district as they.
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But now that we are getting closer to them,
I feel myself becoming even more distressed.
When one has a home, one is attached to the soil,
If one hasn’t a home, why should one feel pain?
I get up and gaze at the moon in the window,
Then looking around, I see the moon on the bed.
The pines and cypresses more distant every day,
How can I console them with annual sacrifices?
9
The endless expanse of blue ocean opens itself to my gaze,
The mountain forms of the two Laos tower high in the dusk.
A terrible wrath rising to heaven shakes the stars and planets,
A fierce storm whips up a flood that overturns rocks and isles.
Around the beaches, the evil miasma becomes even worse at dusk,
In the orphaned city, the painted horn sounds more mournful at night.
How can we endure this raging rampage of mounted troops!
Surely the government soldiers will come to our rescue!
10
For three years this was our house in West Village:
Upon returning once again, my thoughts are stirred.
Arriving at the gate, I think I see my mother,
As in a dream, I remember when I first arrived.
The snow is gone and moss covers the roof,
The spring is cold, no willows turning gold.
But there in the courtyard the old crows
Still fly up to roost on rooftop and branch.
11
The sporadic willows hide the lonely village,
And the sinking light sets on the misty ranges.
Huts have been built up against the rocks,
And hibiscus planted along the dear stream.
In distant gardens scattered yellow flowers,
And new rushes upraise their purple plumes.
The last rays illuminate the level fields:
High and low the shadow of “grain and millet.”\fn{One of the poems in the Book of Odes describes how the ruins of a former capital
have become overgrown with grains and millet}
The sight makes one yearn for a hidden retreat,
What is the point of wishing for a fancy mansion?
*
I drive my carriage along the foot of Ox Mountain;
Dried-up tumbleweeds roll through the yellow dust.
On the cold mountain the spring grasses are short,
And in the fierce storm the hoary pine trees moan.
Among them lies the grave of a king of Qi,
Overgrown and ruined by tares and weeds.
On top of the grave, hungry crows caw,
While all around it, mice dig their holes.
But the white bones know nothing anymore
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Of all the desires he cherished when alive.
So let me go on and on, and never look back—
For if I look back again, my heart will shatter.
*
Yesterday I left from the city of towers,
Today I pass by the village of Fu Sheng.
The overgrown mound is not plowed in spring,
The damaged stele, though broken, still juts out.
Hungry rabbits run off hipping and hopping,
Startled squirrels scamper up medlars and pines.
I recall how in the days of the First Emperor
Fu Sheng served as an Erudite Scholar.
Knowing early on that books would be burned,
He hid his traces and returned to his hometown.
Asking for only sweet-grass to eat, he relied
On his daughter to help him pass on the Classics.
As he was old and weary, nothing could be done,
To transgress the norms is a cause for shame.
How despicable was that Master Shusun,
Who with his court rituals flattered the ruler.
12
The shelves with five thousand books
Completely destroyed by a single torch.
Everyone suffered the same cataclysm,
So how dare I even speak of this grief?
With our library gone, the boys can be lazy,
By the idle window the long day bores them.
Reciting poems, I feel sorry for my young daughter,
As on an empty stomach I explain the “Three Tangs”.\fn{Referring to Early, High and Late, the three major periods in the development of
Tang poetry}
13
To Fujian’s mountains it is seven thousand miles,
For twelve years now there’ve been alarms of war.
There is no way of knowing if in the bright mirror
Your head as well has become covered with snow.
14
A rainfall has dispelled the lingering summer heat,
Longing for home, autumn has again come around.
The first frost can be seen mostly on the bamboo,
And even short dreams only give rise to sorrow.
The ancient leaves are enveloped by cobwebs,
And on the bright moss, snails leave their trail.
We’ve been in this village for about three years,
And we still don’t know when we can go home.
15
Fighting to the south of the city,
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The south of the city in the wilds:
Brave soldiers pursue the defeated,
Not even stopping when night falls.
*
How long will the horsemen fight the remaining bandits?
For there is a rumor that today their commander has died.
Green fireflies illuminate the field where skeletons converse,
It must be they were companions-in-arms a long time ago.
The general has died in battle, his bones not yet recovered:
Who in the camp will beat the big drum at the feast?
16
I had a younger brother staying in Hebei,
Still young, but with nowhere to settle down.
Last year returning from the examinations,
On the way home, he died in Zhengzhou.
Nothing in this human life is constant,
Disaster and fortune befall as by chance.
When last we parted it was for ten years;
But with this parting we’ll never meet again.
Last night you appeared in my dream,
Your pale face just as when you were alive.
Looking distressed, you were about to speak,
But before you spoke, I woke up with a start.
Along the Yangzi the autumn rains are heavy,
And in the morning storms, no one can cross.
Where is there a place for your spirit to rest?
Oh how desolate are those green maple trees.
284.16 Excerpt from Ch’ing-chi wai-chiao shih-liao: “A Secret Proposal” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is
taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Liu K’un-I (1830-1902)} Xinning, Hunan Province, China
(M) 1
Liu K’un-I, Imperial Commissioner and Governor-general of Liangchiang, submits a secret report of a great
plan to ally with Russia for opposing Japan, in order to consolidate the defense of the second capital\fn{Fengtien,
whither the Court had fled} and to strengthen the whole situation:
Your minister notes that diplomatic relations between Chinese and foreigners have continued for thirty years
until the present day, when the matter is even more difficult to handle. China’s use of hard and soft policies should
stress their modification according to the times. The chances of all countries being friendly or hostile to us are
guided by circumstance.
After the war in Annam, when China failed to handle the issue properly, we were considerably despised by all
countries. This time, when we negotiated peace with Japan, we made too many compromises which encouraged
the gradual inception of a waylaying policy—glaring at us like tigers, all the various powers seek to find a plump
spot to bite into us.
We estimate that our power is inferior to theirs, so we must quickly make an international alliance as a means
of seeking assistance. According to your minister’s humble understanding, the impending disaster from other
countries is still slow in coming, but that from Japan is imminent. This is because she is close to us; after she has
obtained Taiwan and Liaotung, the way for her entrance will be even more convenient, as if her army could start
directly from our pillow and mat—it can invade any part of our territory at will …
But Russia does not want Japan to be strong, and Japan’s invasion of our Three Eastern Provinces\fn{ I.e.,
Manchuria} makes Russia even more jealous. Thus, by the Sino-Japanese peace treaty\fn{ Of Shimonoseki} we had
already ceded Liaotung to Japan, but Russia, France, and Germany compelled her to return it to China.
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Is Russia doing this especially for us? She is, at the same time, working for herself. If we take this opportunity
to establish close relations with her, for mutual assistance, and also give her some concessions, Russia will surely
be glad to comply.
Even though this move cannot protect our various coastal provinces, Japan certainly will not dare to covet the
territory of the Three Eastern Provinces, which are close to Russia … If these provinces were lost, how could the
dynasty maintain its foundation, and how could our Emperor face his ancestors?
That is why, whenever your minister thinks of this, he cannot keep his heart from palpitating and his muscles
from twitching.
Some people say that Russia is adjacent to the widest stretch of Chinese territory and that in the future she will
certainly do harm to China. Heretofore, your minister was also of the same opinion. Now he is inclined to think
that this statement is wrong.
It also depends upon how we are going to console or control her. Russia’s territory is already very large and,
moreover, she is well known for her good faith and righteousness. She has had good relations with us for two
hundred years and several decades, during which time there was no war at all. This is really a rare thing in all
times. Formerly\fn{1881} she returned Ili\fn{Now the Ili Kazakh Autonomous Prefecture} to us, and this time she
cooperated with France and Germany to struggle against Japan for the return of Liaotung to China, an even
greater favor than before; and yet some suspect her of having other ambitions, and would no longer associate with
her in sincerity. That is, the nation which is cooperative with us, we keep at a distance; and toward the nation
which is magnanimous to us, we are stingy. Soon they will say that it is not worthwhile to help China, and our
position will become even more isolated.
As long as Sino-Russian relations are permanently solid, Japan and other countries will have scruples and will
not go to the extreme of considering China non-existent, and cunningly seek to start trouble.
1831

274.81 From Her Poetry Collection Cuiluoge Shici Gao\fn{by Ling Zhiyuan aka Yuanchai (1831-1852)} Qiantang,
Zhejiang Province, China (F) 1
1
Face covered by a round fan of white silk, or dressed in yellow garments,
They call the companions to rush into the fragrant carriage.
Only because humans are unaware of the immortal Jade Peak,
The precious flowers begin to favor the Tangchang Temple.
2
Having gentle-looking eyebrows, shge looks young,
Her sesame-based diet bears a special aroma.
On one chi of yinghuang, the newly-made silky paper,
Using tiny characters, she embroiders the Lotus Sutra.
3
A party at the Jasper Terrace has started, and the wine cellar has been opened,
Guests are listening to the music made by sring musical insruments and colorful phoenixes.
Many maids are polaying divine music,
Among the newly comosed musical works, Dong Shuangcheng’s ranks the first.
4
Remarkable! Where did this guest come from?
He claimed to have come from the south of Mount Kongtong.
Master Guancheng himself transmitted to me the secret of immortality.
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Whipping the phoenixes, we quickly finished packing.
He urges me to rearrange my rosy Daoist costume,
And helps me put on a cloud-like skirt.
He whispers to me without raising his voice:
“Queen Mother at the Jasper Pond is celebrating her birthday with wine today.
The coral is higher than the tree branches,
The huge pearl hung underneath the neck of the black dragon is as big as a dipper.”
I kowtow towards the direction of the Jasper Pond nine times in respect.
Jade Girl in the game of pitch pot laughs out loud,
Gold Boy, holding the wine cup, pours guests wine.
Once this wine touches one’s lips,
Heavenly men and women will both live forever.
Lend me the whip of the God of Thunder,
Ride on my covered carriage from the Goddess of Cloud.
The girl Fragrance is pushing my carriage,
And she drives me back gracefully.
Blue Bird flies from the southeast,
Sending a letter to my desk:
On the top, it reads: “We have been longing for you.”
At the bottom, it asks: “Why have you been unwilling to join?”
Alas,
Who does not yearn for immortality?
I pity my mundane form for having not succeeded in cultivation.
274.87a To The Melody Spring with Green Peaches\fn{by Ruan Enbluan aka Meichuan (1831-1854)} Yizheng, Jiangsu
Province, China (F) -1 (MMMD)
The scenery along the Qiantang River is marvelous.
Heaven and Earth are endless and empty.
Let me take this hideaway as a place of interest
That comforts me.
Boundless clouds
And drizzly rain,
Green pine trees dotting the peaks.
Without realizing it, I myself have merged into this painting,
How could I expect such an encounter during my sojourning?
208.190 1. Instructions To Tseng T’ien-yang On The Military Situation 2. A Proclamation Summoning Men Of
Talent 3. Shih T’a-k’ai’s Reply To Tseng Kuo-fan 4. A Proclamation Urging The People Of Fou-chou To
Surrender 5. A Letter To Wang, The Head Of A Thousand Households 6. A Letter To T’ang Yu-keng On Truce
Arrangements 7. The Confession Of Shih T’a-K’ai\fn{by Shih T’a-K’ai (1831-1863)} Kuei-hsien, Kwangsi Province,
China (M) 7
1
Shih Ta-k’ai, Master of Lightning, Commander in Chief of the Left Army, and the I Wang of the true
Heavenly-mandated T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, instructs the second chief chancellor of the Autumn Department,
younger brother Tseng T’ien-yang, to know this:
On the twenty-fourth day of the sixth month\fn{ July 30, 1854} I received and perused the report of the younger
brother and the others. The elder brother has already been informed. As for the reportedly serious troublemaking
of the demons, the difficulties in securing victories, and your fears that the walls and moats of Yüeh-chou will be
difficult to defend, the elder brother has already put these matters in a report and memorialized his highness the
Tung Wang. After I receive my instructions, I will again issue instructions for your information.
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The younger brother and others in the field must be alert and flexible in every matter, and remain constantly on
guard. If the walls and moats of Yüeh-chou become too difficult to hold, the younger brother and others shall
retreat down the river, erect strong encampments, and calmly await the Tung Wang’s instructions, with which you
shall comply. Do not neglectfully fall into error.
Everything awaits the Heavenly Father’s munificent display of Heaven’s grace, the great manifestation of his
power and ability. Let the demons fly ahead on their side; in the end it will be hard to escape the devices of the
Heavenly Father and the Heavenly Elder Brother. Constantly expound this principle to the troops; do not permit
them to hold other ideas. For this reason, I specially issue these instructions. When instructions arrive, strictly
comply. Do not disobey these instructions.
2
Concerning the summoning of men of virtue and talent to elevate the Han and crush the Manchu, in order to
cause the spread of righteousness:
Be it known that we should not have tolerated for so long the pollution of the land of the Han by the stench of
the Manchu barbarians. Why not completely wash away the disgrace of barbarian contamination with the people’s
indignation? Regrettably, when the great principles of the Chu house\fn{ The family name of the emperors of the Ming
Dynasty (1368-1644AD)} were not enforced, the wretches of Pai Shan\fn{ A mountain range in Manchuria, the legendary cradle
of the ruling house of Ch’ing } became ruthless. Wu San-kuei\fn{ The Ming general who, in 1644, opened the gates of the Great
Wall of China to let in the Manchu soldiers who ultimately overthrew the Ming Dynasty } sought aid by bowing in the foreign
bandits; the Eight Banners\fn{The administrative divisions into which all Manchu families were placed } took advantage of the
situation to enter China. Thereupon, they occupied our territory, brought confusion to our hats and gowns,
changed our custom of mourning dress, and destroyed our rules of human relationships. They cut our hair and
shaved our beards, and spoiled our Yao-Shun-Yu-T’ang appearance. \fn{ An allusion to four legendary Chinese emperors of
antiquity: Yao, of the T’ang Dyansty; Shun of the Yü; the Yü who was the first emperor of the Hsia Dynasty, and T’ang, the first of the
Shang} In selling offices and titles, they suppressed the disciples of I Yin, Chou Kung, Confucius, and Mencius.

They forced the heroic and valiant of our glorious and great nation to bow their heads and salute a barbarian as
their ruler.
The majestic empire’s sons and daughters, jade and brocade, were gathered together and all shamelessly turned
over as tribute to the Manchu barbarians. There is no greater shame than this! The stream of calamities has been
inexhaustible! Those who have human spirit rightfully gnash their teeth. Those who nurse the common
indignation all the more must feel bitter at heart.
Now fortunately our true Sovereign is putting an end to this outrage, on behalf of Heaven. The I Wang is
striking down the guilty and saving the people. He craves worthy men as water when thirsty. He treats the
scholars as guests.
As for all the comrades of many talents and many accomplishments and friends in the cultural and military
field, he is not at all sparing in awarding titles and rewards and has never failed to give recognition to the virtuous
and talented. If the soldiers are made to put forth their utmost effort, what reason is there to fear that the Tartars
will be difficult to annihilate? The royal spirit is rising in Chiang-nan. How should there be no worthy men of
renown in Che-tung? Now at this time, in the wu-wu year,\fn{1858} our nation has liberated Chekiang province.
You, the multitude of scholars, have long been possessed by a sense of unfulfilled aspirations. Why not come out
of your huts?
For this reason this proclamation is specially issued. I expect that you scholars and people will, with unanimity,
understand this.
To serve the barbarians with folded hands is our shame. If we willingly forget the Han, how can we feel peace
at heart? Wen T’ien-hsiang\fn{ 1236-1282, a minister of the Southern Sung proverbial for his loyalty } would not surrender to
the barbarians. Yüeh Wu-mu\fn{1103-1141, a Southern Sung general famous for his bravery } swore to exterminate the Chin.
The wise men of former days were admirable. The present generation must rise.
From this time on the [virtuous] dragon is rising in Nan-yang,\fn{ A region previously infamous as the birthplace of Chuko Liang (181-234), a minister of the Minor Han Dynasty, so notorious for his devious behavior that he was nicknamed Wo-lung Hsiensheng (Mr. Lying Dragon)} and together we shall recover the losses of the Hung-yang years. Certainly the northern

barbarians will be hunted like deer, and like packs of red dogs they will be frightened and dispersed. Relief will
come to our scholars. The Bannermen will be driven away. As the barbarian devils have been wiped out in
Chekiang and Fukien, our righteous troops will attack Yu and Yen.\fn{ The Peking area}
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Moreover, your province has long been called the celebrated land. Generation after generation, famous men
were produced. San Chiang\fn{Probably a reference to the three main rivers of Chekiang Province } has nourished cultivated
men. The eight rivers give assistance to the living spirit. I am ashamed that I have no ability and have failed to
bring my literary talent up to eight pecks.\fn{ A reference to Ts’ao Chih (192-232), a literary figure of the Three Kingdoms Period
so talented that a wag of his day said of him that there was but one picul of talent in the country and Ts’ao Chih had eight pecks (a great
majority) of it} Men must wait to congratulate Ssu-ma on his three promotions.\fn{ Probably a reference to Ssu-ma I of the
Wei Dynasty (220-265), renowned for his repeated promotions for merit}

Let me realize my great aim to relieve and save the living. If affairs under heaven can be [successfully]
managed, then why should the parties involved have doubts? If we willingly give ourselves up and tie our own
feet so we cannot advance, try then to think how can we face our Han people if we thus serve the barbarian tribes.
If the old order is re-established, the great heroes will all be happy over the spirit of revolution. If the new plan
is encouraged, then even the minor officers will dare to behead Hsien-feng.\fn{ Ch’ing emperor from 1851-1861} The
spirit of Wu-yüeh Wang\fn{The Chinese who established in what is now Chekiang Province one of the ten kingdoms of the Five
Dyansties Period (907-960AD)} still lives. The Ch’ien-t’ang river will completely wash away the barbarian dust. The
meritorious undertaking will deepen the colors of the rivers and mountains.
Oh, would this not be glorious? Your names will rival one another in the glory of history’s pages. What a
benefit this would be!
Specially proclaimed so that all may hear and understand.
3
Your Excellency the Great Commander Ti-sheng:
I, your servant, and Your Excellency, both being engaged on the battlefield, have become enemies. Suddenly,
at a time of military urgency, I received teaching and instruction from you, the superior man. Can it be that you,
being an admirer of Yang Hu,\fn{221-278, of the Western Chin} do not at all consider me worthless, and desire to treat
me as Lu K’ang?\fn{226-274, of the Wu, who was known for his personal friendship for Yang Hu, despite the fact that each fought for
a different side} Now I respectfully present my humble opinions for your consideration.
I am but a man of mediocre talent. The heroes of the Han people are like dragons flying in the clouds and
tigers running in the wind. How can a man like me deserve such excessive praise from you, the superior man? But
it seems wrong if you consider a temporary victory or defeat as the will of Heaven. Kao-tsu of the Han
dynasty\fn{Its founder; regined 206-195} accomplished his great task only after he had experienced danger and peril.
Liu Pei\fn{161-223) secured a part of the empire\fn{He was the founder of the Minor Han Dynasty (221-263)} only after he
had experienced much hardship and insecurity. If they had from the beginning taken these for the will of Heaven,
how could they have realized their later accomplishments?
I should also like to ask, in whom does the will of Heaven reside, when Hung, the Sovereign, has in two years
recovered half the empire, directed his army in an expedition to the north, and consolidated the area of Huai and
Yang? Throughout history, the principal meritorious officials, in founding dynasties, have always devoted
themselves to their causes at the risk of their lives. The deaths of the Hsi Wang and the Nan Wang were but
common occurrences.
Moreover, there is something in which I do not understand your meaning. Is it that men of humble origin and
low status are not capable of achieving great objectives? Although Ch’in and Ch’u were powerful, yet the
mandate of Heaven went to a dog-butcher on the Ssu River.\fn{ Referring to Liu Pang, later Kao-tsu of the Han Dynasty }
Once the Mongols had become weak, the man who accomplished the great task was a monk of Huang-chtieh
Temple.\fn{Referring to Chu Yüan-chang (1328-1398) the founder of the Ming Dynasty} Of this Your Excellency is aware.
Your Excellency has read books by the sages and virtuous men of China, so you must be very familiar with the
Ch’un-ch’iu idea of distinguishing between the Chinese and the barbarians. In the past, when Wang Meng gave
his support to Ch’in, he refrained from openly attacking Chin; and though Hsü Heng conquered Sung, he did not
desire posthumous titles or to be honored by a monument after his death. For, having a sense of guilt in the face of
Providence, they could not help being ashamed of their own disgraceful conduct.
If Your Excellency delights in achievement and fame and enjoys war, this, perhaps, is permissible. But to
glorify [the Manchus] on the basis of the continuation of the seven successive emperors of the barbarian court as
legitimate rulers of China is indeed a great surprise to me, for I would never expect Your Excellency to say this.
While I am very much indebted to you for your kind attention and your good intention to honor me with a title, I
must say that your love for me is not bestowed with understanding. Formerly, when our troops arrived in the San-
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Hsiang area, and were advancing directly toward Wu-ch’ang and Yüeh-chou, Your Excellency’s high and
magnificent buildings stood lofty and undamaged. Being a bird of common feather, I passed your gate without
daring to leave my visiting card.
Now that I am so fortunate as to be able to receive your instructive words, I am both embarrassed and thankful.
I wonder, were our positions to be reversed, and should we happen to fail in our undertakings, and Your
Excellency happen some day to pass my humble house, would Your Excellency again be as affectionate as you are
today? Since I have been honored by your misplaced favor, I respectfully write this letter to express my thanks. As
I am now engaged in preparing an expedition to the West, and am unable even to warm a mat,\fn{ I.e., even to get any
sleep} it is impossible for me to meet you. I humbly attach five vulgar poems and submit them to your noble
hearing. Your Excellency, after reading them, might smile and say:
“How conceited is this child!”
Once, plucking the fragrance of the parsley, I entered the school court;
Again, trying the nectar of the cassia, I rode on the autumn wind.
Though my youth was unrestrained as a crane in the clouds,
Now its traces are lost, like footprints in the snow.
I dare to say that my fame is without peer in Northern Chi;\fn{ Chihli’ a boast by Shih that his military accomplishments are important enough to
have been appreciated even by his enemies, Chihli being a province synonymous with every sort of evil as the home of the Manchu }
My essays, now, are already everywhere in Chiang-tung.
The literati of other times should know of me;
It is only suitable that my writings should end in one scroll of fame.
*
Taking no part in the affairs of Heaven and man in the imperial court,
I am ashamed to allow title and position to eclipse my literary accomplishment.
In times of peace, generals and ministers do not become known in history;
But when the empire approaches its end, men have their own plans.
Moreover, a career in officialdom is largely illusion,
For the most part a sea of bitterness, and always in want of joy.
Is it not better to undertake the task of authorship for a thousand years,
So that in this universe there will still remain the fragrance of a single petal?
*
Brandishing the whip, and with chivalrous spirit, I arrive at the central plain,
Neither to seek revenge nor to repay favor.
I only feel that Heaven is inattentive,
And that bare hands cannot be depended upon for the salvation of the masses.
For three years I have grasped the reins and grieved for my emaciated charger, as
The multitudinous crowd ascends the mountain like a sickly ape.
My aspirations have not been realized, and the people suffer;
In the east and the south, everywhere there are traces of tears.
*
Who of these military geniuses can be compared with Wei and Huo?\fn{ Wei Ch’ing, and Huo Ch’ü-ping, famous generals of the Han dynasty}
Who of those civil assistants are like Hsiao and Ts’ao?\fn{ Hsiao Ho and Ts’ao Ts’an, famous Han ministers}
The real man who desired to carve his name in the Pavilion of the Unicorn\fn{ A portrait gallery of great Han ministers and generals}
Must day and night seek to master the tiger and panther strategies.
Filling the eyes with rivers and mountains, the accumulating years become numerous;
In the end, achievements shall belong only to the martial and the brave.
Each time, as we watch the gathering of wind and clouds in a dynasty,
The man who follows the dragon finalIy reaches the highest.
*
The glorious merits of great emperors receive illustrious praises,
But genealogies of the august kings are all great myths.
A merchant, bearing the rare commodity, transferred the dynastic vessel,\fn{ Lü Pu-wei, merchant official of the Ch’in Dynasty}
A headman, returning to his native place, sang out the Ta-feng ode.\fn{Liu Pang, founder of the Han Dynasty}
Since they both sprang from the common people, they were all the more distinctive;
One is not eminent if the person he serves is not the son of Heaven.
The fountain of sweet wine and the grass of immortality are without source or roots;
Liu Yü,\fn{Emperor Wu Ti of Sung}in his early days, was merely a man of the fields.

4
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The true Heavenly-mandated T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo Lightning of the Holy Ghost, Chief General of the Whole
Army, the I Wang, Shih, instructs the four peoples and others within the city of Fou-chou and wants them to
know:
It is known that those who love the people would rather sacrifice their lives to save the people and would
certainly not harm the people for their own sake; those who have insight often comprehend the situation
beforehand and would certainly not ignore this insight in order to accord with others. Now I, the chief general,
have arrived here with my troops and have found that in your city of Fou-chou the demon troops are few but
local-corps men are numerous. An examination reveals that the barbarian officials, being themselves aware of the
meagerness of their troops, have not fled, for fear of punishment, and dare not defend for fear of death.
Consequently they have conceived a treacherous scheme and deceive the people with the idea of a bulwark of
united wills to resist our imperial troops.
This is merely like a mantis trying to stop a chariot with its feelers; how can it not fail? They make the poor
people grind their sinews and bones, and call it protection of one’s own life and family; they exploit the rich
households by asking for contributions in gold and money, and actually endanger the lives of the community.
Now the great army has crossed the river and the city’s fall is imminent. At such a time they, the barbarian
officials, should immediately come out of the city to engage in a death fight. If they win, not only will their future
careers be assured, but you people’s lives and families will also be protected. If they fail, they, the barbarian
officials, should die; but they should first order you people to pledge your allegiance and surrender, in order to
avoid the pain of extermination. Or they should order you to move away and preserve your lives. If they do this,
they might be regarded as your parent-officials and people-loving generals of the demon barbarians.
At present our great troops are pressing into this territory; they\fn{ The officials} retreat into the city and weep to
each other like prisoners; they fold their hands and are without any plans. Instead, they reduce the people’s homes
to ashes and embers, the vicious flames reaching up to the sky; they allow the streets and markets to burn in a
great conflagration, the light of the fire brightening the earth. Consequently, the masses of people are without a
place to rest their feet, and innocent men suffer the misery of broken homes. In case of an accidental fire the
officials would rush over to give aid, fearing any delay; but when they deliberately set fires, the cruelty of those
who govern the people is beyond imagination.
It saddens the heart and embitters the eyes, and the sight arouses pity in me; suppressing sobs and swallowing
groans, what person is without hate? Alas! you people, seduced by the barbarian demons, are dying for them, and
your homes are being burned by them. Such enmity should make you refuse to stand under the same heaven; even
were you to eat their raw flesh, it would not be sufficient to avenge this injustice. Yet you still do not recognize
and awaken; instead, you remain in the city to serve them unto death, and do not leave. What could be more
stupid than this!
I, the chief general, being determined to restore China and resolved to bring peace to the people, desire to
capture this city and avenge the people’s wrath. However, I am afraid that jade and stone will burn alike and that
the masses will suffer injustice. You, the four classes of people, are bitter over having no homes to return to and
ashamed for not having avenged your disgrace; if you could truly imitate the sons and brothers of P’ei,\fn{ The
place where Liu Pang, the first emperor of the Han Dynasty, oganized his army and rose against the despotic Ch’in } kill the brutal
magistrate, and surrender, then I should certainly bring proper relief and rehabilitation and see to it that you are
not without places to stay. Moreover, I should strictly restrain the soldiers and officers, so that not even the
slightest harm is done.
Even if they\fn{The officials} have a large number of followers and agents who make it difficult for you to act,
you can still plan to get away with your families soon. Or you may set up fortifications to preserve yourselves;
thus the demons and the people will be distinguished. Or you may cross the river and wait for me to comfort you;
thus the good and the bad will be divided. The net is open on three sides; those who follow this order will have
ample opportunity to flee for their lives. My benevolence being singlehearted, those who appreciate my virtue can
certainly find happiness.
If you persist in your deception, like isolated ghosts standing by their lonely graves, then eventually it will be
too late to regret, and it will be like thinking of a hunting hound after the cunning rabbit has gone. This is a special
order. Obey strictly and earnetly.
T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, the twelfth year, jen-hsü, the second month, the twenty-fourth day.\fn{April 5, 1862}
5
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Shih, the Lightning of the Holy Ghost, Commanding General of the Whole Army, and the I Wang of the true
Heavenly-mandated T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo, instructs the chief administrator at Sung-lin and head of one thousand
households, Wang, and wants him to know:
Respectfully upholding Heaven’s command, I am personally in command of a mighty army, in order to assist
the sacred Sovereign and restore our great China. I am passing through this place and have no intention of seizing
this land. You, the worthy one, do not know the objective of the coming of our troops and have put up resistance,
which is excusable.
Fortunately, neither side has suffered losses in troops, and your action merits leniency. I sincerely hope that
you, the worthy one, will call off the operation and make way for us; through friendship and peace talks, let us
avoid fighting and mutual destruction, so that our army’s early departure will bring early peace to your people. If
you agree to make way and stop fighting, not only will our troops, when coming to your territory, refrain from the
least molestation, but they will also present you with two fine horses and ten thousand silver taels, which will be a
compensation to you, the worthy one, for your concessions. In the future, when the Heavenly Kingdom achieves
unification, it certainly will bestow honors upon you, the worthy one.
If you, the worthy one, resort to force and resist, then I shall select three thousand additional valiant warriors,
and having no alternative, I shall vow to cross the Hsiao River and thoroughly wipe out your region, without
leaving even chickens or dogs, and burn down all the houses. When that time comes, it will be too late for you to
regret.
I, the commanding general, abide by the will of Heaven above and pity the lives of the people below; instead
of killing each other, it is far more desirable to befriend each other. In view of this, when these instructions reach
you, you are asked to reply before noon, so that I may decide whether to attack or to proceed. You must not delay
and thus miss the opportunity. These are special instructions.
Instructed on the twenty-third day, the fourth month, the thirteenth year, kuei-k’ai, of the T’ai-p’ing T’ienkuo\fn{June 5, 1863}
6
Shih Ta-k’ai bows his head repeatedly in respect to Your Excellency Tse-p’o,\fn{ T’ang Yu-keng} provincial
commander in chief,\fn{His actual rank was a brigadier general} my benevolent elder brother and comrade:
It is my humble opinion that the loyal official would not pursue glory by serving two masters, but that the
righteous man would certainly give up his life in order to save his army. I, Ta, born during the closing years of an
age, have put myself in the service of the Heavenly Dynasty. Since I was not by nature a flatterer or skillful in
humoring the Sovereign, I was vilified by others, and consequently departed from the court. As a result I was
driven from the east and the west. Desirous of performing meritorious deeds in this age, I did not shrink from late
meals or dressing before dawn.\fn{I.e., I was not afraid of leading a strenuous life}
As my fate was ill-starred and the times perverse, everything went contrary to my plans. I swore inflexible
loyalty to show my gratitude to the country; yet merits were extremely difficult to achieve. After the establishment
of peace I intended to return to the woods, but in the end none of my hopes were realized. Now I have come to
realize that galloping across the world merely troubles the soldiers and people; and moreover I regret that on the
battefield disaster reaches even to chickens and dogs.
Having borne arms for many years, I have never enjoyed a peaceful year. Devising schemes all the day, my
mind seldom has had a moment's rest. Is it due to Heaven or is it due to man that my efforts in the end are
unprofitable? Is it the time or is it my fate that these distressing conditions are not relieved?
Having thus passed more than ten years, I feel that I have tasted every hardship and bitterness. Commanding a
host of several tens of thousands of soldiers, I merely wear myself out, roaming hither and thither. Each time I
think of hiding myself in the mountains and woods, thus fulfilling my original desire to hide my light under
springs and rocks and lift all burdens from my shoulders; yet I have been unable to dismount from the tiger’s
back, and things are not as I would wish them to be.
Who would have known that in my pursuit of the deer, all my efforts would be of no avail. Heaven did not help
me to realize my desires. When I, Ta, realize that Heaven is like this, what can I expect of man? When a great man
cannot in his lifetime found a dynasty in gratitude to his country, what care has he for life? If death can bring
peace to the generals and preserve the whole army, why should he regret death?
When I was far away, I heard that Your Excellency’s benevolence and virtue reached to heaven, and that your
honesty and righteousness spread through the world. Therefore I compose this letter specially to submit it to Your
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Excellency. If you will submit a memorial [on the basis of my letter] and request the emperor to extend his
munificent grace and treat all men as brothers, to show extraordinary mercy and forgive all my generals and
soldiers, to spare them from execution and protect them from persecution, to confer office on them according to
their original rank, to select them according to their talents, to permit those who wish to return to civilian life to
disperse, to assemble those who wish to enlist in the military service, and to treat them all with mercy and pacify
them with virtue, then I shall alone commit suicide in order that all my armies may be saved. If by giving up my
life I can truly save all my troops, then in sacrificing my life I would be partly enabled to face my Sovereign. If I
were cut to pieces by battle-axes and halberds, my death would not be a disgrace; if my head were torn from my
body, my righteousness would not be impaired.
As Your Excellency is a great official of the Ch’ing and entrusted with great responsibilities, if you are
determined to offer your sincerity and accept the people’s hearts, truly it is by honesty that you can gain the
people’s submission, not by deceit and deception. If you are able to comply with my requests, then I earnestly
pray that you immediately transmit this and favor me with a reply. I also hope that Your Excellency will come in
person in order to negotiate and avoid delay. Otherwise, should Your Excellency be slow to come, then, since my
troops have long been stationed without provisions, and since in former times a force of three thousand was
sufficient to attack and plunder a city, how much more could you expect a host of several tens of thousands to
stand with their hands tied and look at Heaven?
Therefore, I specially send you this letter and await your kind perusal.
7
I, Shih Ta-k'ai, am a native of Kuei-hsien, Kwangsi. My forefathers moved from Ho-p’ing, Kwangtung, and
came to live in Kuei-hsien. I am now thirty-three years of age.
My father, Shih Ch’ang-k’uei, and my mother both died early, and I have no brothers. My [first] wife,
surnamed Wang, and the children she had borne were all killed in Nanking. My second wife, four concubines, and
two small children committed suicide by drowning themselves in the river yesterday. There remains only this
five-year-old son of mine, whose name is Shih Ting-chung.
I began my studies in my childhood, but having met no success, I took up farming as my profession. In the
twenty-ninth year of Tao-kuang\fn{ 1849} I became homeless, because the native people\fn{ Puntis} in Kuei-hsien
resolved to drive the non-natives\fn{Hakkas} out. Therefore, I joined Hung Hsiu-ch’üan, Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, Wei
Ch’ang-hui, Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei, and Feng Yün-shan, and the six of us organized the masses in a revolt. Hung Hsiuch’üan was elected our leader. Hung Hsiu-ch’üan is a native of Kwangtung and is now over fifty years of age.
At the beginning there were no more than ten thousand men, but as time went on, more people came and
joined us. In the thirtieth year of Tao-kuang\fn{ 1850} we occupied the chou city of Yung-an. Later we sneaked out
of Yung-an and encircled the provincial capital of Kuei-lin. After we had lifted the siege of Kuei-lin in the third
month of the second year,\fn{1852} we left Kwangsi by way of Ch’üan-chou, and arrived in Tao-chou, Hunan, in
the fourth month of the same year. During the siege of Ch’ang-sha in the seventh month, Hsiao Ch’ao-kuei was
killed by government artillery fire. In the tenth month we lifted the siege,\fn{ Of Ch’ang-sha} sneaked off to Yüehchou, and captured the capital city of Hupeh.
I, Ta-k’ai, lived in the yamen of the provincial director of studies. After a few days we set out from Wu-ch’ang
and took Kiukiang prefecture in Kiangsi. By that time Tseng Fa-ch’un had captured the capital city of Anking
with the vanguard forces. Tseng is now dead. In the third year\fn{ 1853} we went straight to Nanking. We dug
tunnels at the north gate and blasted the city walls with land mines. When we entered the city, government civil
and military officials were indiscriminately killed by the undisciplined troops. I, Ta-k’ai, adopted the title of wang
at the very beginning of the rebellion and resided in the provincial capital of Chiang-nan\fn{ Nanking} with Hung
Hsiu-ch’uan and the others. Yang Hsiu-ch’ing was arrogant in temperament and repeatedly brought humiliation
on Wei Ch’ang-hui.
In the seventh year,\fn{1857} when I, Ta-k’ai, was in command of troops in Hupeh, I learned about the internal
struggle then taking place in Nanking. Wei Ch’ang-hui requested Hung Hsiu-ch’uan to kill Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, but
Hung refused to do so and instead bestowed an additional title on Yang. Wei Ch’ang-hui was not satisfied; so he
killed Yang Hsiu-ch’ing. I, Ta-k’ai, returned to Nanking with a view to settling the dispute among the leaders.
Hung Hsiu-ch’uan was suspicious and wanted to kill Wei Ch’ang-hui; and I, realizing the unfavorable situation,
went to Anhwei, leaving behind my wife and children, who were all murdered by Wei Ch’ang-hui. I, Ta-k’ai,

605

again returned to Nanking from Anhwei. Hung Hsiu-ch’uan killed Wei Ch’ang-hui and was plotting further, with
the idea of killing me.
I fled from Nanking shortly afterwards, and in the seventh year went from Anhwei to Kiangsi, Chekiang, and
Fukien. In the eighth year\fn{1858} I went back to Nan-an\fn{ Kiangsi} to spend the New Year’s days of the eighth
year. In the ninth year I went to Kuei-yang and Ch’i-yang and other districts in Hunan and surrounded the
prefectural city of Pao-ch’ing for over two months. As a result of Lai Po-pi’s losing three camps, the operation
against Pao-ch’ing turned out to be unsuccessful. The same year, I went back to Kwangsi and arrived in Pingchou by way of Kuei-lin and Ch’ing-yuan. Since most of my followers were from the three Chiang\fn{ Kiangsu,
Anhwei, Kiangsi} and two Hu provinces\fn{ Hupeh and Hunan} and were homesick at the time, the main group was
disbanded because of the difficulties of control. In Nan-ning,\fn{ Kwangsi} in the absence of sufficient troops, I, Tak’ai, wanted to live in seclusion in the mountains but could not find a place to hide, because a reward had been
offered for my capture throughout the country.
In the eleventh year\fn{1861} I left Kwangsi, after having again gathered several tens of thousands of people..
and reached Lai-feng in Hupeh by way of Hui-t’ung, Lu-ch’I, and Lung-shan, in Hunan.
Since I, Ta-k’ai, had long intended to occupy Szechwan province, I entered Szechwan from Li-ch’uan\fn{ Hupeh} in the first year of T’ung-chih.\fn{1862} I had more than 200,000 men when I reached Shih-chu and Fouchou, and later the number became larger and larger as more were impressed along the way. Failing to penetrate
deeper after the capture of Ch’ang-ning, the advance units under T’ang and Yang took a detour through Tsun-i in
Kweichow and Chao-t’ung in Yunnan, desiring to cross the river at Heng-chiang. I ordered the advance units to
enter Szechwan from Ping-shan, instructed that Li Fu-yu be stationed at Fu-kuan-ts’un in Yunnan, and directed
Lai Po-pi to take a detour and enter the prefecture of Ning-yuan in small groups, with the object of diyerting the
government forces. It was agreed that the various units should meet the main force in the border area of Mi-liangpa.
I, Ta-k’ai, arrived in Mi-liang-pa with my forces by way of a detour, after a setback at Heng-chiang, and
learned that the advance units, as well as Lai Po-pi’s troops, had advanced from Ning-yuan by the main road,
while Li Fu-yu, after his defeat in Fu-kuan-ts’un, was trying to enter Szechwan by way of the Kweichow border.
I, Ta-k’ai, therefore crossed the Chin River with my followers and, after passing Ning-yuan, decided to take a
small road to the west, since I was afraid that government forces might be encountered on the main road. I
thought that as soon as we succeeded in crossing the Ta-tu River we would be able to advance with ease. But
when I inspected the conditions after reaching the native district of Tzu-ta-ti, I found to my surprise that
government troops were stationed all along the banks of the river.
The river suddenly rose high, and the native tribesmen very often attacked us from three directions. I ordered
the building of boats and rafts and made repeated attempts to cross the river by force. But each time the boats and
rafts were fired upon and sunk by the government troops on the north bank of the river, and as a result, over ten
thousand casualties were suffered.
Later on, as our food was exhausted, many died of starvation. I, Ta-k’ai, was about to commit suicide by
drowning in the river, when it dawned on me that perhaps I could escape death if I surrendered with true
intentions. Desiring to save my followers, I, Ta-k’ai, ordered them to lay down their arms and surrender, while I
myself, leading Hung Tsai-chung and two others and my son, Shih Ting-chung, went to Brigadier General T’ang’s
camp across the river.
The fate of those who did not cross the river, I do not know. Nor do I know who are the rebel leaders in
Nanking and Anhwei since I left many years ago. I have not been in correspondence with the leaders in Hanchung in Shensi. I once assigned thirty thousand troops to Li Fu-yu, because he was extremely capable of
handling military operations, but at present I have no definite information as to whether he is in Yunnan or
Kweichow.
The above confession is true.
274.86 From Her Poetry Collection Lengyinxianguan Shigao\fn{by Zuo Xijia (1831-1896)} China (F) -1
1
A solitary skiff of mine
Enters the winding meanders of the river at sunset.
The dark clouds overwhelm the four directions,
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While the billows are as loud as thunders.
*
I want to cross the river but cannot do so
—My heart is at the edge of breaking.
Southeast wind,
Southeast wind,
Why on earth have you come?
2\fn{Fragments}
Taking advantage of their power, they extorted money from the boats at night;
Swords in hand, they threatened the travelers ruthlessly.
“The funeral banner on my boat leads us to escort bodies for turial.
I can tread on the edge of your swords and will not fail my rectitude.
Or I will climb onto the parapet to call on your general!”
*
The soldiers acknowledged my speech with devastated countenance.
And then brandishing their swords, turned to the neighboring boats,
Shouting and seizing, they brought about the gushing rapids.
*
People screamed and ran away, failing to recognize the routes,
Holding their belongings in their hands and on their backs, they wondered: “Where is home?”
*
The young women and fragile girls could not escape,
But could only droop their heads to lament with their Lu style hair buns.
3
The gang of bandits hid themselves in the mountain,
And how could they miss the chance of robbing this boat?
Whoever talked about them revealed fear in their voices,
Whoever listened to the stories turned red in the face.
*
Only I was sitting, pressing my sword by my hand,
Silently, I pretended to be both deaf and dumb.
In such a danger, how could I not be afraid?
But at that moment, I must embrace the wise as an example.
4\fn{Fragments}
I delayed having the servant present the funeral banner,
For the day was the celebration of my mother-in-law’s birthday.
How could I bring trouble to the happy feast?
By the solitary light of a lamp, I sat until dawn
While anxiety struck my heart.
Finally I cannot hide anything,
But tell the truth, however tragic.
*
After numerous places, today I have finally returned to your home.
When your family asked about us, I was too sad to answer.
Entering the hall in a solemn manner, I paid respect to my parents-in-law.
They were devastated and my heart was broken.
Kneeling down with my back straight, I tried to comfort them.
That at least their son’s bones were back and their daughter-in-law is still alive.
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The grandchildren were crying, traveling with the funeral procession,
My old parents-in-law showed their affection to the children.
Day and night, I forced smiles onto my face to serve the parents for my husband.
Deeply feeling my husband’s sincerity, I dare not slack off.
1832

268.10 1. Thoughts Upon Reading The “Biography Of Ban Zhao” 2. For My Daughter Quan 3. Planting
Vegetables 4. Ballad Of A Soldier’s Life 5. Because Of The Long Rains I was Concerned About The Peasants,
And So I Wrote This Poem As A Prayer On Their Behalf 6. Leaving Through The Passes 7. Record Of A Dream
8. Sitting In Meditation During The Daytime\fn{by Zhang Yin (1832-1872)} Tongguan, Shaanxi Province, China (F) 8
1
When long ago I applied myself to brush and inkstone,
The opened books would he around me in profusion.
Once in a while my mother would order me to stop,
And snatch them away: “Your father’ll be angry!”
But each time my father would say to my mother:
“You must have heard of the Venerable Madam Ban!
Her ‘Treatises’ surpassed the history by Sima Qian,
Her careful choice of words followed the Annals.
The ladies of the Palace took her as their teacher,
No less a scholar than Ma Rong became her pupil.
And thanks to the high position of his mother
Her son then rose to the rank of marquis!”
When I heard this, I would be filled with joy,
My ambition would soar higher than the clouds.
Now that I am able to read the book she wrote,
I feel depressed and am overcome with sorrow.
Her history has all the three qualities,
It is not just the beauty of her style!
The Concubine provided her a norm,
No Zuo or Xie could hope to be her equal!
My talents are lesser by far than theirs—
The people of ancient times provide us with models,
Especially for those of us here in the inner quarters—
Closing the book, my spirit roams together with them!
2
The ancient sages left us with a saying:
“Within the seas all men are brothers.”
And besides that, your mother and I
Were just as close as E and Ying.\fn{ The daughters of the mythic sage emperor Yao }
Moreover, you were raised by me:
Of course I love you like my own!
But now today you are grown up,
The wedding ceremony draws near.
More then ten years we’ve been together:
The thought of this makes my heart break.
When I came here, I still recall, as a bride,
You were then no more than a toddler:
Your stiff hair covered your shoulders,
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And you could hardly reach the tabletop!
But you were all that your grandma had,
She regarded you as the apple of her eye.
The dialect is different in north and south:
We had trouble understanding one another.
So as soon as I tried to come near you,
You would immediately shy away;
As soon as I would beckon to you
You would look around anxiously.
I often would be trembling inwardly,
Desperate to communicate my love.
But fortunately, as you grew older,
You came to see me as a part of your life.
At dawn, you came and I combed your hair,
At night, you came and you slept in my bed,
When hungry, you would come to me for food,
When cold, you would come to me for clothes.
One time, when I went to the kitchen,
Before I knew how to cook southern style,
You came to me and secretly informed me:
“Minced fish is used for making stew!”
And then again at certain annual holidays,
Before I knew the hairstyles of Fujian,
You came to me and secretly informed me:
“Wrap red thread around the bridge of your chignon!”
When later I gave birth to little sister,
And could not look after your needs myself,
Your grandma called you, but by then
You only wanted to remain with me.
When sister cried, you took her in your arms,
When sister was hungry, you prepared her food.
You would not leave my side for a single moment,
Who could have known that you were not my own!
Both your grandma’s family and my own
Are descended from the Nanxuan Zhangs,
But are as far apart as Fujian and Shaanxi,
It’s hard to be precise about the family line.
Yet grandma favored me right from the start:
“Don’t think of me as your mother-in-law—
Since I never had a daughter of my own,
It would be best if you called me ‘Mother.’”
The reason grandma loved me so sincerely,
Was in part because you did so well!
From time to time my natal family
Would come and fetch me for a visit.
I would take you and your sister with me,
And when together we would enter the house,
My mother would always then say to me:
“This girl is very beautiful indeed!”
My elder brother also was very fond of you.
And every time he would emphatically say:
“Make sure you take good care of her,
Because she is very much my niece!”
Your face was truly pure and handsome,
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Your nature truly proper and correct!
When uncle taught you how to write,
Your brushstrokes were so bright and clear,
And when he taught you how to read,
Each word of yours resounded like a bell.
Some time ago, your father remained in Shaanxi,
And left the whole family behind in the capital.
At that time I was suffering from an illness:
By the tea-stove there always hung a medicine bag,
But you anticipated all of my wishes,
And made sure that I was never disturbed.
Last year your father sent us a letter,
Ordering us to start out on the journey.
Grandma was already elderly and weak,
And I was just a dried-up bag of bones.
Along the road we relied entirely on you,
To help us forget the distance we had to go.
Your father once said to me:
“In selecting a son-in-law we should be careful.
If we can find someone who will ride the dragon,
Why should we stick to our own hometown?”
I was a woman who’d married far from home,
And so the thought of this filled me with worry:
How could I impose what I had hated so myself
On my daughter and make her suffer as well?
Your father has told me that your betrothed
Is well established in Suzhou and Hangzhou.
His grandfather is a censor-in-chief,
His father is a metropolitan official.
Your groom is just twenty years old,
But his talents are most exceptional.
He’s a student in the School for Sons of State,
And soon will succeed in passing the exams.
All my wishes have been fulfilled,
So why is it I am still awash in tears?
I have just heard that a letter has arrived:
The wedding gifts will be delivered this fall.
There is no way we can stay together forever,
And so when you go, you must swallow your cries.
That may well be so, but I have heard it said
That both your husband’s parents are still alive:
Present them at the proper times with the finest dishes,
Prepare with your own hands their stews and teas.
The offerings to the ancestors are the duty of a wife,
So steam and taste the foods in autumn and in spring.
There are also in his household two elder sisters,
Renowned citywide for their chastity and brilliance.
And there is also an infant younger brother,
In storm and rain he’ll stand beside your bed.
Remember well the virtue of Qu Yuan,
Don’t let it be by thorn trees overgrown.
If your marital harmony is based on deep respect,
Then you’ll find that his love will last forever.
Whether in riches or in want, exert yourself,
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Do not let your pleasures get in the way of your study.
If by chance he should disappoint your hopes,
You’ll have to serve him with even firmer purpose.
And if from time to time there is some disagreement,
You’ll have to be the one who surrenders her place.
The Way of Man values modesty and restraint,
The Way of Heaven resents flourishing wealth.
Do not pride yourself on your father’s status,
And do not show off your hairpins and jewels.
Exert yourself! The Venerable Madam’s
Instructions for My Daughters lays out the rules.
Very soon now you’ll become somebody’s wife,
After which you’ll have to leave your natal home.
Do not act in a pampered and foolish way,
Nor should you be sad or grieved of heart.
Your grandma is already quite advanced in age,
Your mother has been gone now for many years.
That leaves no one but your father and myself,
And we are no longer in the prime of our lives!
I still regret that you have had to exert yourself,
But I must be meticulous in my instructions.
So sharp and clear, the scent of the autumn chrysanthemum,
So rich and sweet, the fragrance of the vermillion osmanthus!
Out of my simple heart I write these words,
I’ll put them in the chest with your scarves and things.
Each single character may be counted as a tear,
That, drop by drop, takes on the luster of pearls.
3
By nature I love working in the garden,
Besides, here there’s plenty of empty land.
The spring breeze blows invigoratingly,
But people are still slow and lethargic!
The kitchen maid in her bare feet,
Her cooking done, falls into a snoring sleep.
When I try to teach her how to read,
Her eyes don’t recognize the Books of Odes.
But when I send her for the spade and hoe,
She is happy to come along with me as I go.
Thorns and brushes cleared the very same day,
The broken earth also leveled in one day.
So here we put in the pods of beans,
And there we sow the cluster mallows!
The autumn cabbage and the springtime garlic
Each get, dry or moist, a spot that suits them best.
Along the straight lines all properly laid out:
I am secretly proud of what I have achieved!
Whenever my household duties leave me free,
I come here in order to lift and please my spirits.
If, by good fortune, a light rain has just fallen,
The moisture will have sped up their growth:
Then jade sprouts emerge, breaking the earth apart,
And in the breezes their green leaves unfurl.
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Amazed at this, I cannot keep from smiling
Like the poorest peasant become newly rich!
4
I’d always heard a soldier’s life is bitter,
But now I see that a soldier’s life is fun.
How could a soldier’s life really be fun?
Is it not one that is both brutal and cruel?
We have here in the house a kitchen maid,
Whose family lives close to Luoyang.
Cooking done, hands tucked in her sleeves,
She recounted to me this story of her life:
“The troops that were just now at Tongguan
Have lately been making their way to Hubei.
Whenever they come across a wine shop,
They guzzle great quantities, like cattle!
And when they leave—without paying—
The owner still scrapes and bows to the ground.
Once they are drunk, they visit the brothels,
At their command pipes and flutes are played.
If you are favored with their loving affection,
Then they snatch your jewels as they depart.
When one night there was news of approaching rebels,
People everywhere were as frightened as wind-tossed cranes.
But the troops on the other hand, rejoiced at the news,
And they leapt and hopped about like sparrows!
All the village shops they passed along the road
Were ordered to provide them with sandals of straw.
The soldiers showed no sign of the Creator’s love and care,
And were as demanding as the most destitute bandits.
As soon as anyone caused them any displeasure,
A thousand cruel swords would hack him down!
When the people complained to the authorities,
The magistrate was frightened and taken aback.
He went and asked to meet with the commander,
But the commander kept himself aloof:
‘Our bodies and our very lives,’ he said,
‘We have entrusted to these boys, have we not?
The small and trifling matters of which you speak,
Are like a single hair, my man, of nine buffaloes!’
Bowing his head, the magistrate said not a word,
As all the blame had now been put on him!
The next day as the troops prepared to move on,
They plundered each house where they had stayed.
There was no horse that we weren’t forced to feed,
And for each ten, they stole as if for a hundred.
The soldiers did not shoulder their own luggage,
But had carts ahead that were linked to carts behind.
And whenever they would meet a merchant,
They would search and empty all his bags.
They whipped the men just as if they were dogs,
And shot the people just as they would shoot birds.
And if anything would rile them even just a bit,

612

A chopped-off head would drop to the ground!
Each chopped-off head was worth two dimes:
They’d get their bounty from the quartermaster!
That pretty girl—who are her parents?
It doesn’t matter whether she is married!
That little boy—who are his parents?
He has a golden chain around his neck!
The girls they took with them on their horses,
The boys they tied to the harness of their steeds.
The husbands follow in the tracks of the army,
The parents stumble in the clouds of dust.
Eventually, after more than ten miles,
The sun sets behind the western hills.
When dawn breaks they see a pile of corpses
That have been roughly thrown into a ditch.
The relatives are deeply moved and weep,
They beat their breasts and tear their skin.
The village head pleads their case at the army camp,
The army camp where the soldiers party:
Prostitutes lined up in front of the painted screens,
Jewels and pearls piled up in mountains and hills.
Before the man has even opened his mouth,
He finds himself shackled in fetters.
They tie him to the flagpole of the camp,
He figures he’s surely going to lose his head.
When suddenly he sees some men with a rooster
He knows because of its distinctive colors:
‘Today you will be devoured by this crowd
When just yesterday you ate my grain and corn!’
In a while the soldiers were all completely drunk,
And shouting loudly they then began to gamble.
‘The black one wins,’ they cried without restraint,
And threw around their money without a thought,
Believing as they did that the source was endless—
There were all those things illegally acquired.
He grabbed the opportunity and made his escape,
Back home, he hopes the commander will consider
Why men, three hundred miles away from home,
After having marched only a few days,
Start to behave in such unlawful ways,
Only too happy to be a soldier!”
Alas, all of you soldiers over there,
How can you commit such flagrant crimes?
Not only are you like a guest who abuses his host,
You’re also like a strongman who bullies the weak.
I have heard that now in Hunan province
You have acquired a bad reputation as well.
Didn’t you also leave a son behind at home?
Don’t you have a daughter who is married?
But as soon as the army goes on campaign,
There’s no way for you to avoid the slaughter.
The Way of Heaven is truly hard to fathom,
In composing this song, I plead for a reply!

613

5
Even though the bandits had fled far away,
There were no people left to plow the fields.
My husband, having served here for a while,
Was deeply worried as he looked all around.
And so he donated both oxen and seeds,
So that each family could support themselves.
Those who had run away eventually returned,
And rice seedlings were planted everywhere,
Once again there was hope for rich harvests,
And the happy peasants sang the song of peace.
Then, alas, from Heaven fell rains without end,
The sky refusing to clear once they had begun!
What is the sin these peasants have committed
That this year too their labors come to naught?
My family will have enough to eat—
But thinking of the others, my tears flow down.
I write this poem and pray to God on High
That He may look into this earnest plea.
6
That year so long ago when I came to Xi’an,
I shared the carriage with my white-haired mother-in-law.
But this year as I am about to depart Xi’an,
I see nothing apart from the carriage crushing the snow.
The black crows that swoop in the snow
Cause me to feel overcome by sorrow,
As I consider that my mother-in-law and I
From now on will be separated forever.
Why does your soul-flag delay and tarry?
Why does your hearse refuse to move?
As on my journey I approach the Passes,
I linger for a while not daring to depart,
Hoping as I am that your soul will return,
So we may go through the Passes together.
I will take you with me back to the South,
Where you'll be buried with the ancestors.
In your coffin you are separated from me by only a plank,
But your soul has gone straight away to the Yellow Springs.
Your voice and your face grow daily more distant,
And I throb with a pain that my voice can’t express.
In the deep mountains the foxes are many,
And in the still of the night, the cuckoo cries:
Who will bring you clothes when you are cold?
Who will prepare your food when you’re hungry?
You’d be far better off on this long journey:
At dawn and dusk you’d receive our libations.
7
In last night’s dream I saw my mother-in-law,
Who looked just as she did when she was alive.
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Talking incessantly she had no special instructions,
But seemed concerned that I looked so gaunt.
“Make sure not to let your son remain ignorant,
He has to work hard at his Documents and Odes.
When a girl grows up, it’s right she should marry,
How can her instruction be a trifling matter!
Your husband is a naïve Confucian scholar,
With no idea of how to manage a household,
For thirty years he has served as an official,
Yet he still doesn’t own even a single beam.
He very much relies on you for his daily care!”
Hearing these words, I was beset by worries,
And was deeply moved, even more than I knew:
When I woke up, I cried until my eyes ran dry.
And I could still hear her voice in my ears:
Why are the candle’s shadows so blurry?
My filial care regretfully was not enough:
And at this thought I sigh, but all in vain.
8
When long ago my mother-in-law was still alive,
I would rise early and see to breakfast preparations.
The neighbor’s rooster had barely crowed at dawn,
And already I had quickly finished with my toilette,
I would then hasten to go to the kitchen
To supervise the cooking of the dishes.
From the time the sun rose until it set,
I would be as busy as a frightened bird.
But now when I am tired, I sleep late,
Often ’til the sun is already high in the sky.
I find it very hard, despite everything I do,
To pass the long five, six hours of the day.
Heaven revolves now slowly and now fast,
The mind of man is now sad, now happy.
The more so on this endless summer day,
When a hundred thoughts spin all about.
Those still living—a thousand miles apart,
Those already gone—all at the Yellow Springs.
When sadness comes, it cannot be dissolved,
It is like sitting atop a bed of nails.
A single day is like an entire year,
The driver of the sun is missing his whip!
Thinking all these anxious thoughts,
My hair has suddenly turned gray.
195.80 Excerpts from Diary Entries, and A Separate Interview\fn{by Chao Lieh-wen (1832-1893)} Peking?, China
(M) 7
… I\fn{Chao Lieh-wen was a member of Tseng Kuo-fan’s secretariat } heard that the false Chung Wang\fn{ Li Hsiu-ch’eng}
was captured and that the Governor\fn{ Tseng Kuo-ch’üan} was personally interrogating him, having placed an awl
and a knife before him, with the intention of mutilating him. When someone informed me of this, I thought of the
importance placed on this man by the court, and hastened over to restrain the Governor with discreet words. But
he was very angry and jumping up from his seat, shouted,
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“He is nothing but a bandit, why should he be spared or presented as a captive?”
He cried to the soldiers to slash his arm and thigh, and the blood flowed. The rebel Chung remained absolutely
motionless. Shortly afterwards the false king’s second brother, the Fu Wang Hung Jen-ta, who had been captured,
was brought in and was tortured as the rebel Chung had been; he too said nothing. I realized that he\fn{ Tseng Kuoch’üan} could not be restrained, and left.
After a while the Governor seemed to come to his senses suddenly; he ordered [the prisoners] to be locked up,
invited me to come back, and asked me what should be done. He said that the execution of this man could well be
postponed, and that he feared that there would be a question of presenting the captive, and so on, which would
only increase the arrogance of the court. I replied that it was not for us to decide whether the captive should be
presented or not; but he was an important ringleader, and now that he had been captured alive the correct thing to
do was to ask for a decision from above. If, for instance, he had been captured by the civil administration and then
executed without authority, would that be permissible?
The Governor had no answer, so he ordered a letter to be written to the Grand Secretary,\fn{ Tseng Kuo-fan}
saying that Hsiao Fu-ssu\fn{An infantry general under Tseng Kuo-ch’üan’s command } had gone in pursuit and made the
capture. In fact it was the local people of Fang-shan who had taken him. …
*
… The false Chung Wang Li Hsiu-ch’eng was executed today. He has written a Deposition of fifty or sixty
thousand characters, recounting rebel affairs from the 4 th or 5th years of Hsien Feng\fn{1854-55} in some detail.
Though it is not literary the facts are well presented. One cannot say that he is not the craftiest and the cruelest
among the rebels. The Grand Secretary\fn{ Tseng Kuo-fan} was very sorry for him and yesterday personally
examined him again. He seemed to beg for pardon and the Grand Secretary replied that he awaited the Imperial
Decree. For days he had hesitated about this matter, but he would give him an answer as soon as a decision had
been reached. Today Li Mei-sheng was sent to tell him that the law cannot be evaded and he could not be
acquitted. Li\fn{Li Hsiu-ch’eng} said, “The Grand Secretary’s kindness will be engraved and not forgotten. I have
been at error in this life, but will try to repay in the next one”, and so on. At dusk he was taken to the execution
ground. He wrote a valedictory poem of ten lines, without rhyme and ridiculously crude, which he handed to the
supervisor of the execution, P’ang Hsing-san, in which he stated that he had been loyal to the end. Then he was
executed.
*
After the city\fn{The walls surrounding Nanking, which the Taiping rebels had made their capital } was breached I estimate
that apart from the vigorous rebels who were killed in the fighting, very few others were killed. Most of them
carried stuff out of the city for the soldiers, or helped them find buried treasure, after which they were let go. I do
not know how many old Kuang rebels got away over the wall on all sides; but local people who were weak or old
and could not serve as porters, or who had no treasure to dig up, were all killed. Nine out of ten of the bodies of
those killed in the streets were of old people, but children of under two or three were also cut down for fun.
Amongst those crawling on all fours in the streets there was not a single woman of under forty. None of the old
were without wounds, some with more than ten, some with dozens of wounds; cries and wailing could be heard
on all sides. It was enough to make one’s hair stand on end. The Governor\fn{Tseng Kuo-ch’üan] made a
proclamation throughout the city that innocent people were not to be killed or women carried off. But the various
commanders [he lists them] were only interested in pillage themselves and completely disregarded the order. …
*
Fortunately the Governor\fn{Tseng Kuo-ch’üan} had Heaven’s own luck: only the fact that local people
succeeded in capturing the rebel chief Chung enabled him to get away with it;\fn{ Literally, to hand in his answers and
then to calmly leave the examination hall } otherwise the affair would not only have ended without rewards, but blame
would have been inevitable. …
*
… The Manchu General Fu-ming-ah arrived here\fn{ In Nanking} a few days ago on the pretext of inspecting the
banner garrison, but in fact he had received a letter from Seng Wang\fn{ Seng-ko-lin-ch’in} ordering him to make
enquiries as to the authenticity of the rebel chief Chun, and about the state of affairs in the city … Whoever he
encountered he would ask whether the so-called Chung was genuine or not. Fortunately this man had been kept
alive for more than two weeks and the Grand Secretary had recorded his verbal testimony—not things which
would have been easy to fabricate; moreover, he had been seen both by barbarians and by visitors from different
parts, who all seemed agreed. If he had been killed on the same day,\fn{ I.e., on the same day as he was taken} and his
mutilated body displayed to public view, the matter would not have been cleared up.
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*
… I saw two rebel proclamations from the city; one of them forbade rumor-mongering and disturbing the morale
of the troops. It stated that members of officials’ families in the capital were leaving for other places only in order
to obtain grain, and that the brethren and sisters were not to be alarmed. The other proclamation stated that
amongst the people in the capital there was inequality of wealth and poverty, and that the poor were ordered to
come to his palace to collect the sum of ten string of cash, [or] two tan of rice, as capital for small businesses or
grain-shops, to be repaid in one year. The proclamations were both in the name of the rebel Chung.
*
… In the evening\fn{Of July 23, 1864} I went with Chou Lang-shan to where the rebel Chung Wang is, and spoke
with him for a long time.
He said that he is from T'eng-hsien in Kwangsi and is 42 sui. His family was formerly very poor and produced
charcoal for a living. When the rebel Hung went to Kwangsi and enticed people into joining the association and
worshipping God, many followed him and all spoke of him as “Hung hsien-sheng”. After the rising he was
pressed into their ranks, under Shih Ta-k’ai. Seven or eight years later, in Chin-ling, he was given the rebel title of
wang.
I asked about the ability of the rebel leader and the qualities of the various rebel wangs. He said that they were
all mediocre and that he respected only Shih Wang, who was, he said, a clever strategist.
I asked: “At the rebel court it must have been known that he\fn{ Hung Hsiu-ch’uan?} could not be depended on, or
did you think he was sure to succeed?” He replied: “It was like riding on a tiger—difficult to dismount, that is
all.”
I said: “Why did you not surrender long ago?” He replied: “One should not betray the trust of one’s friends,
especially since I had been ennobled by him. But wherever my troops have campaigned they have never killed
indiscriminately. When we took Hang-chou, Lin Fu-hsiang and Mi Hsing-chao were made prisoner but they were
treated with respect. The families of officials in the towns which fell to me were given passes and escorted out of
the territory. You are surely not ignorant of this?”
I said: “That may be, but the numbers killed by your troops were a hundred or a thousand times more than
those who were spared. It was the duty of the commander to prevent this; and yet you are as complacent as if you
were innocent and even seem to imply that you were.” He replied: “Truly I am partly to blame. But things are just
the same in the government armies.”
I said: “You are unrepentant, that is why I make things clear to you, so that you may be brought to your senses.
How can you avoid blame for what was common practice amongst the troops?”
I went on to ask, “In the autumn of the 11 th Year\fn{1861} your troops reached southern Hupeh. If they had
advanced further Wu-ch’ang would have been shaken and the siege of Anch’ing lifted. Why did you retire without
fighting as soon as you heard of the arrival of General Pao?” He replied: “I had not enough troops.”
I said: “Your troops were everywhere; how can you say you had not enough?” He said: “At that time I had
Suchou but not Hang-chou; it was like a bird without wings. I went back to plan its capture.”
I said: “Why did you not take Hang-chou before going to Kiangsi, instead of making a march of several
thousand li and then changing your plan without having achieved anything? Anyway your cousin the Shih Wang
was in Hui-chou, from which he could easily have attacked Chekiang without troubling you.” He replied: “My
plan was badly made. At first I wanted to relieve Anhwei,\fn{ An-ch’ing} but then I learned that this would be
difficult. I also heard that the forces in Hupeh were strong. That is why I withdrew. Perhaps it was the will of
Heaven.”
I asked: “Hung Hsiu-ch’uan only died this year; but we saw edicts from the Young Sovereign three or five
years ago. What was the protocol?” He said: “It was in order to accustom him to administration.”
I asked: “If the city\fn{Of Nanking} had not been taken this time, would it have been able to hold out?” He
replied: “There was no more grain. We were relying on obtaining grain through Chung-kuan, but very little got in.
We could not have held out.”
I said: “In searching the city the government troops have seen a lot of grain; how can you say there was
nothing to eat?” He answered: “There may have been some in the palaces of the wangs, but it was not used to
supply the troops, hence the deficiency. That is why there was no unity amongst us.” He went on to say: “Now
that T'ien-ching has fallen and I have been taken prisoner, do you think that there will be no more trouble in the
land?
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I replied: “That depends on the quality of the government, not on a victory or on your capture. We have heard
that the new Son of Heaven is clever and wise; the people yearn for good rule. You rebels who disturbed half of
the empire have just been wiped out, so perhaps you will not dare to make the same mistakes.”
Li also said: “There are stars in the sky which predict that barbarian affairs are not settled; we will see this in
ten or more years.” I enquired about the names and positions of these stars; but it was nothing but old wives’ tales.
I knew that there was nothing special about him, and asked:
“What do you plan to do now?
He replied: “To die. But those who have gone to the right bank\fn{ Of the river, i.e., to Kiangsi} were all my troops
before. If I could write a letter to disband them, so that they may avoid the fate of plundering each other, I could
die without regret.” These words hinted that he was begging for his life. I said:
“Your crimes are great and you must await the edict. This is not something which the commander-in-chief can
decide.”
He bowed his head and was silent, and we left.
*
At the end of the Hsü Hour\fn{ 7-9p.m.} I saw firing from Lung-po-tzu and as far as Hsiao-ling-wei, and knew
that rebels had broken out … At the 4 th watch\fn{1-3 a.m.} a report came from the north of the city that two
hundred rebel cavalry and several thousand infantry, wearing government uniforms and accompanied by women
and children, had charged out through the breach. …
1833

204.53 Memorial To The Emperor Xianfeng\fn{by Yixin aka Prince Gong (1833-1895)} Peking?, China (M) 1
We venture to express our views as follows:
The belligerency of the barbarians first became apparent in the Jiaqing reign;\fn{ 1796-1820} by the time of the
the Treaty of Nanjing\fn{1842} their aggressiveness was more pronounced; this year they have marched right into
the capital, and press outrageous demands.
The severity of the barbarian menace has now reached an extreme. Previous discussion drawing on the lessons
of history regarding barbarian invasions has been based on the presumption that they should be sought and
destroyed. It is true that the strategy for repelling the barbarians has always been reducible to that. However, your
servants have considered the present times and the prevailing situation, and have concluded that of all the foreign
nations England is the most bellicose, Russia is inscrutable, and France and America simply follow their lead.
Before the defeat at the Taigu forts it was still possible to either destroy them or conciliate them. After the
Taigu defeat it was only possible to conciliate them, not destroy them. When things got to the point of barbarian
soldiers entering Peking, and neither attack nor defence was open to us, to seek and destroy became harmful, and
to conciliate also became harmful. As to the relative merits of the two policies, we have to steer our course to suit
expedience, with the aim of relieving the immediate crisis.
Since the treaties were exchanged, the barbarians have retired to Tianjin and are sailing south in droves.
Moreover, the requests they make are in accordance with the treaties. This shows that the barbarians do not covet
our territory or people. They still can be won over and held in check by a show of good faith, while we make our
plans for resurgence.
There seems to be some difference from the affairs of past ages. Taking into account the broad situation in the
empire, we see that our defence against the barbarians bears some resemblance to Shu’s treatment of Wu. Shu and
Wu were enemies, yet when Zhuge Liang took over the government of Shu he still sent envoys to placate Wu, and
allied with them to put down Wei.\fn{ This refers to the division of China into the Three Kingdoms after the fall of the Han dynasty
in the 3rd century AD. Shu was in the west, Wu in the east and Wei in the north } But did a day pass when his mind was not bent
on swallowing up Wu? Truly, given that the circumstances may not be favourable and the matter may not be
urgent, if one does not contain one’s indignation but instead takes a thoughtless risk, the disaster will yet be
greater than it now is.
At the present, the barbarians cannot be compared to the Wu and Shu allies, but in that they are enemies the
situation is the same. In the recent campaign the savagery of the barbarians has been unbridled, and all redblooded people voice their outrage. Your servants also have some rough understanding of justice, and of course
are mindful of the grand strategy for the empire. Yet we have to remember that the Nian rebellion rages in the
north and the Taiping rebellion in the south; our soldiers are exhausted and their provisions have given out. The
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barbarians take advantage of our weakness to impose their own control. If we give way to our indignation and
engage them as an enemy, we risk unforeseeable convulsions. On the other hand, if we ignore the harm they do
and do not make preparations to resist them, then we are leaving a legacy of trouble for our descendants. Our
forebears had a saying,
“Conciliation as expediency, warfare as the real policy.” That is truly valid for all ages.
As for the present situation, your servants maintain that the military gains of the Taiping and Nian rebels are a
disease of the internal organs. Russia’s intention to nibble away at our sovereign territory from its position as a
neighbouring country is like a viper at our bosom. England’s purpose is to pursue trade, but she is violent beyond
reason, and if not restrained will rob us of our independence: she is thus a threat to our limbs. Hence the
extermination of the Taiping and Nian rebels should be our priority; dealing with Russia should take second place,
and dealing with England come after that.
Our only course is to hold back our fierce hawkishness, and not be in a hurry to vaunt our power to crush them.
If Heaven repents its harshness and the rebels are pacified, then given Your Majesty’s saintly wisdom, your
servants will exercise their feeble wits to the utmost, and we will go some way to saving the situation.
Our present plan should be to hold to the letter of the treaties and not allow them to be overstepped in the
slightest degree, outwardly showing the barbarians sincerity and friendliness while quietly hemming them in. We
could then look forward to several years without major disruptions, even though they might make occasional
demands. After sedulous deliberation and assessment of the whole situation, we have drafted six measures which
we now respectfully offer for your imperial scrutiny. We beg that you command the princes and ministers and
your temporary court in Rehe to consider them. If then we your servants receive permission, we will institute the
measures according to instructions. As to the attendant minor matters and any modifications, we will submit
memorials as we proceed.
1. To set up an office in general charge of barbarian affairs, in order to centralize tasks. …
2. To appoint high commissioners at northern and southern ports, in order to facilitate their supervision. …
3. To increase the customs levy at all points of entry: just and honest local officials should be appointed in the
various provinces as managers, in order to expand revenue. …
4. To instruct the commanders and governors in all provinces handling foreign affairs to keep each other
informed of their doings, in order to avoid misunderstandings. …
5. To instruct that two persons each from Canton and Shanghai who can read foreign writing and understand
foreign speech be sent to Peking for consultation. …
6. To arrange for intelligence regarding internal and external trade at each seaport to be forwarded to the
general office each month, along with foreign newspapers, to be examined and acted upon. …
204.55 Excerpts from A Memorial On Barbarian Affairs\fn{by Wang Kaiyun (1833-1916)} Xiangian, Hunan
Province, China (M) 2
Those who talk about resisting the barbarians all want to learn their written language, to understand their
speech, and to ascertain the truth about them; to find out about their mountains and rivers, their strategic spots, the
history of relations between ruler and subject, and the true nature of their internal affairs. And best of all would be
to seize their army’s rations and use them to aid our troops, to get hold of their machines and employ them for our
own benefit. The present proposal to set up a Tongwen Guan (College of Translators) has such an aim in mind. I
alone, however, do not believe that this would be advantageous.
When the barbarians first invaded our territory, they were not familiar with Chinese customs or aware of the
geography of China; they did not gather up our maps and population registers, recite our poems and prose works,
learn of our political affairs, and then for the time being make peace with us. But because their ships were large
and their cannon effective, they could just cruise into our seaports. Our defences were insufficient, our attempts to
fight them off ineffective, and so they were able to have their way.
But though their ships and cannon are indeed terrifying, and though we have several times engaged them
without gaining victory, it is not as though the barbarian ships and our marine forces had fought a hundred battles
through the length and breadth of the coastal islands, or that our great statesmen and seasoned generals had all
been felled by cannonballs and lay strewn about within sight of one another. Nor had we fought repeated
engagements over a period of years, so that our best troops had been exhausted and we were forced to make peace
with them. The fact was our forces collapsed at the first encounter with the enemy troops, who then swept in so
quickly, we could not muster our forces again to resist them.
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Now the five ports have been opened for trade, and four of the barbarian nations have sent ambassadors to the
capital. By now our language and writing system, our strategic points and true circumstances, are undoubtedly
well known to them. If we were determined to seize their army’s rations and their machines, it would probably be
easy enough to do so by force. But they have now put on a conciliatory countenance, moderated their language,
and seek only for peaceful relations.
For if China were to acquire ships and cannon and adopt the customs of the barbarians, eventually we could
penetrate deep into their defences, wipe out their lairs and level their encampments. Then the tables would be
tumed, and the world would indeed have something to worry about. Thus even with their clear advantage at
present, the barbarians have so far not dared to show any signs of treachery. Yet we go on anxiously worrying
about what might happen some future day! …
*
Steamers are exceedingly clumsy vessels, and cannon are exceedingly stupid devices. Ships are useful to the
degree that they are light and swift, and machines beneficial to the degree that they are efficient and convenient.
But now these barbarian ships, unless they have their coal fires burning, cannot even be put into motion. Their
cannon must be moved about by human labour but are so heavy one cannot lift them. If soldiers of true daring and
determination suddenly confront the men manning the cannon, the latter will have no way to resist them but will
stand there as though with their hands tied, waiting to be slaughtered.
This is even more the case when engagements are fought on land, where the cannon on the ships are
ineffective. They may attack a port from the sea, but once they go ashore they are in trouble. If we launch a
sudden attack, with our forces numerous and the enemy few, how could we fail to gain victory when we
outnumber them a hundred to one?
But now we get in a fluster over these steamers and cannon, draw back our forces even before engagement,
and in the matter of machines and ships copy models that are clumsier than what we have already. This is like
knowing about King Wuling of Zhao’s adoption of barbarian dress but forgetting that he was eventually reduced
to searching for little fledglings to stave off his hunger;\fn{ This was in fact the result of dissension among King Wuling’s
sons} or to believe, as the Zuozhuan says, that in northem Ji there are many horses, without realizing that there is
no powerful nation there to threaten us. …
*
The great worry now is the English and French barbarians, is it not? It has been thirty years since the English
took up arms against us, but once they gained access to the capital, they agreed to a peaceful settlement, and they
are now ensconced in all the major river and coastal cities. However, it was Lin Zexu who first proposed going to
war, and later Senggerinchin took up the cause; in all cases it was China that initiated hostilities, and the English
barbarians then responded to the attack. When their ships first came to our ports, the barbarians spoke only of
peace. They showed no intention of attacking our country, while we adopted a military stance of self defence.
Thus it came about that we fought and lost. It has now been ten years since peace was negotiated, and it should be
clear that there is no covert scheming or thought of treachery on their part. The fact that the English barbarians do
not seize any of our territory is not that they are unable to do so, but simply because it would not profit them. By
observing peace they can sit calmly and rake in the profits, but if they seized territory they would have the toil and
trouble of administering it. …
*
When the French seek to spread the Christian religion, they are merely following the custom of their country,
like Faxian in his efforts to propagate the Buddhist canon or the Brahmans with their vows to wipe out the
Buddhist sutras. The rights and wrongs of such behaviour is a complicated and troublesome question and one that
surely need not be gone into here.
If the Christians were harbouring nefarious aims or plotting to form a faction and make a bid for power, then
surely they would speak in a humble manner and behave with courtesy and generosity so as to attract reckless
adventurers, and would assume a deceiving face and hide their true motives in order to ingratiate themselves with
the people. But they now present themselves as great teachers and put themselves above everybody else. They
stay strictly away from officials and the gentry, and try to cultivate a following among the ignorant and humble.
They keep their doors closed, guard their gates, and are suspicious of all and sundry.
From ancient times, those leaders who have plotted to seize the government by treacherous means have feared
only that they would not be able to attract worthy ministers and brave men to the cause, for they knew that to gain
the services of one true scholar is like gaining a whole state.
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But now, since these Christians behave in such an arrogant and mistrustful manner, any educated person would
take one look at them and turn the other way! How could they be willing to embrace the doctrines the Christians
teach or wish to become their followers? …
1834

208.115 1. A Report On Military Developments 2. A Letter To Ch’en Te-ts’ai And Others Directing Troop
Movements 3. A Letter To Ma Yung-ho And Others Directing Troop Movements 4. A Letter To Chang Lo-hsing
Directing Troop Movements\fn{by Ch’en Yü-ch’eng (1834-1862)} Teng, Guangxi Province, China (M) 4
1
The right thirtieth senior secretary of the court, this small and humble official, Ch’en Yü-ch’eng, respectfully
reports and petitions his highness the Yen Wang:
This small and humble official, because of his former slight efforts in recovering Wu-ch’ang, and graced by the
great display of heavenly grace by the Heavenly Father and the Heavenly Elder Brother and the great favor of the
T’ien Wang, the Tung Wang, and the other Wangs, was promoted to the position of right thirtieth senior secretary
of the court. My feelings overflowing, I have endeavored to make recompense, paying no regard to my own
person.
Unexpectedly, the gunboats of the chief demon Tseng\fn{ Tseng Kuo-fan (1811-1872)} came down the river in
overpowering strength, and by the land route there also came the two demons, T’a\fn{ T’a-ch’i-pu (1816-1855)} and
Yang,\fn{Yang Yüeh-pin (1822-1890)} creating complete havoc. The soldiers of the Rear Thirteenth Army, which was
led by this small and humble official, and the brothers of the Front Fourth Army of Water Troops fought bitterly
but were unable to attain victory. We could only abandon our ships, withdraw, and defend the Ch’i and Huang
area.
At Wu-ch’ang, across the river, His Excellency the royal kinsman\fn{ Shih Feng-k’uei} and His Excellency the
chief deputy chancellor of the Earth Department\fn{ Huang Tsai-hsing} also were unable to maintain a defense, and
will probably have to retreat to defend the vicinity of Hsing-kuo and Ta-yeh.
Now I hear that the Yen Wang is inspecting the river route, and will arrive at Ch’i-chou and T’ien-chia-chen
within a few days. This small and humble official is extremely happy and fortunate. Therefore, I specially submit
this report to you and also inform the elder brother, the royal kinsman, that we are to combine forces at T’ienchia-chen so that we can exterminate the demons.
Since this small and humble official is without ability, I beg the Yen Wang to submit a memorial to the Tung
Wang begging his mercy and a pardon on my behalf. The circumstances of all the trouble caused by the demons is
hereby reported; in addition, I wish you jade-like peace.
Reported on the seventh day of the ninth month of the fourth year, chia-yin, of the T’ai-p’ing T’ienkuo.\fn{October 12, 1854}
2
This stupid elder brother, Ch’en Yü-ch’eng, writes to Your Excellencies the Fu Wang, Ch’en,\fn{ Te-ts’ai, a native
of Kwangsi and a subordinate of Ch’en Yüch’eng, who fought in collaboration with the Nien rebels and committed suicide in November,
1864, in northern Anhwei Province} the Ch’i Wang, Liang,\fn{ Ch’eng-fu, a subordinate of Ch’en Yü-ch’eng, who fought in
collaboration with the Nien and was captured in July, 1865, in Kansu Province } the Tsun Wang, Lai,\fn{Wen-kuang, a native of Chiaying, Kwangtong Province, who fought with the Nien and was captured at Yangchosw in January, 1863 } the Hu Wang, Lan Ch’engch’un,\fn{a subordinate of Ch’en Yü-ch’eng, who fought with the Nien and was captured in northern
anhweiProvince in November, 1864} and others, for your joint perusal:
After Your Excellencies set out, I again received sacred edicts and imperial notices in Lu-chou,\fn{ Anhwei} all
of which instructed me and Your Excellencies to comply with instructions and advance with troops to seize
provisions. I have observed that in the prefecture of Lu-chou the current military situation is stable and good and
have thereupon consulted with younger brother Shih-yung\fn{ A younger brother of Ch’eng Yü-ch’eng, who later joined the
chung Wang and died at Tan-yang, Kiangsu Province, in May, 1864 } as to whether I should go forth with troops to meet Your
Excellencies, or whether younger brother Ch’en Shih-yung should go forth with troops to meet Your Excellencies.
Previously, on the sixth day, I dispatched a commoner to deliver a letter secretly to the Fu Wang, requesting him
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to consult with Your Excellencies for the purpose of quickly dispatching troops downstream to the vicinity of
Cheng-yang,\fn{Anhwei} to support our armies upstream, by the end of the first month or the beginning of the
second month. I presume that Your Excellencies have already received this message.
As to the case of the Yün-t’ien-yen last year, I had reported it directly to the court, which action provoked the
sacred wrath. The Ching Wang\fn{The title conferred upon Lin Ta-chü, who was the second chief autumn official of the Board of
Punishments of the court} and the Wei Wang\fn{ The title conferred upon Ch’in Jih-nan, a native of Kuei-hsien, Kwangsi Province,
and deputy autumn official of the Board of Punishments of the court; he was a cousin of Ch’in Jih-kang } were ordered, respectfully
bearing three sacred edicts and one sacred flag, to reproach me for my previous retreat from T’ai-hu,\fn{ Anhwei}
for my subsequent withdrawal from Anking, and also for my failure to keep the appointment at Kua-ch’e River,
causing the Chang Wang\fn{Lin Shao-chang, who died at Kou-yung in July, 1864 } to retreat to T'ung-ch'eng, Lu~chiang,
Wu-wei, San-ho,\fn{Anhwei} and such places; all these crimes were attributed to me.
Now, having been favored by the sacred grace, rewards and punishments, dismissals, and demotions have been
ordered. Considering the situation at this time, I am indeed very fortunate. However, I am concerned about His
Highness\fn{This must refer to Li Hsiu-ch’eng, and shows that by February, 1862, Ch’en did not yet know that Li had started retreating
from Hupeh Province on September, 1861, and had begun his campaign in Chekiang and Kiangsu Provinces }and the military
situation up the river, and I do not yet know the situation. Now, if Your Excellencies are still in Ying-chou, you
must have joined with younger brother Ma Yung-ho and others, and must also be engaged in attacking Ying-chou.
Therefore, I am writing you this letter in the earnest hope that Your Excellencies will immediately consult and
decide whether to send younger brother Lan,\fn{Ch’eng-ch’un} the Hu Wang, to lead some troops down the river
to join me, and whether Ch’en Shih-yung should come ahead to consult personally with Your Excellencies on
important strategic matters, or whether Chen-chü should be sent to you. If younger brother Ma Yung-ho’s troops
are still in Ying-chou, perhaps he might be asked to delegate younger brothers Ni Lung-huai, Ch’iu Yüants’ai,\fn{Ch’iu had the title of Chü-t’ien-an at that time. He became the Huai Wang in 1864 and surrendered to the government ofrces in
August, 1868} and others to lead some troops down the river. In short, promptness is desirable, and you must not
delay. Moreover, whomever you select from among these people to support me down the river, be sure to order
him to camp a hundred li or so from the northern suburb of Lu-chou prefecture. In the meantime rush a letter to
me so that I or the Tao Wang\fn{ The title conferred upon Ch’en Shih-yung } can go ahead, but do not approach the
prefectural city of Lu-chou—be aware of this! If younger brother Ma and others are still attacking Ying-chou, you
may order them to continue the attack with substantial force. Your Excellencies must as soon as possible send
troops up the river to split the demons’ strength. On the tenth day the demons’ troops from Shu-ch’eng advanced
to the area of Chung-p’ai-ho, Shang-p’ai-ho, and San-shih-li-p’u and dug in in fourteen or fifteen places, and at
present they are creating trouble. I give you this information also, and hope that you will put your mind at ease
and not worry. Now, as for conditions here in Lu-chou Prefecture, when either I or the Tao Wang come up the
river, we shall then meet and discuss with Your Excellencies and express our concern for you. I sincerely hope
that in accordance with this letter, you will put this into effect. Do not neglect this. With this letter I send you the
best of luck in your military campaign.
Dispatched from the prefecture of Lu-chou on the fourteenth day of the first month of the twelfth year, jenhsü,\fn{February 21, 1862} of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo.
3
This stupid elder brother, Ch’en Yü-ch’eng, hereby instructs my virtuous younger brothers Ma Yung-ho,\fn{ A
chief general in 1862, who was later given the title of heavenly general. He surrendered at Huo-shan, Anhwei Province, in November,
1864, and was subsequently executed } Ni Lung-huai,\fn{Ni held the title of Hsien-t’ien-i and heavenly general in 1864; he also
surrendered at Huo-shan in November, 1864, and was executed } T’an Ting-kuang, Fan Li-ch’uan,\fn{ A subordinate of Ch’en Yüch’eng with the titles of P’ien-t’ien-i and heavenly general in 1864. He also surrendered at Huo-shan in November, 1864, and was
executed} Ch’iu Yüan-ts’ai,\fn{Ch’iu had the title Chüt’ien-an in 1861; he was a court general in 1863 and the Huai Wang in 1864 in
1864. He and Chang Tsung-yü led the Western Nien in their campaigns in north and northwest China after 1864. He surrendered in
Shantung Province in August, 1868} Ch’en Han-t’ai,\fn{A subordinate of Ch’en Te-ts’ai and later a heavenly general. He surrendered
at Huo-shan in November, 1864} and Tai Shih~pao to know this:
Since last year when I received your report of the twenty-eighth day of the eleventh month\fn{ January 7, 1862}
from Ying-shang,\fn{Anhwei} I have not received a single communication from you virtuous younger brothers,
and I am deep in recollections. Subsequently, I sent instructions directing you younger brothers to enlist troops in
the upper river valley. It was decided that either I would come in person or send younger brother Ch’en Shih-
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yung, the Tao Wang, with troops to meet with you younger brothers, that we might again plan an attack. At the
present time, since I happened to observe in the court that the management of things is not fair and just, I have
prepared and submitted a memorial from the prefecture of Lu-chou. Now the memorial has met with disapproval,
and a big case has been fomented out of a trifle. Originally I had decided first to send younger brother Ch’eng-an
and others up the river to instruct you younger brothers of the matter. But unfortunately the passes and mountains
have proved such an obstacle that I fear it is hard to proceed.
Now I have resolved to lead my troops forward at the end of the first month or the beginning of the second
month. However, at the present time in the prefecture of Lu-chou the remaining demons from Shuch’eng\fn{Anhwei} have dug in in fourteen or fifteen places along the Shang-p’ai-ho and Chung-p’ai-ho, and they
still emerge to cause distress. At present I believe that you virtuous younger brothers are still in the vicinity of
Ying-chou\fn{Anhwei} and have not proceeded far; therefore you must dispatch some troops down the river to the
area of Cheng-yang-kuan\fn{Anhwei} to meet me, so that I may personally consult with you virtuous younger
brothers and decide upon a stratagem for advancing. For this reason I speed these instructions to you, hoping that
after reading them, you virtuous younger brothers will immediately meet to begin the important discussion and
either decide that younger brother Ni Lung-huai shall lead troops down the river to the vicinity of Cheng-yang to
escort me up the river, or that younger brother Ch’iu Yüan-ts’ai shall lead troops to Cheng-yang to escort me. I
earnestly hope that you younger brothers will arrive at a decision quickly. In short, arrange everything quickly and
let there be no negligence. These are my instructions! I specially issue these instructions in the sincere hope that
Your Excellencies will comply with them quickly.
Dispatched from Lu-chou Prefecture on the fourteenth day of the first month of the twelfth year, jenhsü,\fn{February 21, 1862} of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo.
4
I, the Ying Wang, Ch’en, hereby write to Your Excellency, my virtuous younger brother, the Wo Wang, Chang
Lo-hsing:
I have written many letters to you in the past, which were sent forth by secret messenger. I believe you have
received them all. Now I have resolved to lead my troops forward and personally discuss tactics and strategy with
my virtuous younger brother, in order to facilitate our advance and attack. Unfortunately, in the prefecture of Luchou the demons have now appeared near Shang-p’ai-ho and have dug in in more than ten places, so that the way
is blocked. For this reason I am specially writing you in the hope that my virtuous younger brother will dispatch
one or two battalions of officers and soldiers, together with several hundred cavalry troops, down the river to be
encamped in the vicinity of Ch’ing-lung-ch’ang in the northern countryside of Lu-chou Prefecture. I bid you reply
in writing, so that I may lead my troops forward and consult personally with my virtuous brother on military
tactics, and so that we may devise a plan of advance for our great offensive and great assault. As soon as this
communication arrives, carry this out; do not betray my sincere hope. I give you these strict instructions.
Dispatched from Ai-chou Prefecture on the fourteenth day of the first month of the twelfth year, jenhsü,\fn{February 21, 1862} of the T’ai-p’ing T’ien-kuo.
208.173 1. A Notification Urging The People To Return To Their Occupations 2. A Letter To The Foreigners
Soliciting Aid\fn{by Li Shih-hsien (1834-1865)} Tengxian, Kwangsi Province, China (M) 3
1
Notification from His Royal Highness Li, Shih Wang and Protector General, ordering the people to submit
willingly and to continue their occupations.
Whereas agriculture is the chief of the occupations of mankind, upon which people necessarily subsist, and
whereas, since I rule this city I have always informed the people everywhere that they may continue their duties
and occupations as usual—be it therefore known that those who submit to this government are called good
people. Strict orders have been given to my officers and soldiers not to make any disturbance among the
inhabitants, which orders you must have heard.
But how is it that at present the fields are left uncultivated and all agricultural business seems to be entirely
neglected? The plantations of sugar-cane are nearly ready for harvest, but will spoil if not cut, and the grains and
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paddy are nearly rotten, the reason of which we cannot comprehend. Probably the raising of arms is the cause of
it, of which the people stand in awe, consequently they moved to their countries; or is the cause that at the time of
fighting they are afraid that they may be implicated, that on this account they fled to other places? But the
benevolent and just army will not destroy the good people; while they exterminate the wicked, they will not
punish the innocent.
Now two villages on the south and north have already submitted, they are settled as usual. You people should
be diligent at all times in trade and agriculture.
Further, in the four villages of that place, the sugar-canes may be converted into sugar and the grains be
collected: if you do not immediately return and resume your occupations, then how will the people get their
subsistence? Furthermore, the people who fled away have not paid their taxes due, being thus ignorant of the plan
of seeking peace.
I treat others with great liberality, and therefore again and again issue these notifications, intimating to you that
all those who have fled away may quietly return to cut the sugar-canes and collect the grains, and those who have
not paid their taxes must, with submissive mind, come and pay their taxes. You must not cherish any doubt or
hesitation, nor have a different heart, otherwise you will too late repent what you have done. I protect the people
as children, and look upon them as wounded; therefore, for more than a month since I have taken possession of
the place, I have never allowed a single soldier or officer to go to any village to give trouble.
Now all the regulations have been arranged and the laws rectified, and strict orders have also repeatedly been
given to the army thus treating you people bountifully and kindly. When the superior is so affectionate, you
inferiors should readily come and pay tribute.
After this notification has been issued, if those who have not paid their taxes and still insist on their obstinacy
by disregarding it, troops will be raised to punish them in order to warn those who are perverse and stubborn,
without lenity. Every one of you must obey this command and not disappoint me of my affection to you.
Li Shih-hsien, Shih Wang, and Protector General of the Celestial Dynasty, Taiping Celestial Kingdom, 14 th
year, 9th moon, 30th day\fn{November 11, 1864}
2
His Royal Highness Li Shih-hsien, Shih Wang and Imperial Protector General of the Celestial Dynasty, to their
Excellencies the Plenipotentiaries of England, France, United States, and the people of their respective countries.
Since creation our Chinese Empire was first governed by Shen-nung, then by the Emperors Yao and Shun, who
afterwards resigned their throne. Again the Emperors T’ang] and Mo attained to their throne by force of arms;
then Dynasties Ch’in, Han, Wei, and Chin transmitted their throne to their respective posterity, and were
succeeded by the dynasties T’ang, Sung, Yuan, and Ming. It would be a matter of considerable difficulty, when
referring to the distant generations, to repeat them all, but as a nation it had hitherto been in amity with all your
various nations, no distinct border having been marked out.
I was born late, and have not had the fortune to view these good prospects, and to enjoy the administration of
the benevolent Government, but I have examined maps of the world, and studied the histories, and I am happy to
possess a thorough knowledge of them, and the contents of which are as before me. For a man to guard a place,
the watchword is to remember the fact that when the lips are cut off, the teeth will be endangered. To be in amity
with adjacent countries, and for one to keep intercourse with neighbouring countries, it is essential not to forget
the maxim of one large nation serving another small one.
Of the history of China in counting back from the dynasties of Ming and Yuan, there have been innumerable
successive revolutions of kingdoms who invariably paid tributes and presented precious stones to each other when
due, and who never encroached upon other’s territory. But the Tartars were of a different species, remarkable for
their ravenous disposition, and for this reason, the central kingdom with the eastern provinces, in order to prevent
their invasion, built the great wall. Unfortunately, during the latter part of the Ming Dynasty they were allowed to
invade the interior, we became their victim, and have since been disgraced by them for these two centuries or
more.
Who then with common sense and natural patriotism would not strike his breast and weep? Even your various
nations, in a practical point of view, are countries and in relation as lip to teeth, would not fail, I think, to hate
them.
Long had it been designed to raise the just standard, but in consequence of there being few in China who
would support the movement, the design had for a time to be abandoned. Happily our Heavenly Father the

624

Almighty God did not desert the descendants of Han, and hated the Tartars, and sent down my Lord who settled at
Kinling\fn{Nanking} as a basis of operations for more than ten years, and during that period exterminated
thousands and ten thousands of Tartars.
My Lord had always been in friendship with the heroes and enterprising men of your various nations who
carried on their respective trades as usual. Further, the provinces of Kwang,\fn{ Kwangtung} Cheh,\fn{Chekiang}
Yu,\fn{Fukien?} and others have been opened, and the ministers and people of various nations have travelled and
rambled, and trade has been carried on uninterruptedly as usual. Is this not excellent?
In obedience to my Lord’s command I have been ordered to extirpate and root out the Tartars. Recently I
attacked and took Chang-chou, where I encamped my soldiers. Whilst there I was glad to hear that you were close
by, and I would ere this have sent a despatch to you, but various difficulties were thrown in the way. I now write
this and tell the people of Tai-po-tsz of Cha-chow to present it for your perusal, earnestly hoping that after
reading, you will consider the importance of lip-lost-and-teeth-endangered phrase, and perceive the advantage of
a large nation serving a small one; that you will support our just movement by combining together to put an end to
the Ch’ing Dynasty, in order that the people may live in happiness, and your various natives enjoy peace. The
doctrine of our Heavenly Father, the Almighty God, and of Jesus Christ, teaches us that He is merciful, saving us,
answering to prayers and unselfish—all mankind should look to the future and believe in Christianity.
Therefore, more than ten years before my Lord’s accession to the throne, he believed in Christianity, as his
conduct would show.
He also received the Rev. Mr. Roberts, who preached the Gospel to the Chinese who believed and praised with
him to God. We have welcomed your doctors, who cured many Chinese, and healed their diseases. We all feel
grateful for their merciful kindness, and are under obligation for their favours. From this you will see that your
nations and our Chinese in a universal point of view are as one.
But the Tartars believe in Buddhism, despise Christianity, and turn a dead ear to its doctrine. It may be argued
that belief or disbelief rests with them, and they will afterwards reap the fruit of their conduct. Well, why then do
they persecute Christian converts so that their lives are in jeopardy?
Therefore my Lord reluctantly took up arms, raised an army, and coped with them. This has been going on for
these more than ten years, and through the mercy of our Heavenly Father, the Almighty God, and Jesus Christ,
and through the assistance of your various nations, my Lord has taken many cities and provinces, and killed many
Ch’ing devils. Still to conquer and subdue an empire of eighteen provinces, combined with a strong army of
Mongols and Chinese, who have ample munitions of war and provisions, must be extremely difficult.
Let us learn from the ancients as well as the moderns that to lead an army to battle it is indispensable to have
reinforcements; and to establish a kingdom it is essential to get assistance from the neighbouring countries. Your
various nations and China are at present like lip to teeth, and similar to a large country serving a small one.
Let me ask you that before my Lord settled at Kiang-nan, could you get admittance into the interior? Now you
can ride from east to west and from north to south, and the provinces of Hupeh and Anhwei have been opened to
trade. If your various nations do not ally with me to exterminate the Ch’ing Dynasty, and in case our force being
unable to cope with the Tartars, as we are deficient in naval power, we shall be conquered, then the result of liplost and teeth-endangered will soon follow.
Therefore it is desirable that your various nations should embrace this opportunity as presented. If, on the other
hand, your various nations, relying on the omnipotence of our Heavenly Father and Jesus Christ, and acting upon
the doctrine of Christianity, will come to terms with us for destroying the Ch’ing dynasty, if you command your
naval armies and attack those places near the water, and whatever cities, districts, ports, and passes you will have
taken and conquered by your force, you will be at liberty without the least hindrance on my part to keep them, and
whatever treasures and food found therein, you will be at liberty to appropriate them. And so I will attack on land,
and whatever cities, districts, and passes I conquer, and whatever treasures and food I find, I will divide, giving
one half to you, and all the distant cities, ports, and marts will be surrendered to you.
Thus having your naval armies, we can cross the ocean and bestride the rivers without obstacle or hindrance.
Our army, I must confess, in its beginning is weak, and food is not plentiful; and unless your various nations lend
a hand to assist me, the Tartars will be more ravenous and their ferociousness will be greater, and if once our army
is subdued, they will as a matter of course come upon your various nations; when, it is clear, you will be
precluded from trading and travelling in the provinces of Kiangsu, Kwangtung, Chekiang, and Yu\fn{ Fukien?}
I earnestly pray that you will despatch your soldiers and cooperate with me to exterminate the evil posterities,
and that we all may obtain advantages. Hoping you will comply with my views is my earnest prayer.
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The statements I have made, though they are vulgar, I undertake to swear before heaven that I will keep them.
Let us write in benevolence to accomplish our undertakings, then we shall make peace with each other, trade with
each other from generation to generation, and enjoy togethcr universal peace. Is this not the best plan? The city of
Chang has been and is a rich place, at present both the soldiers and inhabitants are happy, trade is flourishing, and
treasures are plentiful.
I also earnestly request that you will convey merchandise and vessels containing all kinds of foreign cargo, and
the caps, powder, etc., which will be sold immediately here. You have no occasion to fear that some of my men
will take them without paying for them. I will make up the damages should they do so, and surely I will not break
my promise!
On the day of this epistle reaching you, you will favour me with a reply.
Li Shih-hsien, Shih Wang, and Imperial Protector General of the Celestial Dynasty Taiping Celestial Kingdom,
14th year, 10th moon, 1st day.\fn{November 13, 1864}
204.71 Excerpts from Diary Of Mission To Germany\fn{by Li Fengbao (1834-1887)} nr. Shanghai, Jiangsu
Province, China (M) 3
Guangxu 4th year 10th month 7th day.\fn{1 November 1878} I have been in Europe nearly two years, and am often
covered with the dust of travel. As I observe, England has the greatest spread of railway tracks; France is next,
and Germany, Holland and Belgium after France. Yet collisions, derailments, misroutings and like mishaps are
most frequent in Belgium and Holland; Germany comes next, while in France and England they are rare.
How can one account for the English and French being more diligent? Perhaps it is because the traffic is
greater, and this makes them keep on the alert and ignore distractions. If there are few trains, then they can relax
and slack off, and not have to concentrate on what they are doing. Therefore proficiency is based on diligence,
and mishaps come from negligence.\fn{ Written on missing his train at a station in Belgium becase of being misinformed by a train
guard about the time of departure}
*
10th month 22nd day.\fn{16 November 1878} Drizzle. For the last two days my shingles have been itching because
of the humidity, and I have been unable to sleep at night. On consulting a Western doctor I was told that there
were several ways of treating sleeplessness. One is to inject “morphia solution” into the arm from a tube, and that
soon sends you to sleep. The solution uses roughly one-sixth of a grain mixed with water. A second is “chloral
hydrate”, which is more poisonous, being able to knock you out instantly. The most powerful is “chloroform”: a
sniff of it puts you into a death-like coma. Your flesh can be sliced without you feeling it, and you need half a day
to recover from its effects. Physically frail people often do not wake at all. Doctors use it to perform surgery.
I did not dare to use any of these.
*
10th month 26th day.\fn{20 November 1878}\fn{After visiting the Royal Library in Berlin, inspecting the Chinese books there,
and later conversing with a German orientalist and his learned lady } I previously suspected that Westerners studied Chinese
solely to conduct trade and propagate their religion, that is, with a practical purpose in mind. It was only after
coming to Europe that I discovered that there are some people who devote lifelong study to Chinese classical
literature and to Manchu and Mongolian writings: they persevere unwaveringly in their diligent and lonely
endeavours.
Moreover, there are ladies who do research on Asian ancient races, scripts and poetry. When Fengyi was in
England, a girl in pigtails pointed to him, saying,
“That person’s skull is of the Mongoloid kind.” And when I was in Paris, I met someone who maintained that I
was a descendant of Lao Zi,\fn{ Because the family name of the ancient philosopher Lao Zi is generally believed to have been Li }
Ambassador Guo happened to be present, and he was greatly surprised. Those who enquire about classical poetry
and philology are quite numerous, and Germany has the greater share of them. Geng Yintai was once lost for
words when a lady questioned him about phonology and musical temperament.
This goes to show that the thirst for learning is not limited by time or place, to male or female, nor does it wait
upon encouragement or calculate practical use; those who love learning look upon it as dearly as their own life.
Goodness me, how admirable it is!
*
10th month 26th day.\fn{20 November 1878}\fn{After visiting the Siemens electrical factory, he discusses the inventions he was
shown there} One was a speedometer for trains. It has a dial with a revolving needle which indicates the distance

626

covered per hour. If the speed reaches 52 kilometres, then a bell rings without stopping, and the driver is
punished.
Another was a fire alarm. Oblong boxes connected by electric cables are installed in every street. If a fire
breaks out in No. 12 district, each box lights up with the number 12, and a bell rings unceasingly, thus enabling
the fire fighters to know where to go.
Another was the covered telegraph line. In the Franco-Prossian War, overhead lines were easy to cut, so
afterwards Prossia used covered lines buried underground, similar to electricity cables that go across rivers. Seven
lines are bundled together and sheathed in six strands of hemp cord; over that there is a layer each of hemp, silk,
and steel wire; then twine is wound round in a left spiral and coated with black paint, then in a right spiral and
coated again. Nowadays Berlin and all other big cities use covered lines, unlike London where overhead lines
criss-cross like spider webs.
Another was the “scout” line, which is used by army forward patrols when reconnoitring. Three copper strands
are combined in an electric wire, which is connected to a “telephone” instrument. Two soldiers carry the
equipment: one carries the electric wire, the other the battery box. They can report the lie of the land and enemy
movements back to headquarters, so that they can be prepared. The telephone contains two electrical components,
and the outer casing is called a tube. When it is blown down this end, the call is heard that end, and the tube is
taken off and put to the ear. Over a distance of tens of miles you can hear the words as if they were spoken next
door. This instrument was invented by the factory especially for military use. The Russians bought and used it
when they attacked Turkey, and the Turkish soldiers were amazed, thinking it was supernatural.
The products of this factory range from as big as ocean cables to as small as electric alarm clocks and small
telegraph sets. Their gear mechanisms as well as their tiny second hands are all stored item by item, each one
numbering hundreds and thousands. These components do not differ by a hair’s breadth; when assembled they
form the complete apparatus. The precision of the workmanship is really at the top of the scale.
Compared with the Silvertown electrical factory in London, you could say they play different tunes with equal
skill.
*
11th month 12th day.\fn{5 December 1878} A clear day. At noon the German Emperor\fn{ Wilhelm I} returned to the
capital after recovering from his wounds.
To explain, there is in Europe a “Social Democratic Party” which being translated means Levellers Party. They
want everything in the world to be equal, with no difference between noble and base, rich or poor. The stupid
among them think that if they got rid of the ruling class, the poor masses would be amply fed and clothed; hence
they have tried to assassinate the German Emperor more than once.
An attack was made on his carriage in Unter den Linden in summer, and he was hit in the right arm by several
bullets. The wounds were very severe, and he lost a lot of blood.
Subsequently he went to Teplitz in Bohemia\fn{ Although Teplitz-Schonau was in the Austrian Empire, a spa was maintained
there by Prussia because the water was supposed to heal gunshot wounds. Teplitz is now in the Czech Republic, and is called Teplice } to
convalesce, leaving the Crown Prince to deputize for him. He is now fully recovered.
*
12th month 10th day.\fn{2 January 1879} Sent more New Year cards. I have discovered that the Levellers Party
(called in Western language “Social Democrats”), which has carried out several assassinations in Germany, exists
in all countries. Switzerland is a republic, so they tend to go there to lie low. The Russian ones are called Nihilists,
the French ones Communists.
Now they are being outlawed everywhere, and civilians are not allowed to keep explosives and firearms. Even
for hunting rifles they have to have a licence. But I also hear there are 58,000 members of the Levellers Party in
Berlin, and some are members of the Reichstag. So the German Emperor cannot put a stop to them.\fn{ The antisocialist legislation introduced by Bismarck after the 1878 assassination attempts on the Kaiser’s life (assumed commonly but incorrectly
to have been carried out by Social Democrats) closed down leftist newspapers and associations and banned “subversive” propaganda, but
did not make the parties as such illegal. Nevertheless, individual activists and sympathizers were expelled from their homes and jobs. The
figure of 58,000 is close to the number of votes cast for the Social Democrats in the last election }

*
The German national customs are: to favour polite manners, to deplore excessive spending, to esteem
distinction, and to be addicted to tobacco and drink. They must raise their hat on meeting any acquaintance: as the
English say, a German’s hat never sits still on his head for more than five minutes. Military men raise their right
hand level with their temple in salute; even a commander in chief has to acknowledge a private soldier’s salute.
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The more titles on one’s calling card, the more decorations on one’s chest, the better. The titles may take up as
many as four or five lines, and the decorations may number up to forty or fifty. Women must curtsy on meeting
senior relatives or respected guests.
The practice of shaking hands has grown up only in the last ten years or so. Humble persons do not offer to
shake hands with their betters; they do so only if their betters extend their hands first. A tight grip and pumping of
the hand signify intimacy. The most intimate of friends may kiss, as may those with white hair. One may kiss the
hand of the wife of a close friend. People also shake hands at the end of banquets. So we can see that courtesies
are very elaborate.
When addressing both men and women, one must include their rank. In England it is respectful enough to call
people “Sir”, but not respectful enough to call a German Mein Herr. Similarly, it is not polite to address ladies as
simply Madame or Mademoiselle: you must find out their position and address them accordingly, in order not to
be considered brusque. Gentlemen have to be addressed by their office, ladies by the title of their husband if they
are noble, and by their husband’s rank if they are the wife of an official; and similarly for professors and teachers.
*
Most men have a von to their name, which indicates hereditary nobility, like the French de. With the German
aristocracy, the direct and collateral branches go on unbroken for generation after generation, the same for women
as for men, hence there is practically no one without a claim to nobility, that is to say, no one who is not a von.
*
The taste for tobacco and alcohol is stronger in Germany than in other countries. Half their shops are either
tobacconists or beer gardens. Everyone from generals and ministers down to servants and workmen is to be found
with a pipe in his mouth—the pipes being two foot long and with a bowl as big as a cup. When they withdraw to a
side-room to drink coffee after a banquet, they all light up, and clouds of smoke fill the room, regardless of
whether the ladies have retired or not.
The tale is told of a general who escorted a princess to England to be married. Before the ball was over, he got
out his tobacco and started puffing away. The constables drove him out, and his host was not able to rescue his
dignity.
Germany reveres scholarship, and the learned gentlemen of their academies are uncountable. When they roam
the markets smoking and calling for drink, they are hard to distinguish from the common people, being dressed
the same, unlike the English scholars with their high hats and frock coats.
In the parks in the Berlin suburbs, where gentlemen and ladies parade in scented clothes and with fluttering
fans, thronging back and forth, there are many places where they can drink and listen to music. In the coffee
houses to the west of the Royal Palace they sell strong drink all the year round, and are busy from morn till night.
Visitors are most numerous on a Sunday afternoon. Upper and lower classes mingle together, without being wary
of each other. You often see workmen with tousled hair and unwashed faces with wives and daughters on their
arms, the latter being dressed up to the nines, tripping daintily along. They sit down and drink the local brew.
Seven or eight people sit round a table with a big jug of beer in the middle, which both men and women drink
from.
But still, I have never seen labourers and artisans causing trouble because of drunkenness. This is because they
are more restrained and moderate than the people of countries like England, France, Spain and Portugal.
204.117 Excerpts from Autobiography Of Rev. H. N. Woo\fn{by Wu Hongyu aka Woo Hoong Nick (1834-1919)}
Shanghai?, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 2
I was assigned to wait on Dr. Messersmith, the surgeon of the ship. There were about 300 men on board, and
we were altogether eight months on the voyage. We called at Amoy, Hongkong, Canton, the Japanese ports, San
Francisco, the South American ports, such as Valparaiso, Rio de Janeiro, etc. I did not land anywhere when we
were in port and so saw practically nothing during the trip.
On board we were dressed in sailor’s uniform and were under the same discipline as all the rest. In those days
corporal punishment was in vogue. It was quite common for officers to punish sailors for drunkenness or fighting
by hanging them by their thumbs so that they could just touch the ground on tiptoe. Sailors were also punished by
imprisonment and handcuffing.
*
In March 1855 we arrived at Philadelphia Navy Yard and were landed. After a few days’ stay in a hotel, Dr.
Messersmith took me by train to Lancaster, Pa., where his home was. Lancaster in those days was a town of about
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20,000 inhabitants, most of whom were of German descent, for almost every farmer could speak German. I lived
with Dr. Messersmith until his marriage.
*
I was in Lancaster City from 1855 to 1864. Naturally I attended the Episcopal Church, St. James Church on
Orange Street. There was another Episcopal Church in town, called St. John’s Free Church, and several churches
of other denominations, such as the Methodist Church, the Moravian Church, the Lutheran Church, the
Presbyterian Church, and certain meeting houses.
These meeting houses were very interesting places. Sometimes Dr. Messersmith brought me to one of those
places just to see how people would behave themselves in the name of divine worship. One day we visited such a
place. We did not step into the room, but stayed outside, and there were children as well as adults standing outside
looking on. Those people inside made lots of noise and did much crying over their sins and confessions. They
prayed in a loud voice, and sang lustily. Sometimes someone would fall down on the floor and do other things
which would be described as indecent in any other place. There were usually between forty and fifty people at a
meeting. We felt very curious; worshipping God not reverently.
My pastor was at first the Reverend Samuel Bowman, who became in 1858 Assistant Bishop of Pennsylvania.
Dr. Bowman invited me to join the Church School at Lancaster, but I explained to him my disinclination to study.
I told him I was a poor student at the Shanghai Mission School; I could not remember my lessons, that is I forgot
them easily in recitation; and so forth; and so I told him my desire to become a mechanic. I applied at the
“Lancaster Locomotive Works” for a job, but on account of slackness in business they could not take me in.
One summer evening, I remember, I was seated on the front porch, and a man next door was also resting
himself outside on his own porch. This was Mr. Clarkson, a good earnest Episcopalian, a member of St. James
Church. We were acquainted with each other and this evening we fell into talking about my choosing a trade. He
strongly advised me to go into the printing business, for he thought it would be useful wherever I went and
besides it would give me practical opportunity to learn the English language.
*
His advice appealed to me and so I decided on the printer’s trade. I became an apprentice at the office of the
Paper called The Lancaster Examiner Herald. I worked there for seven years, four as apprentice and three as
journeyman.
The Examiner Herald was a weekly then with a circulation of 4,000. In the office there were one foreman, six
apprentices including myself, and four journeymen, and we had one large steam press for the paper, one smaller
press, one hand-press, and one jobs foot-press. As apprentice I earned $2 a week, which was just enough for my
board. Afterwards as journeyman I earned $6 a week. I was at the office from seven in the morning till six in the
evening, with an hour for lunch at noon time. In the evening before the publication day I had to work extra time
from eight till eleven o’clock.
While serving my apprenticeship I made myself familiar with every branch of the work. It was not always
pleasant work, for sometimes I suffered from cracked skin due to the use of soda in washing the types, and from
sore fingers.
There was once an accident which nearly robbed me of my right hand middle finger. I was then working in the
office of another Paper called the Daily Express as pressman. While oiling a machine I let my middle finger be
caught in a cog-wheel. The skin, nail and flesh were torn from the finger leaving the tip-bone exposed. I
immediately went to see a doctor, who fortunately did not amputate the joint but advised to let nature heal itself.
This was successful and so my finger was saved.
Long afterwards when I was engaged in hospital work at Shanghai, dressing wounds and caring for the injured,
the sight of a wound or injury never failed to remind me of this incident and I was all the more happy in relieving
others.
*
My life in Lancaster was uneventful on the whole. In 1856 I heard of the death of my mother in China. In 1860
I was naturalized as a citizen of the United States of America.
The years 1861-1865 were those of the Civil War. In a small way I became involved in it. Early in June of
1863 the Confederate Army under General Lee invaded Pennsylvania. Governor Curton called for 50,000
volunteers for protecting the State and strengthening the Northern Army.
I volunteered on 29 June 1863 in spite of the advice of my Lancaster friends against it, for I had felt that the
North was in the right in opposing slavery. My friends thought I should not join the militia and risk my life in war,
for my own people and family were in China, and I had neither property nor family in America whose defence
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might serve as excuse for my volunteering. But I did not see any fighting after all. I was in the Company under
Captain John H. Druckenmiller in the 50th Regiment of Pennsylvania Militia.
On 1-3 July the Battle of Gettysburg, Pa. was fought resulting in the complete defeat of the Confederate Army
which forced General Lee to recross the Potomac. On 15 August of the same year (1863) I was discharged for
expiration of service.
Of the experience as a soldier, there was nothing unusual. We were at first stationed in camp near the River
Susquehanna. We took turns to cook, to do sentinel work, to practise target-shooting, etc. There was one march
which we made from our original position to somewhere in the neighbourhood of Baltimore which impressed
itself on my memory deeply. For one afternoon and one night we marched. It happened to be a very warm summer
day, and I was so tired that I could not go any further, and I had to lie on the roadside to rest my sore feet.
We were paid $13 besides our food and clothing. Our ration consisted of fresh beef, salt pork, beans, potatoes
and bread.
In February of the next year (1864) I left Lancaster, Pa., in order to go to New York City, and from there I
returned to Shanghai on board the Kiukiang, one of Oliphant Company’s new boats built at New York for special
service between Hankow and Shanghai on the Yangtze River.
1835

204.63 Excerpt from An Imperial Audience\fn{by Empress Dowager Cixi aka Tzu’hsi (1835-1908)} Anhui Province,
China (F) 1
… Foreign affairs are a tricky business. I’ve heard that there’s another case of churches and houses being burnt
down in Fujian. This will definitely cause trouble again.\fn{ What is tricky about foreign affairs is that the foreigners are
unreasonable, and the Chinese ignorant of the current state of affairs. Chinese officials and the population at large hate foreigners; that goes
without saying. But it is only through gradual self-strengthening that we can bring about positive changes. Revenge is not as simple as
wrecking a church or killing a foreigner. At present many in China do not see this simple truth. That is why the incident related to
Margary\fn{In 1875, Augustus Raymond Margary, a young British consular officer, was killed by a Chinese armed band in Yunnan, close to the SinoBurmese border. This gave Thomas Wade, British Minister to China, an excuse to present the Qing court with new demands in 1876 } has occurred in
Yunnan, adding to the burden of Your Majesty and His Majesty the Emperor }

Exactly. Not a day passes but that we are reminded of the injuries the foreigners have done us, but selfstrengthening takes time. You\fn{Zeng Jize, Ambassador to Britain and France } have spoken well just now: revenge is not
a simple matter of wrecking a church or killing a foreigner.\fn{ Yes, Your Majesty}
Very few of these people can understand that point. With the kind of work you’re engaged in, the time will
certainly come when they will lash out at you. You must be prepared to bear both the responsibilities and the
insults.\fn{In the past I had read that in serving the emperor one lays down one's life. At that time I thought giving up one's life was the
ultimate act of loyalty. But having observed the current state of affairs, I now realize that in handling matters related to foreign countries,
sometimes one’s life is only of secondary consideration; the occasion may arise when one has to sacrifice one’s good name in order to
ensure that the country’s interests are protected. For example, in the case of the affairs in Tianjin\fn{Treaty of Tianjin, 1858} my father the
late Minister Zeng Guofan was ill when he left Baoding for Tianjin. Before his departure he had left his will with the family, thinking that
his duty would cause him to lay down his life. But when he arrived in Tianjin he realized that the matter was too grave and his death would
not have brought a resolution. He therefore decided to compromise his personal dignity to ensure that peace would prevail. At that time
many ministers in the capital castigated him. Father himself also felt extremely guilty; the words “in society I cannot face public opinion,
and in my heart I feel the blame of the gods” appeared in many of his letters to his friends. This was an example of sacrificing one’s good
name to preserve the broader interest. In fact, given the situation then, Zeng Guofan’s approach was the only one possible }

Zeng Guofan was indeed a loyal minister of the state. It is our country’s misfortune that Zeng Guofan has died.
Now most of the officials think about their personal interests first.\fn{ Li Hongzhang, Shen Baozhen, Ding Baozhen and
Zuo Zongtang are all loyal ministers}
They are good men, but they belong to the older generation. The young ones just don’t come up to their
standards.\fn{Guo Songdao is an upright man. This time he has also put aside his own good name to serve the country. I hope that in the
future Your Majesty and His Majesty the Emperor will grant him Your favour and protect him from harm }
We know that Guo is a good man. He has done a lot of work after taking up the foreign mission. But he’s also
had more than his share of bad-mouthing from these people.\fn{ Guo Songdao is eager to see China strengthen herself, and
has therefore become involved in many debates. That is the cause of the castigation. He is in fact a most loyal minister. Fortunately Your
Majesties know his character, so his sacrifice of his reputation hasn’t been in vain }…
1837

630

122.51 Excerpt from Nigen Dabqur Asar\fn{by Injanashi (1837-1892)} Inner Mongolian Autonomous Region, China
(M) 2
… Suddenly, one day, Marquis Bei summoned Pu Yu and, choosing a day, ordered him to go and inspect the
farms and villages in the south. The Old Mistress summoned Nanny Meng, and gave orders to Fu Shou to prepare
Pu Yu’s big fur-lined clothes and the bowls, chopsticks and other impedimenta which he would take with him, and
had her hand them over to the servants who were to accompany him on his journey. It was already the first month
of winter, and on the eighth day of the tenth month Pu Yu rose early and went into the Jie Shou Hall to report.
After the morning rice he went into the Lu Ru Pavilion to worship the Buddha, and then went slowly into the I An
Hall, but there is no need to go into detail about all that Lady Jin said to him. After Auntie Wu also had given him
cream, cheese and dried foodstuffs to eat on the journey, Pu Yu came to the Ren Han Study and waited upon the
Master.
Marquis Bei summoned the chief steward Gao Ting the second steward Ma Zhou, and also Yong Zhu and Bo
Lin who were to accompany Pu Yu, and gave them general instructions about the business of the expedition: they
were to determine the numbers of the households and the amount of the crop-taxes, and further they were to
instruct Pu Yu in the ways of the world, the customs of the people, human relations, and the arts of authority,
pardoning and punishing, showing severity, and displaying both severity and graciousness and so on.
“Now go,” he said, and Pu Yu went slowly out, and politely sent back the literary guests and the senior
stewards who had gone as far as the main gate to see him off. He had no compunction in not getting into the
carriage, but Wang Yuankai and Gao Jianfu led up a fat white horse with a carved saddle and tasseled reins. Fu
Hai hastened to lay a saddle-cloth on it, and Gao Ting offered him the whip while Ma Zhou held the stirrup and
Pu Yu calmly mounted his horse. Fu Hai led the way forward and the members of the escort leapt on to their
horses like one man. Wang Yuankai and Gao Jianfu led the way with two horses each, while Gao Ting and Ma
Zhou rode protectively on either side of Pu Yu. The four lads Yao Qin, Bao Jian, Qi Shu and Gu Hua followed
close behind the horses, while Yong Zhu and Bo Lin brought up the rear, as the troop made their way southwards.
Pu Yu, who had been cooped up indoors for some months, had now come out, and found it lovely and fresh on
his horse. By day the sun was quite warm, and they chatted and laughed as they went their way, and it was all very
jolly. Now for one thing, Marquis Bei was greatly respected, and for another, all the places they came to belonged
to the Bei Mansion and some ten days before people had come and made arrangements, so that the peasants met
them and saw them off on their way, and great care had been taken in the villages, buildings and rest-houses, and
everything was most satisfactory.
Now Marquis Bei had never been one to exploit those beneath him nor to oppress the poor, while Gao Ting
and Ma Zhou, too, observed the old regulations, so all went well with the taxes and the rents. As far as the
families and the crops were concerned, Pu Yu observed his father’s instructions faithfully. He saw everything with
his own eyes, and noted it in his mind, and as far as the poor people were concerned, being a soft-hearted person,
he showed them consideration.
They passed through a number of villages and farms, and came one day to a place called Jiu Lian Shan. There
were mountain defiles and river gorges, some old tumble-down buildings and a dozen or so poverty-stricken
houses. In the house where Pu Yu was to lodge, the walls were all crooked and the windows lop-sided. There were
mats of straw and earth sleeping platforms.
Now Pu Yu had been born in a rich and noble family and had grown up amongst brocade and damask, but
when he saw this he was by no means embarrassed, but on the other hand felt pleased as if what he had read in old
poetry about conditions in the countryside were now a novelty for his eyes and ears. The peasants were all poor,
and when the sun was about to set they cut up a chicken and offered them millet porridge. Pu Yu was very hungry
and did not turn up his nose at it, but ate his fill, and the stewards, the escort and the village people were all very
pleased.
After the meal, Pu Yu threw a thin, fur-lined mantle over his shoulders and, taking a few of the members of his
escort, climbed up the rising ground behind the village. Looking at the wilderness, he saw that the sun was
sinking behind the hills to the west, the roosting birds had returned to the woods, the evening wind was rather
chilly, the fields of the river valley all lay along the sides of the hills, the water was turbid, the trees were
withered, and it looked very unattractive. Pu Yu shook his head, heaved a sigh, and returned, and found his whole
escort present. Some of the village people were staring in amazement at Pu Yu’s massive baggage-train, the
utensils and equipment, which dazzled their eyes. A crowd of boys and girls with no clothes on ran towards Pu
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Yu, and tried to follow him. Yao Qin and Bao Jian kept telling them off and chasing them away, but they just
banded together again, and so Pu Yu stopped them chasing them away and gave each of the children some money,
which made them happy, and then they cleared off.
In the lamplight, Pu Yu discussed with the stewards which overseers they ought to meet the next day and
which outstanding rents should be remitted, and Bo Lin said:
“As the people are poor and the place is secluded, we have been very remiss as to your food and lodging,
Young Master. I do hope you can excuse us.” Pu Yu replied:
“It is no great matter how I eat or sleep this once. The Master has brought me up from childhood in richness
and plenty. He has sent me now to see and understand for myself, on the grounds that I do not understand how
formidable the price of goods has become, or how the poor and needy suffer. It is right that I should respect the
favors bestowed by my ancestors, and stand in awe of the benevolence of my superiors. There is no reason for me
to complain of how I eat or sleep this once. However, I have just noticed that the wall of the rear courtyard of this
house has fallen down and is in a very poor state, and there are no village houses behind it. You should really be
on your guard tonight.” Gao Ting said:
“We are taking care of that. We have recruited some of the village people and put them on watch, but we shall
have two of our own people go on patrol as well. Also, the courtyard where we servants have been lodged is wide
open, there is no paper on the windows of the house and the mats on the kangs are worn out. We have just got
some paper and patched up the windows. We are going to put all our horses under the charge of the grooms, and
have them look after them. Seeing what sort of a place we have fetched up in, we should all be really on our toes
for a night or two.”
Pu Yu had nothing more to say, and they all went out.
Everyone had gone to bed, but Pu Yu just could not get to sleep. The wind blew in through the gaps between
the rafters of the house and made the lamp flicker unsteadily, and he tossed and turned sleeplessly. He took a book
out of a traveling-box and looked at it, and found it was the Li Sao, and went on reading it, unable to put it down.
It was near the time of the third watch, when suddenly there was a banging noise outside the back wall. He
quickly got up to have a look, and found that the earth of the wall was falling down, plop plop, so he immediately
dropped his book and put on some clothes and got up, and cautiously roused Yao Qin, and Bao Jian also woke up.
Pu Yu pointed furtively at the wall, and those two looked round and immediately realized what was up. Bao Jian
had already brought a watermelon in from an outhouse, and he covered the lamp with it. Yao Qin tiptoed out and
quietly woke Yong Zhu and Wang Yuankai, who were sleeping in an outer room.
Just then a piece of stone from the wall had fallen with a crash, but inside and outside there was not a sound to
be heard, After some time they saw a short lance come through the gap in the wall and wag about in the four
directions. Pu Yu waved his hand to stop the others moving. Yao Qin, though, being quite a small child, was
shivering, with his clothes just thrown over him. Before long the short spear was withdrawn, and a hand came
through. Wang Yuankai rushed forward, but Yong Zhu quickly pulled him back and made him stop. Next,
someone’s head came through sideways.
Just as the shoulders were about to appear, he suddenly tried to withdraw, but Yong Zhu suddenly seized him
and grabbed his pigtail with one hand and gripped his throat with the other. The robber struggled as hard as he
could to escape outside. Pu Yu took off the melon which was shading the light and Wang Yuankai went to open
the door and rush outside, when suddenly someone behind the house shouted at the top of his voice:
“Robbers!”
At the same time as Wang Yuankai took up that man’s cries, from all four sides there came the shouts of the
watchmen. Dogs barked, hens cackled, guns were fired, and the people were milling around, and all was in
confusion, just like a cauldron boiling over. They listened and, there could be heard from the rear of the house the
noise of banging and howling and the sound of all the people cursing the robbers, though the robber in the gap
had stopped struggling. All the people outside had flattened him and tied him up.
Gao Ting, who had been the one to shout “Robbers!” from outside, could not sleep, and he had woken up Fu
Hai in the further house, and was just sending him to patrol round the house where Pu Yu was sleeping when he
saw a man standing upright under the eaves at the back. Just then the moon of the last days of the month had risen
and it was rather overcast but his clothing did not look like that of their own men, so he asked him who he was,
and the man jumped with a start and took to flight. Fu Hai realized that he was obviously a robber, and shouted at
the top of his voice, “Robbers!” and managed to grab a piece of stone from the wall with his hand and threw it at
him, and hit the robber right on the knee and he fell down headlong. Fu Hai immediately took him prisoner and
together with the watchmen tied him up securely.
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Meanwhile they had pulled out the robber who was stuck in the gap and tied him up. The two robbers having
both been captured, Gao Ting, Ma Zhou and Bo Lin came in to see how Pu Yu was and to reassure him. On
interrogating the robbers they found that they did not belong to the village, so they chained them both up in
shackles and fetters and had them securely confined. The cocks crew and dawn broke, and they went to discuss
matters with Pu Yu. Pu Yu said:
“It is because these stupid people are terribly poor and needy and suffer more than they can bear from hunger
and the cold that they have done this thing. In my opinion we ought to hand out some money to them, give them a
good talking-to, and then let them go. What do you think about that?” Gao Ting quickly put a stop to that, saying:
“That’s not right, that’s not right! Your course of action, Young Master, would lead the people to do evil. It
would open the way to robbery. Besides, the people of this village get maltreated by these robbers the whole year
round, and are unable to look after their livestock. Now young and old are clashing their heads on the ground
because they have been arrested by us, and there is not one of them who is not saying that thanks to the merits of
you, Young Master, this danger has been removed for ever. If we let them go, we shall lose the trust of everyone
and we shall incur blame in later days.” Pu Yu said:
“How are we to deal with the matter, then?” Bo Lin said:
“We should send them to the responsible District Office, in your name, Young Master.” Pu Yu looked down
and thought for a while, and then said:
“As I remember, did someone not say that there is an army post around here?” Ma Zhou said:
“There is a garrison officer at the Lu Jia barracks not far from here. He was stationed here to patrol and to
suppress robbers and bandits, because the area round here is dangerous and treacherous.” Pu Yu said:
“If that is the case, that is the proper place. Why should we take them to the District Office so far away? You
take these two robbers there and hand them over to the army post and explain things and get them death with, and
that will be the end of it.” Ma Zhou accepted the order, saying:
“Very Good.” He was just about to go out when suddenly all the people began to shout that they had lost the
robbers. …
204.75 Excerpts from Recollections Of The West\fn{by Li Shuchang (1837-1898)} Zunyi, Guizhou Province, China
(M) 2
… According to Western custom, people do not much celebrate their own birthdays; rather they celebrate the
birthdays of their name saints. Each Christian name has its own birthday, and the 24 th day of the 12th month of the
6th year of the reign of Emperor Guangxu by our calendar—23 January, 1881 by Western reckoning—happened to
be the birthday for the Christian name of the King of Spain.\fn{ At this time, Alfonso XII (1857-1885)}
On this day, the King received the congratulations of his courtiers one and a half hours before court, which was
held as usual.
In the evening, he entertained his ministers and foreign ambassadors, accompanied by their wives, at a banquet
in the Royal Palace. Where a nation had no ambassador they were represented by a charge d’affaires, one a
nation, and so I attended the banquet.
We entered the door of the Royal Palace and ascended a flight of stairs. On either side stood about a hundred
people in serried ranks, all dressed in short coats and adorned with the insignia of their nobility. All too wore wigs
which were heavily powdered and tied into a pony tail, as had been the fashion of old in Western countries.
Once all the guests had assembled, the King and Queen appeared to lead the way, and the assembly followed.
We made our way through the audience room and proceeded through a few other rooms before entering the
banquet hall. The tables were all eighty or ninety feet long and about eight feet in width, with places set for over
120 gentlemen and ladies. The tables were covered with golden platters and fresh flowers, interspersed with silver
candelabra. The food and fruit had been laid out in two rows. Each place setting had eight glasses. Off in a side
room, a band played away to accompany the banquet.
The King,and Queen sat facing each other at the centre of the table, whilst I was placed to the left of the King,
opposite the Ambassador of Guatemala. Only eight chairs stood to my left. Towards the end of the banquet all the
silver cutlery was replaced by gold, and as a final course silver platters laden with candies were brought in.
Taking a candy each, the guests quit the table.
We then all adjourned to a parlour to converse and to drink tea or coffee. The walls of this parlour were hung
with brocade tapestries and full-length glass mirrors. In one room the walls were covered in blue silk upon which
had been embroidered Chinese figures.
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The Grand Chamberlain led me into this room to take a look at the embroideries, saying that they were from
the Philippines. Later the Queen asked if I had seen the Chinese objects, to which I replied that I had. After a
considerable time, the King came up to me to ask how long I had been in Madrid. A year, I responded. After this,
the Papal Nuncio enquired of me how many nations in Europe I had been to, and I informed him that I had visited
eight nations, naming them one by one, feeling myself fortunate that I had been able to answer all the questions
asked of me.
At eleven o’clock, just as I thought that the evening was about to draw to an end, the palace servants again
arrived with tea and refreshments. Three quarters of an hour later, the Queen rose to her feet for some tea. One of
the guests infused the tea by placing the tea leaves in a pot. Turning to me because she thought as a Chinese I
would understand tea, the Queen invited me to come forward to observe whether the tea was being correctly
prepared. I gave them a pointer or two, at which the Queen broke into laughter. Soon the tea was ready and I
poured a cup and presented it to the Queen. She took it with a smile, drank it, and handed me a cup in return. I too
finished it. The Russian Ambassador sought to persuade me to take another cup, but this I declined and the Queen
interposed on my behalf.
All this had aroused a deal of happy laughter and some of the guests came up to me to take a look at my
mandarin square and my court beads, enquiring about my hat, its colour and my rank as well as my name, all this
being conducted with a great deal of merriment. Some of their questions I was able to answer, others were quite
beyond me, whilst others again I thought I had answered but obviously had not done so correctly. The Russian
and the German Ambassadors stood beside me translating, and the latter’s sister also joined in the conversation.
We stood together talking and laughing for about a quarter of an hour, at which point I expressed my thanks and
took my leave, the King and Queen too withdrawing.
It was one o’clock before I reached the legation. Perhaps this evening’s banquet was somewhat akin to that
told of in our ancient Book of Songs:
And blessed viands, tripe and cheek;
How cleverly he chaffed and joked.

*
At the Grand Exhibition in Paris last year\an{ 1878} there was a large air balloon on show but I didn’t get a
chance to go up in it. They say tha6t once the exhibition was over the English sought to buy the balloon, planning
to use it to explore the North Pole. Although a price of 60,000 francs was agreed upon, payment was never made
and the French reclaimed the balloon. It was then installed within the grounds of the old palace so that Sunday
trippers might ride aloft in it. I too joined the multitude there and took my turn on it.
A large round wooden basket hung beneath the balloon, surrounded by an iron railing. This was where
passengers stood and there was room enough to accommodate fifty of them at a time. From a hole in the centre of
the basket a hemp rope as thick as a man’s arm hung down, 500 metres long and strong enough to hold a twentyton weight. A large mechanical wheel had been installed in the middle of the enclosure accommodating the
balloon in order to control it, thus allowing it to move at will. The rope extended about a hundred paces away and
was fixed to a metal axle. A 300 horsepower steam engine served to wind the rope in or to release it. The centre of
the axle was about three-foot wide and thirty-three feet long. The rope and the axle together weighed about 40,000
kilograms and all this machinery cost a full 800,000 francs.
Those wishing to take a ride in the balloon would spend ten francs to buy a ticket before ascending into the
skies. After the balloon had been up in the air for five minutes, a man would signal with a red flag and the balloon
would slowly descend. As one was rising or descending one would feel one’s body temperature rising slightly, and
if there were any wind about, one would begin to feel giddy. The balloonist would monitor the air pressure on a
gauge; if it was too great he would pull a small rope to adjust it, all the while working to the rhythm of the
orchestra playing on the platform below.
Once they had descended, each passenger was given an inch-sized copper medallion with a balloon finely
embossed on it to serve as a memento.
The balloon envelope itself was stitched from cloth coated in India-rubber, pine resin and oil and was thus
impervious to both rain and sun. It was thirty-five metres wide, 105 metres in circumference and could hold
hydrogen to the amount of 26,000 cubic metres, each cubic metre at the pressure of 100 kilograms. According to
the balloonist, but for the rope holding it down, the balloon could ascend to the height of 4,000 to 5,000 metres;
any higher and those riding in it would not be able to breathe.
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As a rope secured this balloon there was no need to release air in order to have it descend. Every day or so
more air was pumped into the balloon in order to replenish that which had escaped, and the balloon was in
constant use day and night.
Twenty odd days after I had taken my trip in it, just as I planned to go up in it again—this time at night—the
balloon was irreparably damaged when an outer rope rubbed a hole in its envelope and all the air escaped.
Fortunately this happened in the dead of night and nobody was injured.
Air was pumped into the balloon in the following manner. Beneath the balloon there was a pipe, eight or nine
inches wide and about twenty-two feet long. First the balloon was laid flat upon the ground with a rope net placed
over it, the mesh of which was about a foot in size. An iron pipe was sheathed with a rubber tube and after the
balloon had been firmly secured, coal gas was pumped in through the pipe. Gradually the balloon would begin to
rise. To prevent the balloon tilting to one side, sandbags were suspended from all four sides. Once the balloon had
been fully inflated, the sandbags were unhooked and the balloon was tied to the large rope. After this, all that
remained to be done before people could go up and down in it was for the wooden basket to be affixed. Having
once seen this balloon in the Bois de Boulogne I now make this record of it. …
207.118 Excerpt from China’s Only Hope: An Appeal\fn{by Chang Chih-tung (1837-1909)} Nan-p’I, Chihli Province,
China (M) 10
When Fan Wen-chang was a mere youth he was so patriotic as to feel that the responsibility of the government
rested upon himself. The philosopher Ch’eng said:
“If real altruism existed in the heart of only one official, some amount of good would be sure to follow.”
Another sage has it:
“Every man in the Empire, however humble and despised he may be, has some duty to perform to his
government.”
How circumscribed would be the responsibility of one graduate, the altruism of one official, or the duty of a
single individual! But if by one determined purpose the hearts of all the graduates, the officials and the men of
China were united, our country would rest upon a great rock and we could defy the world to overthrow us.
To attain this object it is necessary first that every man should fulfil his duty to his parents and elders. The
country would then be at peace. And if every Chinese would but exercise his wisdom and courage the Empire
would become strong.
Generally speaking, our government institutions are used in times of peace and prosperity for the
encouragement of learning, and our officials are employed for the maintenance of power. Thus by favor of the
Court the capabilities of the people are enlarged. But when danger and distress threaten to overwhelm the country,
the mandarins maintain a rigid chastity and the people stand ready for her defence. Great plainness of speech is
employed by the counsellors of the sovereign, and the best wisdom of the Empire is called forth to meet the issue.
There is one great purpose in the hearts of all: to save the country from corruption; and the strength of the land is
concentrated in order to guard against the impending evil. Thus the resources of the people are exhibited and the
Court is freed from anxious care.
We would here state that there are now three things necessary to be done in order to save China from
revolution.
The first is to maintain the reigning Dynasty, the second is to conserve the Holy Religion, and the third is to
protect the Chinese Race.
These are inseparably connected; in fact they together constitute one; for in order to protect the Chinese Race
we must first conserve the Religion, and if the Religion is to be conserved we are bound to maintain the Dynasty.
But, it may be asked, how can we protect the Race? We reply, by knowledge; and knowledge is religion; and
religion is propagated by strength; and strength lies in the troops. Consequently, in countries of no prestige and
power the native religion is not followed, and in kingdoms that are not prosperous the native race is held in light
esteem by their more fortunate neighbors. Mohammedanism is unreasonable, but Turkey is fierce and warlike, so
Mohammedanism survives. Buddhism is near the truth, but. India is stupid and foolish, and Buddhism perishes.
Nestorianism waned because Persia grew weak, and the old Greek religion is dying out for the same reason.
Roman Catholicism and Protestantism have been propagated over three-fifths of the globe by military power.
Our Holy Religion has flourished in China several thousand years without change. The early Emperors and
Kings embellished our tenets by their noble examples and bequeathed to us the rich legacy which we now
possess. The sovereigns were the teachers. The Han, the T’ang and all the Chinese Dynasties to the Ming,
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honored and revered the religion of Confucius. Religion is the government. and the Emperors of our Dynasty
honor Confucianism with a still greater reverence. It was the sages who purged the heresy from the Classics and
handed them down to us in compiled form. The Emperors themselves follow the truth and then instruct all in the
Empire, so that everyone that has breath knows how to honor and how to love. For government and religion are
inseparably linked together and constitute the warp of the past and present, the woof of intercommunication
between China and the West.
The foundations of our State are deep and durable. Protected by Heaven, the superstructure will certainly stand
secure! But supposing this absurd gossip about the partition of China by Europeans were true and the country
were cut up, be it ever so exalted and excellent, would foreigners respect the Holy Doctrine of Confucius? Far
from it. The Classics of the Four Philosophers would be thrown out as refuse, and the Confucian cap and gown
would never more cherish the hope of an official career. Our clever scholars would figure as clergymen,
compradores, and clerks, whilst the common people would be required to pay a poll-tax and be used as soldiers,
artisans, underlings, and servants.
That is what would happen. And the more menial our people became, the more stupid they would be; until
being both menial and stupid, they would become reduced to wretched poverty and at last perish miserably. Our
Holy Religion would meet the same fate that Brahmanism in India did. Its adherents would be found skulking
away, or crouching among the cavernous hills, but clinging fast the while to some tattered remnants of the truth!
The Flowery People would become like the black Kwun Lun of the Southern Ocean, the life-long slaves of men,
vainly seeking an escape from the curses and blows of their masters.
Under the present circumstances there is nothing for it but to arouse ourselves to the situation. Let us display
our loyalty and love and embrace every opportunity to become wealthy and strong; let our first object be the
veneration of the Imperial Court which vouchsafes its protection to the commonwealth, and let those who hold the
reins of government consider the general good. At this critical time the confidential advisers of the Emperor
should be candid and truthful men, who will make it their business to give warning on the slightest approach of
danger. The high officers on the frontier should see that the sinews of war are adequate to meet the occasion. The
generals and commanders should make clear what the feeling of shame is and teach their troops the art of war.
The soldiers and people should all cherish an affection for their superiors and lay down their lives for their elders.
The literati should become conversant with the things of the times. Thus, if the Emperor and the ministers of
China become united in heart, and the people combined in strength, will not the Records of the Chü and Sü
[Confucianism] and the descendants of the gods [Chinese] have something on which to depend?
There are many patriots in these gloomy times who believe that the mere reverence of Confucian belles lettres
will protect our religion. Others hold that concerted action alone can conserve the race. These lose sight of the fact
that our safety lies in maintaining all three together: the State, the Religion, and the Race; the State first, for this is
fundamental. The Tso Chuan aptly says:
“If the skin perishes, where is the good of minding about the hair?” And Mencius says:
“If the sovereign possess the power to rule the commonwealth justly, who would dare insult him?”
And Mencius is right.
*
No Dynasty since the Han and T’ang has exhibited a greater benevolence toward its subjects than this our Holy
Ts’ing. Among many advantages conferred upon the people by this beneficent Government we enumerate several
below.
There has been a marked decrease in taxation. The old system under which the people were required to labor
gratis at certain times, and to pay a poll-tax, has been abolished; and only land is assessed. Formerly the taxes
were remitted in certain localities; now the people of whole provinces and, on many occasions, of the whole
Empire, are, by an act of grace on the part of the sovereign, exempted from this burden. In times of adversity,
such as floods and famine, our sovereigns have displayed a generosity far greater than their predecessors,
contributing millions of taels to the suffering multitudes. The laborers employed by the Government on public
works always receive pay.
Then, there is a clemency shown to the merchant class that was unknown to the earlier Dynasties, who forced
these men to sell at “mandarin” prices, below the market value. In Soochow and Hangchow the Imperial looms
weave silk for the use of the Court, and in Canton and other places wood-work is produced. The weavers and
artificers all receive good profit on their outlay. Laws that formerly exacted heavy tribute of precious things,
foodstuffs, etc., exist now only in name. Our Dynasty receives such things as ink-slabs, wood, incense, oranges,
lichees, etc., from Canton; paper, fans, pencils, ink, medicine, etc., from Kiangsu; and bamboo shoots, mugwort,
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yellow cloth, etc., from Hupeh. But these are all amply paid for, and the merchants in these provinces are not
burdened on account of the tribute.
It was once the case that when the prince went abroad on his travels throughout the Empire, the people were
put to great inconvenience and expense, and all within the four seas were in a flutter of excitement. Now the
sovereign never leaves the capital except to observe the river works, or to witness and relieve the ravages of
famine. On these occasions, instead of being a burden to the people, he remits their taxes, and the expenses of his
journey are borne by the officials, or the salt gabelle.
Our people are not forced to serve as soldiers. Enlistment is a voluntary act, and the troops are paid for their
services. Our Dynasty acts in accordance with the exigency of affairs, and today the laws are equitably carried
into effect, and where other Emperors have been cruel, the kindness of this Dynasty may be likened to that of
Heaven. The penal laws are against the extermination of whole tribes, the mutilation of criminals, and extortions
of confession by torture. If these laws are infringed, the delinquent official loses his position.
A discrimination is made between clear and circumstantial evidence. Doubtful cases are referred to higher
authority, with recommendation to mercy. The infliction of one hundred blows of the bamboo has been changed to
forty, and in summer to thirty-two. The young and the old are leniently dealt with, and if a criminal be an only
child he is spared the clutches of the law in order to support his parents. Laws relating to banishment with hard
labor and privation have been abolished; and the family of capital criminals is not extirpated. The females in an
offending official’s family are allowed to redeem themselves.
Our Government cares for the Chinese abroad. Some years ago a special minister was sent to look after the
interest of the coolies who had been kidnapped to Cuba, and the Chinese laborers who were being oppressed in
America. A convention in which the Chinese were to be protected from further cruelty was agreed to. This
Dynasty has never been ambitious of conquest by murder and rapine. It holds scholars in high esteem, repeals
unjust laws and encourages the people to loyalty, by honoring the posterity of officials who lose their lives in the
service of their country. The Holy Emperors have for more than two hundred and fifty years preserved intact the
laws which relate to the family and the heart, and have handed them down to us. The ministers and people daily
bask in the smiles of Imperial favor, and to the present day receive their never-failing supp1ies from our
sovereign’s bounty. Examine the history of China for 2,000 years back and then compare it with the Western
history of fifty years! Does the government of these foreign countries present such a record of generosity,
benevolence, loyalty, and honesty as ours?
Although China is not so wealthy and powerful as the West, her people of whatever condition, rich or poor,
high or low, all enjoy a perfect freedom and a happy life.
Not so all the inhabitants of Western lands. Their governments may be strong, but the lower classes of the
people are miserable, unhappy, and maliciously wronged. Their liberties are restrained, and there is no redress.
They rise in rebellion on every opportunity, and not a year passes without an account of the murder of some king
or the stabbing of some minister. These governments certainly cannot be compared with our China.
Let us then, the grateful officials and the virtuous people of the Emperor, remain loving and loyal in these
times of danger, and let each man consider the Empire as a part and parcel of himself. Let us not heed, but on the
contrary oppose most strenuously, all the incendiary talk of violence which is heard nowadays, and is in itself a
crime against the Emperor, and which, if persisted in, will inaugurate a reign of anarchy. Let us avoid it as we do
some defilement; let us hate it as the birds hate the kites and hawks which pursue them.
Heaven will protect a nation obedient to the wishes of its sovereign. And have we a people devoid of
conscience like those satirized in the Book of Poetry?
*
The Sovereign is the head of the Subject, the Father is the head of the son, and the Husband is the head of the
Wife. These tenets have been handed down from the sages, and as Heaven does not change, so they never change.
They constitute the first of the Five Relations and the mainspring of every act. Coming down to us from hoary
antiquity, the observance of them has ever marked the sage, and it is because of them that China is the “Middle
Kingdom.” For these tenets neither fall short of, nor go beyond, what is right.
Know then, that the obligation of subject to sovereign is incompatible with republicanism; that the duties a son
owes to a father conflict with the talk about the father and son being amenable to the same punishment and the
abolition of mourning for, and sacrificing to, one’s parents; and that the true relation which exists between man
and wife is utterly at variance with the prattle about a man and woman having equal power.
Now, we have examined somewhat into the methods of Western Governments. They have their Lords and
Commons, their Senates and Representatives, which hold their prerogatives in State matters. But we have noticed
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that the Sovereign, or the President, retains the power of dissolving these assemblies; and in case one assembly
does not suit him he exercises this power, dismisses the obnoxious body and convenes another. A Constitutional
Government with a Sovereign, and a Republic are about the same.
In the West the intercourse of Sovereign, Ministers, and People is easy, the rules of deportment meagre, and the
needs of the people are communicated to the sovereign with rapid facility; but the bearing or dignity of the
Western Prince is not to be compared with that of the Chinese Emperor. Western people, however, love their
sovereigns more than the Chinese do theirs, and, although they may leave home and live abroad thousands of
miles from their native land, they do not disobey their country’s laws, or defraud their rulers.
Foreigners living in China take a personal interest in the affairs of their own nation. If their country meets with
prosperity or adversity, success or failure, joy or sorrow, they are affected accordingly, just as though the event
had happened to themselves. It is a mistake, then, to suppose that Western countries do not maintain the doctrine
of the Relation of Subject to Sovereign.
Again, in the Mosaic Decalogue the duty of honoring one’s parents is placed next to that of worshipping
Heaven, and foreigners also put on mourning for deceased parents and wear black bands as the badge. Although
they have no such things as ancestral halls and tablets of deceased relatives, in lieu of these they place the
photographs of their dead parents and brothers on the tables in their houses and make offerings to them. And
while they make no sacrifices at the tombs of their ancestors, they repair their graves and plant flowers upon them
as an act of worship.
It will be seen, then, that Western people also hold, in common with us, the Relation of Father and Son.
“Thou shalt not commit adultery” is another of the Ten Commandments. Western society permits the platonic
intermingling of the sexes. The restraints which are thrown around women may seem lax to a Chinese, but we
must remember that a European sets a low price on a whoremonger, and there are rules of lawful matrimony in
their countries. Consanguineous marriages are forbidden. The laws of kinship proscribe the intermarriage of the
descendants of parents back seven generations.
Only the men dress in coarse cloth. The women wear embroidered silks, and can, with perfect propriety, act as
hostesses at dinner-parties. This latter was done .in China also during the Ts’i Dynasty. Women are allowed to
choose their own husbands, but the parents must be consulted before making the engagement; this is always done
before the marriage is consummated. A European cannot legally take a concubine. This is entirely different from
Chinese custom.
So it is a false imputation to say that foreigners make no difference between men and women; they love and
adore their wives too much, we should say; but they do not employ them in government or military affairs,
Parliament, Congress, or in manufactories.\fn{ This book was published in 1900:H} We point out the fact, then, that
Western countries possess the Relation of Husband and Wife.
The sage is the outcome of the perfect practice of the Five Relations; and it was our sages who established the
rules of propriety based on the affections. Although these rules are “few and far between” in Western countries,
still foreigners have not abolished altogether the idea of etiquette.
Sincerity is the norm of Heaven and the law of our nature. China and the West agree on this point, for without
sincerity no human prince could ever found a state, and no earthly teacher could ever establish a religion. But
there is a class of stupid and ignorant whippersnappers with a mere superficiality of wisdom who exalt the
excellence of Western administration, schools, manners, and customs above those of China. These fellows seem
desirous of abolishing altogether our religion and our administration, and substituting in their place the immature
governments and brusque manners of the foreigners. In their food, drink, attire, amusements, and in the ordering
of their women, they ape the Western man in every detail. And the Western man laughs!
But worst of all, when Chinese literati meet according to appointment they must adopt a time regulation
called “seven-day worship.” This “worship day”\fn{Sunday} is called Sing Ch’i; the steam factories, etc., stop
work at this time, and the workmen are compelled to rest. We have recently heard a rumor that in some of the
foreign Treaty Ports a movement has been inaugurated to abrogate the Three Moral Obligations, the real intent
and purpose of which is to give free rein and license to the evil passions of .its promoters. Nothing could be worse
than this, and the thought makes one tremble.
China has never possessed a government founded on such outrageous principles. The West acknowledges no
religion supported by such pernicious tenets. A hybrid scheme indeed! Our own opinion is that the countries of the
world will combine to stop such an outrageous proceeding.
*

638

The doctrine of race distinction has been handed down to us from the ancients. The Book of Changes says: “A
clever body can detect nationality by the man,” and the Tso Ch’uan:
“If one is not of my nationality his heart is essentially different. The gods do not accept the oblations of an
alien race, and the people do not sacrifice to the manes of foreigners.” And the Book of Rites says:
“Every creature of intelligence knows how to love its own kind.” But it was only our god-like Confucius who
could say:
“Given instruction, there will be no distinction of class.”
The Emperors of our Middle Flowery Kingdom, ruling with supreme, unbounded sway, can alone instruct
without regard to class. None else are able.
Foreigners divide the people of the five great continents into five classes-the White race of Europe, the Yellow
race of Asia, the Black race of Africa, the Dark-brown race of India, and the primitive Red race of America. The
Europeans are subdivided. The Russians are Slavs; the English, Prussians, Austrians, and Dutch are Germans; the
French, Italians, etc., are Romans. The enlightened Americans came originally from England, and are classed as
whites. The people of each race have their national characteristics, and mutually affiliate.
China is bounded on the west by the Kw’un Lun Mountains, on the east by the sea, on the south by the
Southern Ocean, and on the north by Feng T’ien, Kirin, the Amur River, and Mongolia. On the south, lying on the
sea, are Annam, Siam, and Burma; on the west the Three Indias; on the east are seagirt Korea and Japan
(separated by channels). And these countries comprise the continent of Asia, the people of which are known as the
Yellow race, and all have once been under the farfamed instruction of China’s ancient Emperors.
The people of Asia are the descendants of the gods, called before the Sui Dynasty in Buddhist books Chentan.
The Western people dub the Chinese “Mongolians” from the fact that they first had intercourse with us in the
Yuen Dynasty. Russians call us Kitans,\fn{Or Khitans-Tartars, who ruled Northern china 907-1115 AD, under the name of the
Liao Dynasty; hence the word Cathay, corrupted through Persian, used by Marco Polo as Kitai, to designate the Chinese generally: Giles }
which is an evidence that the Chinese are the same race as other Asiatics.
The countries of Asia are so situated in the world that the climate is fine; cold and heat being equally
distributed; the people are naturally well-gifted, possessing genteel customs and peaceful and friendly manners.
From of old we have been called most honorable, most great, and most happily governed. The highest degree of
culture was reached in the Chow Dynasty.\fn{1122-255BC} Then began the decline about which Confucius grieved.
The Dynasties following had no powerful neighbors to strive against, but heaped up large treasures of literary lore
at the expense of power. This accumulation produced the hollowness of forms, and this in turn begat weakness.
Not so all the countries of Europe. These were opened up at a late period in history, fresh and vigorous.
Surrounded by strong neighbors, they were always in circumstances of desperate competition, stripped for a fight
and ever striving to escape destruction. Continual apprehension produced determination, and determination begat
strength.
Of all countries China alone has for these fifty years proved herself almost irreclaimably stupid and not awake.
Many of the officials and people are proud and indolent. They contentedly rest in the belief that the old order of
things will suffice for these dangerous times, and in the end become the easy prey of outsiders. But China is not
lacking in men who have begun to arouse themselves for their country’s deliverance.
How different are these patriots from that class who are blinded to the situation, and, regardless of the welfare
of the country, hold that if China is partitioned by foreigners it will not affect their wealth and position. And so
they take advantage of the crisis to fill their own pockets, in order to form partnerships with foreigners when the
crash comes, be “Western merchants” themselves, or be naturalized abroad.
These disgruntled people go so far as to assert in a vicious manner that China is incapable of action, and that
the Holy Religion is effete. They are willing to cast off their own friends and associates, to affiliate with
foreigners and adopt foreign ways. They rest in the hope that China will change in some manner, and that they
will be protected by aliens.
Good patriots consider such men rebellious. Intelligent men regard them as fools.
India is a dependency of England. The natives of India are eligible as soldiers and petty officers, but are not
allowed to hold high positions in the army, and they cannot enter the institutions of learning. Annam is tributary to
France; the Chinese in that country are compelled to pay a poll tax.
Not so the foreigners. The Chinese are not allowed to travel without passports.
Not so the foreigners.
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Cuba is a dependency of Spain. The natives are not allowed to enter their Halls of Legislation. When America
was first opened up, much dependence was placed on Chinese labor. Now when that country has become rich and
prosperous, Chinese labor is restricted, while that of other foreigners is allowed.
Not many years ago a certain Chinese official absconded with about half a million in gold of public funds. He
placed this sum in a German bank. Dying soon after, the bank thereupon cancelled the account and kept this sum
for themselves, giving only a small interest to the relatives of the deceased.
A sensible man will not repudiate his country because, forsooth! there are some things in it that he does not
like.
*
There is a class of Chinese in the country just now who have become impatient and vexed with the present
order of things. They chafe at the insults offered to us by foreigners, the impotency of the mandarins in war, and
the unwillingness of the high officials to reform our mercantile and educational methods: and they would lead any
movement to assemble the people together for the discussion of a republic.
Alas! where did they find this word that savors so much of rebellion? A republic, indeed! There is not a particle
of good to be derived from it. On the contrary, such a system is fraught with a hundred evils. These evils we will
now demonstrate.
The first thing necessary in a republic is a Parliament, and it is said that China ought to establish a House.
Against such a proceeding we say that the Chinese officials and people are obstructive as well as stupid. They
understand nothing about the affairs of the world at the present time, are utterly ignorant of the details and
intricacies of civil govemment. They have never heard of the demand for foreign schools, government, military
tactics, and machinery. With such men as members, what a brilliant Parliament it would be! A vast amount of
good would come from such a hubbub as this assembly would make, with perhaps one sensible man in the lot,
and the rest a set of fools! Then the power of adopting ways and means, etc., is vested in the Lower House.
Legislation and matters of that kind are effected by the Upper House. To obtain a seat in Parliament the candidate
must possess a fairly good income.
Chinese merchants do not possess these qualifications. They are not wealthy, and the experience of the people
in legislative matters is very limited. Now, if any important measures were to come up for discussion, army
supplies for instance, in a Parliament constituted of these unqualified members, a deadlock would ensue at once.
Discussion or non-discussion would be all the same, for these M.Ps.\fn{ Minsters of Parliament} would be ignorant of
the matter in hand; they would have no knowledge to carry the appropriation bill, and no money to pay the
appropriation if the bill were carried. A useless institution, indeed!
Then it is said that under a republic the Chinese can establish mercantile companies and build factories. And
what is to hinder them from doing this under the present Government? There is no law to hinder the launching of
such enterprises. The truth is that the merchants of China are skilled in trickery, and we have again and again
cases where bogus shares have been put on the market to defraud people. If there were no official power to
restrain and punish these evil-doers, the company alone would realize any profit; but where would the
shareholders be?
Or if a manufactory was started, and there were no official power to check the counterfeiting of trade-marks, or
to quiet the brawls of the workmen, who would intervene?
The same may be said about the establishmoot of schools. Our laws have ever encouraged the opening of
colleges, schools, and benevolent institutions by wealthy literati, and why ask for a republic to bring about this
end? But supposing these were established, and there was no official power whatever which would confer rank on
the graduates or grant their stipends; with no hope of rank or stipend, who would enter any institution established
on this basis?
Again, it is said that we ought to institute a republic in order to drill troops to resist the encroachments of
foreigners. But we have no arsenals or dockyards, and if ships and arms were purchased abroad, they could not be
brought into a Chinese port if China was a republic; for in that case there would be no officials, and they could not
be classed as “official material.”
An army formed under these conditions would be a noisy, cowardly flock of crows, utterly incapable of
fighting a single battle. But taking for granted that this Falstaff regiment could exert itself, who would levy
supplies if there were no official power? And who would go security for a foreign loan if there were no
government?
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We confess that China is not a powerful nation, but the people under the present government get along very
well by themselves; if this republic is inaugurated, only the ignorant and foolish will rejoice. For rebellion and
anarchy will come down upon us like night, and massacre will seal our eternal grave.
Even those who establish the republic will not escape. Murder and rapine will hold sway in city and village.
The burning of churches will follow, and under the pretext of protection, the foreigners will send troops and menof-war to penetrate the far interior of our country and slice off our territory to be foreign dependencies, which we,
perforce, submissively grant. This talk about a republic is very agreeable to the adversaries of China.
Years ago the Government of France was changed from a monarchy to a republic. The common people rose
against the upper class, because the rulers were vicious and the Government cruel. Our Emperor is exceedingly
humane, our laws are not oppressive, and it is folly to introduce these democratic ideas to bring manifold
calamities upon China. We have studied the philosophy of these republics, and find that translators of foreign
books have wrongly interpreted the word “republic” by Ming Ch’uen.\fn{literally, “people power”}. For the
people in the republics of the West only have the right to discuss measures, and not to carry these measures into
execution. Americans resident in China inform us that the baIlot-box in their country is greatly abused for
personal ends, and Chinese admirers of the American Republic have not minutely examined its defects.
There are many to-day who have only a smattering of Western ways, but who speak confidently of the “power
of personal liberty.” This is preposterous. The idea is derived from the books of the foreign religion, which say
that Shangti\fn{The word used in the chinese Classics tgo express the Superior Being, and used by many missionaries for God }
bestows upon each individual certain mental and spiritual faculties, and that every man in consequence possesses
intelligence and knowledge which enable him to act freely. This means, say the translators, that every human
being has a personal liberty.
A greater mistake was never made! All the empires and republics of the West have governments of some kind,
and the duties of officials, soldiers, and workmen are clearly prescribed. They have also lawyers and judges. Both
officials and people are bound by the laws. What the Court recommends can be debated by the Parliament, but
what the Parliament decides can be vetoed by the Court. How then can we say that men have personal liberty?
Every market town has its elder to keep the peace, every band of robbers its chief. So every Government has its
rules. If each individual possessed this “liberty,” every family and village would serve its personal ends.
The scholar would always sit at meat and do nothing else, the farmer would pay no taxes, the merchant would
grow rich beyond bounds, the workman would raise his own wages, the sans culotte would plunder and rob, the
son would disobey the father, the student would not follow the teacher, the wife would not obey the husband, the
low would not defer to the high, the strong would force the weak, and mankind would soon be annihilated.
There is no such government on this round earth. There is no such custom even among the heathen. The
English word liberty, which means “just in everything and beneficial to all,” is mistranslated. The “Liberty Club”
that now exists in foreign countries should be called the “Debating Society.”
If we wish to make China powerful and capable of resisting foreign nations, we must cherish loyalty and
righteousness and unite ourselves under the Imperial dignity and power. This is the unchangeable truth of the past
and the present, both in China and abroad.
If it be urged that we give up the idea of a republic, but establish the Parliament, we reply that our present
system is, to all intents and purposes, a republic now. The ancient custom practically meets the case. If the
Government encounters difficult questions the great ministers are called upon to help settle them; and the people
can apprise the rulers of their needs and wants through the appointed channels. The present Dynasty is open and
above-board in its dealings, and if our Chinese subjects are loving and loyal there need be no fear that the
Emperor will not find out about them and supply all their real wants. The people have the right of discussing
questions now, although the rulers retain the prerogative of settling them. This is done with reference to the best
interests of all.
Why is a Parliament demanded then, when we already have this institution in effect? If it were established,
pray where would the members come from? Let us wait until our educational institutions are in full swing, and the
capabilities of our men are tested by daily experience, and then consider the matter. The present is not the time.
*
In order to render China powerful, and at the same time preserve our own institutions, it is absolutely
necessary that we should utilize Western knowledge. But unless Chinese learning is made the basis of education,
and a Chinese direction given to thought, the strong will become anarchists, and the weak, slaves. Thus the latter
end will be worse than the former.
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The English newspapers have recently been ridiculing us for not reforming, and they state that the teachings of
Confucius lie at the bottom of our inflexible conservatism. In this they are greatly mistaken. Those who have
translated the Four Books and Five Classics into foreign languages, have missed the true intent of Confucianism
by accepting the explanations of inefficient Chinese instructors who know nothing whatever of our doctrine.
These newspapers get their information from these translated books, and ridicule what they know nothing about.
The superficial Chinese commentaries which pass current for truth, the unconnected, non-cohesive eightlegged essays, the effete philosophies, countless antiquarian works, false but high-sounding poetry of China, are
not Confucian learning. And the stereotyped rules of deportment which are prescribed by the “master of
ceremonies,” and followed by Chinese officials, are heresies from the school of Han Fei and Li Sze\fn{ Officials
under the Emperor Ts’in (255BC)} which had their origin in the stormy times of Ts'in.
The vulgar herd of Chinese officials who observe these forms, make a virtue of obstructiveness and cloak their
laziness in matters of vital importance by “quieting the people,” as it is called. On the ground of “nourishing the
constitution of the state,” they continue their malpractices; and it is said that these constitute the Confucian
government! We characterize this system as the teaching of Lao Tsz, the tail-ends of previous Dynasties, and the
device by which slippery officials carry on their trade. Emphatically, it is not that mode of government recommended by our Great Sage.
Confucian learning consists in the acquisition of extensive literature and the strict observance of what is right;
in the profound and careful meditation of the old in order to understand the new; in the making of one’s self the
peer of Heaven by means of perfect sincerity and thus influencing men in all things for good.
Confucian government consists in rendering honor to whom honor is due, and filial piety to whom filial piety
is due; in first providing a sufficiency for the people, and afterward instructing them; in preparing for war in time
of peace, and in doing things at the proper time and in the proper manner.
Confucius is equal to the thousand sages and the hundred kings. He is the co-equal and the co-worker with
Heaven and earth in nourishing and transforming men and things. How, then, can it be said that he is like the
effete and inoperative “scholar” of today, or in any way similar to the pictures drawn of him by Tao Chih\fn{ A
famous brigand} and others?
Our scholars today should become conversant: with the Classics, in order to understand the real intent of the
early sages and philosophers in establishing our Religion; and a knowledge of history should be acquired in order
to become familiar with our Chinese governmental methods and customs in past generations. The literary relics of
our school men should be reviewed to profit withal, in learning and literature. After this is done, our deficiency in
books can be supplied from Western sources, and our government ills be cured by Western physicians. In this
way, China can derive benefit from foreign countries, without incurring the danger of adopting Western methods
that would be prejudicial to her best interests.
A person who wishes to become strong and well must first get up an appetite. This obtained, he will enjoy all
the good things set before him. To heal a disease the doctor must first make a diagnosis, and afterward prescribe
the proper medicine. In like manner a thorough knowledge of Chinese must be obtained before Western learning
is introduced.
In Western educational institutions a daily study of the Bible is compulsory. This shows a respect for the
Christian religion. The students in the lower schools first learn Latin in order to preserve what is ancient; and in
order to observe the proper sequence of things, a thorough knowledge of the country’s geography and a general
acquaintance with that of other countries is required. The literature of their schools extols the excellence of their
ancient Emperors’ governments; and both in public and private the notes of their music swell forth in praise of the
bravery and prosperity of the fatherland. These things manifest the patriotism of Western people.
If the Chinese student is not versed in Chinese literature he is like a man who does not know his own name.
Attempts to govern without a knowledge of Chinese, will be like trying to ride a horse without a bridle, or steer a
boat without a rudder. Without a basis of native literature the Chinese who acquires this Western learning, will
loath his country in proportion as his scientific knowledge increases; and, although his knowledge may be
perfected to a high degree, how can our country employ him if he does not know Chinese?
*
Confucianism is in danger! To rescue the truth we must turn our attention to Japan for the present. To obtain
help from the past we cannot but glance back to the period of the Warring States. At that time Confucianism was
crowded out by heretical sects, because it was said that too much time and labor were required to master the
subject, and men catered to what was expedient and in demand.
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So it is at the present time, and it behooves us to heed the injunction of Mencius to select what is important and
leave the rest.
What Confucius meant by extensive has a wider significance in these days. In his time men could become
renowned by a single attainment. A mere fraction of what is required of present officials would suffice at that time
for the conduct of affairs, and literature was meagre.
Today our books are numberless, and one man cannot master them in a lifetime. Now that the sea-waves are
dashing upon our shores, unless we keep pace with the times, and acquire Western learning, we shall be left in the
lurch.
But under our present curriculum it is impossible to do this. A knowledge of the benefits to be derived from
Confucianism cannot be obtained simply by a few years of hard study. If only this time is given to Chinese
learning, and Western education is introduced, the former will soon decline; in fact the Canons of our Holy
Religion will soon perish. The thought makes us tremble, and, although there are no fires and pits of the Book
Burner now,\fn{An allusion to the Emperor Ts’in, who destroyed all the Classics he could get his hands on, and buried four hundred
scholars alive} still there may be the sorrow of the Liang, which nearly extinguished the truth in the time of Wen and
Wu. And we are still more apprehensive when we consider the fact that in China today there are a great many
aimless people who really do not care a straw for education—especially Chinese education—and who go so far as
to say that our literature is a bugbear, and speak blasphemously of Confucius.
Because our tenets are said to be bulky and inconvenient, many of the followers of these persons would rejoice
in the complete extinction of the system.
We suggest a method that ought to satisfy this class, and at the same time dispel the doubts of those who
imagine they see a difficulty in acquiring Chinese. We reiterate the statement that, in order to preserve our
literature, it is imperative to study only that which is important, and do away with the useless rubbish that has
accumulated in the lapse of time. Following is a course of study which we have mapped out, and which is more
useful than ornamental:
Scholars of fifteen years and under, to master the Filial Classics; Four Books; Five Classics (true text with
remarks and explanations by the teacher); The Brief Survey of Chinese History; The Song of Astronomy and
Geography (with maps); The General Literature of the Han, T’ang, and Sung Dynasties (with refcrcnce to style
and penmanship).
From fifteen years upward the following: Classics (complete), general literature, history, moral philosophy,
Chinese govcrnment of the present Dynasty within the last one hundred years, with especial reference to the
memorials and edicts of the past fifty years; geography of the present time, embracing the physical condition of
China—her watercourses, products, provincial capitals, canals, roads, strategic points, coast and boundary
defences, open ports (old maps and geographies not required, but may be read at leisure); comparative study of
foreign geography, especially that of Russia, France, Germany, England, Japan, and America; a cursory survey of
the size, distance, capitals, principal ports, climate, defences, wealth, and power of these (the time required to
complete this course, ten days); mathematics (sufficient for a working knowledge in other branches).
It may be said that foreigners excel in mathematics; their knowledge, however, is not confined to this branch.
In government affairs, astronomy, geography, chemistry, photology, etc., a certain amount of mathematical skill is
necessary.
*
The Customs’ Returns for the past few years give the value of our imports at 80,000,000 taels, and the exports
at 50,000,000 taels. The balance of tllirty million taels represents what has been consumed in smoking the
pernicious opium pipe!
Assuredly it is not foreign intercourse that is ruining China, but this dreadful poison. Oh, the grief and
desolation it has wrought to our people! A hundred years ago the curse came upon us more blasting and deadly in
its effects than the Great Flood or the scourge of the Fierce Beasts, for the waters assuaged after nine years, and
the ravages of the man-eaters were confined to one place.
Opium has spread with frightful rapidity and heart-rending results through the provinces. Millions upon
millions have been struck down by the plague. Today it is running like wildfire. In its swift, deadly course it is
spreading devastation everywhere, wrecking the minds and eating away the strength and wealth of its victims.
The ruin of the mind is the most woful of its many deleterious effects. The poison enfeebles the will, saps the
strength of the body, renders the consumer incapable of performing his regular duties, and unfit for travel from
one place to another. It consumes his substance and reduces the miserable wretch to poverty, barrenness, and
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senility. Unless something is soon done to arrest this awful scourge in its devastating march, the Chinese people
will be transformed into satyrs and devils! This is the present condition of our country.
The Chinese Government formerly prohibited the use and importation of opium under penalty of death, but the
prohibition was of no avail. It was said that the curse came from Heaven, and the efforts of men to escape it would
be futile. In these days we look upon the case differently. There is a remedy for the evil other than the
proscriptions of law. It is said in the Analects,
“If the people are to be brought to a state of order by the fear of punishment, they will seek merely to escape
the punishment, and have no sense of shame; but if they are reduced to order by what commends itself to their
sense of justice, they will preserve the sense of shame and at the same time be reformed.”
What the enactions of law could not accomplish, Confucianism will effect. The Book of Rites says,
“If the philanthropist wishes to convert the people and establish their morals, it must be done by means of
Learning.”
What the Government cou1d not do by prohibition, can be perfected by intellectual and moral suasion. The
habit of smoking opium is generated by sloth, and sloth by the want of employment. This want springs from
ignorance, and ignorance from having no desirable object of knowledge.
The stock of information possessed by Chinese literati is obtained from incomplete commentaries and eightlegged essays; the knowledge possessed by officials is derived from “precedent.” The military know nothing
beyond the use of a few blunt instruments and the antique methods of ancient warfare which suffices for all their
needs. The farmer has no means of deriving any appreciable profit from his land, as he can produce nothing new;
the merchant cannot engage in distant trade, and the traveller has no means of easy and rapid transit.
Among the Chinese then, there is no incentive to thought or action, no intercourse among the people, and the
condition of things has become stagnant and effete. Effeteness has begotten stupidity, and stupidity, lethargy;
lethargy has produced illness, and illness, waste. And these are the reasons the hearts of the Chinese are shot to
the core with sensuality and vice!
A Renaissance of learning would save the world\fn{ I.e., China} by directing attention from opium to more
worthy objects. All classes, the rich and the poor, in city and country, would have something desirable to learn.
Even those physically disqualified from going abroad could read the current literature of the day, whilst the strong
could learn from travel. The literatii would become thoroughly conversant with the affairs of the world, and the
lower classes would become adepts in their trades.
With such attractive objects of knowledge held out to our people, such as the study of the heavens and the
earth and all therein, under modern appliances, who would elect to change the day into the night (as the wretched
opium-smoker does) and spend his whole life on a divan, by a lamp, sucking a filthy opium pipe?
Therefore we say, bring learning to the front in order to remedy the opium evil! Many thoughtful Chinese are
apprehensive that opium will finally extirpate the race, and efforts are being made to mitigate the curse. Antiopium societies have been formed in Shanghai and Yangchow. The members of these societies pledge themselves
to refrain from the use of the drug and to exercise their power and influence in repressing the habit in others.
Masters prohibit their servants from smoking, teachers their students, generals their troops, landlords their tenants,
merchants their assistants, and foremen their journeymen.
But this method, although very commendable, docs not reach the large class of wealthy and influential officials
and gentry who are addicted to the use of opium; nor does it affect the lower orders who can leave their temperate
masters, find employment elsewhere and still continue the practice. Again, our officials are always on the move
from one post to another; their influence is not permanent, and there is an unwillingness on their part to leave off
opium.
The plan of reformation by learning, which we recommend, will only reach men of discernment and the
younger class. The foolish and wayward we will deal with as best we can. Confirmed smokers will have to be let
alone as no power on earth can save them. Rightly administered it will do much to bring about the desired result.
In ten years the young and wealthy men will have grown up and become established in life and qualified to
control the actions of their subordinates. In twenty years more, opium will be eradicated.
In the provinces of China, societies for the promotion of Learning have already been extensively formed. We
suggest an anti-opium annex to these bodies with strict rules forbidding admission to all opium-smokers under
forty years of age. What grand results would follow if each household, each village, and each institution of
learning in the Empire would discountenance the use of opium! Then would the winter of our distress be made
glorious summer by the coming of better times for China.
Now is the time for action. Confucius says,
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“Know what shame is, and you will not be far from heroism”’ and Mencius,
“If one has not the sense of shame, in what can he be equal to other men?”
All the countries of the world recoil with disgust at the idea of smoking this vile, ill-smelling, poisonous stuff.
Only our Chinese people love to sleep and eat with the deadly drug, and in the deadly drug we are self-steeped,
seeking poverty, imbecility, death, destruction. In all her history China has never been placed in such frightful
circumstances. From these we might be delivered if Confucius and Mencius could live again to teach the Chinese
a proper sense of shame, and inaugurate a better condition of things for our country now under the power of this
awful curse.
1838

208.137 The Confession Of Huang Wen-ying\fn{by Huang Wen-ying (1838-1864)} Po-pai, Kwangsi Province, China
(M) 1
I am a native of Po-pai in Kwangsi and am twenty-six years old. My father died when I was ten years old, and
my mother also when I was in my thirteenth year. I then became dependent on my royal elder brother for support.
My royal elder brother was the Tu Wang, Huang Wen-chin, who was the son of my uncle and is now thirty-three.
When I was thirteen I joined the T’ien Wang and with my brother followed him to T’ien-ching\fn{Nanking}
I had no duties in a military capacity but was detailed to look after my brother’s family affairs and to exercise
supervision over the commissariat. My brother, who has fought many battles and captured many places, was made
the Tu Wang the year before last.
On the thirtieth of the seventh month of last year I was suddenly made the Chao Wang, and though I asked my
brother to refuse it, the title was not withdrawn. On the twenty-second of the second month of the present year,
my brother dispatched me to Kuang-te-chou at the head of seven hundred men, and gave me the official seal of a
Wang.
The wang of our dynasty were divided into five classes. The Tung Hsi, Nan, Pei, and I Wang of the past,
together with the present Kan Wang, who adjudicates court discipline, were wang of the first class. Men like the
Ying Wang, Chung Wang, and Shih Wang, who controlled military power, were wang of the second class. Men
like the K’ang Wang, Tu Wang, and T’ing Wang, who were capable in fighting, were wang of the third class. Men
like the Hsü Wang and myself belonged to the fourth class, and the fifth class were termed lieh-wang. At one time
great merit alone entitled a man to the rank of wang, but subsequently the title was distributed indiscriminately.
Everyone who joined in Kwangtung was made a wang. Relatives were also made wang. Those who contributed
money and provisions were also made wang. Finally the number of wang reached the enormous total of twentyseven hundred. A further distinction was made between the seals of wang. The first-, second-, and third-class
wang used the “double phoenix” and “double dragon” seals, whereas the seals of the Hsü Wang and myself had
simply the “double dragon”, without the “double phoenix.” My seal was lost at Hui-chou. The “double phoenix”
and “double dragon” seal delivered from Kuang-feng was one engraved but not yet issued to me. When we left
Hu-chou, the situation was not desperate. Since the death of my brother at Ning-kuo, the troops have become
dispirited, and the affairs of the Heavenly Dynasty have gradually declined. My royal brother had many merits,
but when he wanted to memorialize the T’ien Wang upon any matter, his memorial had to pass through two
people before it reached the Kan Wang, and then was only presented if this person approved of it.
The Chung Wang was also a very selfish man, acting in most cases for his own benefit instead of being zealous
in promoting the public good. The Shih Wang was also very stubborn. There was in fact no man of sufficient
ability to be of any real good to the state.
When I reached Shih-ch’eng, the Canton men in the ranks stole some horses from the Hupeh and Hunan men. I
remonstrated with them for this and received a lance stab from one of the Canton men. The Kan Wang, when I
appealed to him, said he could do nothing for me.
Later I lost my horse, and my feet became so sore I couldn’t walk; therefore I was taken prisoner. I had really
no desire to follow the Heavenly Dynasty. I am a useless man. If I pledge allegiance, I shall be of no help. If I am
allowed my liberty to return, I have no place to go. I can but hope for death.
Two things, however, prey upon my mind. I have not repaid my royal brother for his care of me. He did many
brave things during his lifetime. When he succumbed to sickness, the Kan Wang, apprehensive lest the Ch’ing
troops should exhume the body, consigned his mortal remains to a ditch, employing no coffin but merely
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wrapping the body in an old quilt. Some gold leaf in the mouth and a jade bracelet on the arm was all that adorned
his person. It is a cause of grief to me when I think of this.
Another source of anxiety is that I have heard nothing of my child, six years old, and do not know whether or
not he is still living.
The above is true.
269.108 1. At The Pavilion Of Autumn Sash, I Sit At Night With My Sisters And Write This Poem For My
Second Eldest Sister Who Is Married To A Family Of Lujiang 2. Playfully I Reply To My Own Poem On Behalf
Of My Sister 3. Excerpt from After Being Stopped By Wind At Huangpu, I Was Stopped By Snow Again When
Arriving In Pudong\fn{by Wu Chai (1838-1874)} Wu County, Jiangsu Province, China (F) -1
1
Wandering all these years—it’s hard to know how we feel;
In the music of broken bamboo flutes and sad strings another season passed.
The setting moon hangs by the curtain hook; the wind plays with the shadows;
Beside lamplight by the small window, we compose song lyrics.
Indeed, getting together in the midst of soldiers and weapons is not easy,
But the bitterest sorrow would be to weep the rest of our lives.
Sighing from all your chores, you’re exhausted and wasting away;
Again, I write a poem for you, matching “A Splendid Woman.”
2
At year’s end, thankfully, family and friends care for one;
It’s when we can retreat to a corner of the lakes and mountains.
Holding iron castanets in the morning, we sing about the snow in Liang Garden;
Burning oil in the night, we write the lyrics of the Han Palace.
We should hold the ambition to write a supplementary history in the future;
Do not compose poems on the sorrows of the fugitive’s wandering.
Always remember in this stormy evening,
We allot rhymes and compose poetry together by the green window.
3
If lakes and mountains are well, I could retreat there;
In the end I hope to heat up my inkstone at the Pavilion of Autumn Sash.
Tomorrow I set out in the chill air to return home;
Plum trees in my old garden must be in bud.
204.77 Excerpts from Journal Of Diplomatic Mission To Four European Countries\fn{by Xue Fucheng (18381894)} Wuxi, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 3
In their moral exertions, in their self-denial and love of others, Christians in the West do not differ markedly
from Confucians, yet the New and Old Testaments and other books the church publishes are full of fallacies,
distortions and fantastic claims that even Chinese popular novels like The Investiture of the Gods and Journey to
the West would not descend to. A child could see that what they say is untrue.
When I have had occasion to discuss Christian doctrine with Western savants, they seem to be aware of this,
yet are reluctant to confess it, though on the other hand there are people who maintain that given the march of
science in the West, the church’s scriptures will be thought beneath notice in one or two hundred years’ time.
When the discussion turns to the teachings of Confucius, however, they commend them with one voice, no one
dissenting. Though it is true that Westerners are also very good at saying the diplomatic thing, I judge from their
tone and expression that their words are utterly sincere.
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Thus it can be seen that the Way of the Sage, being unbiased and fair-minded, has a direct appeal to the human
heart. In comparison with Confucianism, Christianity is no more than crystal set against jade, as even Westerners
are aware. Admitted, Yang Zhu, Mo Zi, Lao Zi and Buddhism did have their day in China, but in the course of
time they faded and gave out, while the teachings of Confucius have been like the sun and moon crossing the
heavens, shining more brightly with the passing eras. As long as the other continents have no contact with China
they will go their way undisturbed; but if they do have contact, then their teachings will converge with ours.
Hence I am convinced that Christianity will decline, and Confucianism will spread to the West.
*
The key to the great success of Europe and America has been the constant updating of their learning and the
constant expansion of their industry and commerce. Yet the decisive turning points for them have all been in the
last hundred years. Their ability presently to bestride the world without any effective opposition is founded solely
on steamships, steam trains, electricity lines and such things, which are all inventions of only the last sixty or
seventy years. The same pattern applies to the rest of their enterprises.
Current opinion in China is divided between those who are overawed by their might and recommend them too
highly, and those who, being affronted by the idea that our proud nation should imitate the Westerners, would shut
them out, and disparage them too harshly. I myself believe that both those views are too narrow.
It is true that the Westerners are expert in the management of commerce, in military matters, shipbuilding, and
manufacturing, as well as farming, fishing, livestock rearing, mining, etc. The source of their superiority lies in
the exploitation of the sciences of steam propulsion, optics, electricity and chemistry to harness the power of
water, fire and electricity.
Now, this is a case of the ingenious mechanisms of Creation eventually giving up their secrets, and it has fallen
particularly to Western specialists to expound them; but the common principles of the universe are not to be
monopolized by Westerners. The Chinese learned man is in no way inferior in intelligence or talent to the
Westerner. Sadly, however, the energies of China’s youth are mostly caught in the bind of writing stereotyped
essays and poems and practising neat characters, unlike the Westerners who are free in their millions to exercise
their wits and dedicate themselves to some specialism, so rapidly becoming expert in their field. So I say we have
no need to be shrinking violets, nor any need to box ourselves in.
*
Chinese and Western medicine differ in their ways, each having virtues that the other lacks. The strength of
Western medicine is in experimentation and practical science. The internal organs, muscles, tendons, bones and
joints are all examined in the greatest detail, and the findings made known. Then they have microscopes to make
out things that are barely visible to the naked eye.
They will actually go as far as to administer a numbing drug, cut open a person’s stomach, clean up any
innards that might be mucky, put them back into place, then sew up the stomach and apply a healing lotion; after a
month the patient is back to normal. If someone’s foot or leg is incurably diseased or crushed from a fall, they will
cut off the leg and replace it with a wooden one, which you can’t immediately tell from a natural one. If a
patient’s vision is defective, they use a tube to draw out the eyeball and then wash away the nebula, but without
damaging the connecting threads; the eyeball is carefully replaced, and the eye heals itself.
This is where their skills equal those of the Creator, and where none of our legendary doctors like Bian Que or
Hua Tuo can surpass them.
However, there have been some miscarriages, such as Ambassador Zeng Jize losing his son, and Counsellor Li
Shuchang losing an eye: people put these misfortunes down to their excessive faith in Western medicine.
In my opinion, the best of Western doctors can cure seventy or eighty per cent of surgical cases, but in medical
cases they have more success with illnesses due to repletion than to depletion. Their drugs have only heating
properties; they lack the functions of cooling, assembling and dispersing, ascending and descending, restoring and
purging. They don’t seem to have yet acquired the depth and subtlety of the finest of our ancient medical
prescriptions, like those of Zhang Ji, Sun Simiao and Wang Shuhe,\fn{ These doctors practised between the 2 nd and 7th
centuries AD. Zhang Ji combined drug therapy with the theory of phases in the natural world, Sun Simiao used both drugs and spells
against invasive demons, and Wang Shuhe was expert in pulse diagnosis } or of the treatises of the Four Masters of the JinYuan period,\fn{The 12th and 13th centuries witnessed marked progress in practical drug therapy and the production of specialized
medical treatises. The “Four Masters” (Liu Wansu, Zhang Congzheng, Zhu Zhenheng and Li Gao) all had their own ideas about the main
causes of and cures for illnesses} or of the ideas of Yu Chang and Chen Xiuyuan in more recent times. The only trouble

with the famous Chinese doctors is that their authentic skills are lost after a few generations.
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In contrast, when foreign doctors hit upon a cure, it is reported to the nation, tested for its efficacy, and
licensed for practice; then it can be propagated far afield and quickly become established, without the slightest
worry of it disappearing from sight. Hence their medical science is always being refined, and goes from strength
to strength. The ability of their other branches of learning to open up new frontiers all rests on that same principle;
it doesn’t apply to medicine alone.
*
I have heard Western mineralogists say that the gold, jade, silver, copper, lead, iron, tin, coal and so on in the
earth were laid down in prehistory; they cannot be cropped and replenished like cereals and other plants. From
that I deduce that the further the world is opened up to habitation, and the greater the increase in population, the
higher will be the rate of extraction, and in some thousands of years those resources will be sure to be exhausted.
To take an analogy from China, when the feudal lords of old built their palaces, they were able to find the
various kinds of timber they needed locally. Now the vast area of the central plain is denuded: I have not heard of
any great trees left to be felled.
The construction industry in the southeastern provinces uses timber from Jiangxi, Fujian and Guangdong; that
transported from afar comes from the South-east Asian islands, which shows there is none to be had in the
interior. The Weiyang Palace that Chancellor Xiao He built in Xi’an in the Han dynasty was on a grand scale, yet
the construction did not exhaust the stock of great trees in the Zhongnan Mountains to the south of the city—all
that was needed was the labour to fell and haul them.
It was not until the imperial palaces were built in the Ming dynasty that they had to get timber from Guizhou,
Hunan, Sichuan and Yunnan. Now when one looks at those old palaces, one sighs to think that such great trunks
are no longer available. I am afraid that in a few hundred years’ time the stocks from both the Ming sources and
the present south-eastern sources will all be totally used up.
*
The probable reason for the scarcity of valuable resources in China is that they were exploited earliest there,
and the more exhaustive extraction has resulted in greater shortage for use. Though Western mining experts say
that China’s mineral deposits are very plentiful, yet those in the upper strata that traditional methods can reach are
almost completely worked out. If the power of machines is used for extraction, then China's earth has more riches
to give up than foreign soils.
Precisely because mining methods have not been revised for over a thousand years, we now have a wealth of
deposits still buried underground. Recently a lot of covetous eyes have been cast on them, and something must
give way: eventually new mining operations will be gradually introduced. In another four or five thousand years
the deposits will start to give out, by which time those abroad will have been completely used up.
What will happen then, when both in China and abroad there will be an utter dearth of finer minerals? On this
account I cannot but speculate about impending ruin for the planet.
*
When I read the Register of Clans some time ago, I was surprised to see that the family names in the empire all
derived from the descendants of the legendary rulers Fu Xi, Shen Nong and the Yellow Emperor. I assumed that
was due to arbitrarily lumping them together, for had it been so, then from the dawn of civilization the
commoners could have had no descendants. Now I know the truth may have been somewhat different, yet the
principle still stands.
The fact is, humanity has its superior and inferior kinds. If each sticks to its own territory, then their characters
will not be diluted.
An example of this separation would be the Miao, Yao, Zhuang and Liao peoples, who live out their lives in
their mountain fastnesses. But once they mix and live together, the superior kind prospers without setting out to
prosper, and the inferior kind wanes without setting out to wane. This is a law of nature, just as brambles die back
when pines and cypresses grow tall and wild grass withers in the standing corn.
It has only been a hundred years since Chinese and Westerners settled in Honolulu, but only one in ten of the
native population survives. In another century, barely one in a hundred will remain. As to the reason for this
decline, the natives cannot explain it themselves.
A similar thing happened with the Di, Qiang, Rong, Man, Jie and Mo tribes—they disappeared off the face of
the earth. A small fraction of those tribespeople might have merged with the Han Chinese, but would have lost all
recall of their tribal origins.
By the same token, the aborigines of Taiwan and the Miao, Yao, Zhuang, Liao, Gelao and Luoluo of Hunan,
Guangdong, Guizhou and Yunnan may continue their line to eternity if they go on living in their mountain caves,
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but if they were to mingle with the Han Chinese their fate would be the same as that of the natives of Honolulu, of
that there can be no doubt.
To apply the same rule to Africa, the greater part of the continent has been brought under cultivation by
Westerners; in another hundred years the European races will surely be in the ascendant and the native people in
steep decline.
As for Australia and the Southeast Asian islands, they are dependencies of England, Holland and Spain, while
half of their agriculture, commerce, animal husbandry and mining is reliant on Chinese people. In another century
or two, Westerners and Chinese will likewise be in the ascendant and the native people in steep decline.
It may be objected that Chinese people have long been subjected to harsh treatment and expulsion in various
countries, so how can we expect any different? I would answer that that has been due to mismanagement and civil
disorder. If things are properly managed and public order properly maintained, the Chinese have actually more
potential to thrive and prosper than Westerners.
284.27 Excerpt from Hsü-shou-t’ang shu-cha: “A Criticism Of Selfishness” [Not the title of the work from which this
excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Wang Hsien-ch’ien (1838-1918)} Chang-sha,
Hunan Province, China (M) -1
Generally what is called self-government arose from the fact that, in the old days, Western countries had
originally no government or education. Their people were unbearably poverty-stricken and the lower classes were
separated from the upper and it was out of this situation that self-government developed.
In China for several thousand years sacred emperors and enlightened kings have been exerting their minds and
energies to be good princes and teachers and to acquire experience in planning; their consideration has been very
careful and they have been particularly vigilant in preventive measures.
Our fundamental idea of establishing a nation has been different from that in the West. Nevertheless, the
difference between the public spirit of the West and the selfishness of the Chinese also comes from this …
Among Westerners each one uses his right of self-government to join and submit voluntarily to the control of
congenial organizations. What they plan to do at home is for the public benefit, and what they go out to discuss is
also for the public.
Political commands are for public\fn{As opposed to private} purposes. Property is for the public. Territory is also
for the public. For example, India was seized by a company but given to the nation.
Thus it is natural that the king above should not appear quarrelsome and insecure, and that the people below
should have no idea of neglecting their duty and being idle spectators, because they have formed the publicspirited habit.
Since the Yellow Emperor,\fn{Reigned 2698-2598BC} and Emperors Yao\fn{Reigned 2333-2234BC} and Shun,\fn
{Reigned 2233-2184} the Chinese people have respected the emperors as Heaven and regarded them as gods, and in
addition they have been delighted with the emperor’s benevolence in allowing them to have a little more than
mere subsistence, and in other matters they were glad to be independent of him. …
Since the first emperor of the Hsia dynasty\fn{ C.2070-1600BC} regarded the empire as his family property, the
people in turn regarded themselves as his children, and each generation tries to be selfish. The emperor and the
people all kept their individual purposes and thus the egotistical pattern was formed. …
Now it would be definitely unsuitable to use the selfish minds of the Chinese to adopt the self-govern ment
policy of the Westerners.
1839

204.70 & 284.12 1. Excerpts from Diplomatic Mission To The West 2. Excerpt from Tseng Hui-min-kung shihhis jih-chi: “His Account Of His Audience With The Empress Dowager (1878)” [Not the title of the work from which
this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work descriptive of its content]\fn{by Zeng Jize (Tseng Chi-tse, 1839-1890)}
Xiangxiang, Hunan Province, China (M) 5
1
Your country upholds protocol, and the protocols everywhere in the West are largely modelled on those
practised in your country. China follows the teachings of the Supreme Sage Confucius and also values protocol.
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However, given the distance between our countries and the differences in our customs, there are significant
distinctions in protocol.
We will strive to be accommodating in all the minor details but the matter of banquets will require some
discussion.
The practice in the West is for men and women to sit at the same banquet table. Generally, with the guests, the
important women are seated near the host and the important men are seated near the hostess: this is the widely
observed protocol. However, according to the teachings of the former sages in China, “men and women should
not let their hands touch when giving or receiving anything from each other”. Hence, when sisters who have
married return to the home of their parents, their brothers do not sit at the same table with them nor do they take
food from the same vessels. This is strictly observed with the closest of blood relatives, and even more so in the
case of guests.
A Chinese woman who sits with male guests at a banquet would be stigmatized for the rest of her life.
Today, China has established relations with the nations of the West and this will be a long-term arrangement. In
future, a constant stream of diplomats will be sent abroad, and the diplomats will often take their families with
them. On this occasion I will bring my wife with me, and I hope that you will convey my thoughts tactfully to the
protocols office of your country.
The wives of Chinese diplomats may only occasionally socialize with Western women guests; they will not be
required to greet male guests and, in particular, will not attend banquets where male guests are present. If a guest
happens to be a very good friend of the diplomat, the wife and daughters may be presented but they will simply
bow from a distance, and will not shake hands. Despite the harmonious relationship between China and the West
and our true friendship, this is a matter concerning the Chinese sense of propriety where Western etiquette cannot
be allowed to take precedence. The fact that the wives of diplomats from various countries stationed in Peking do
not frequent the homes of Chinese officials indicates that such a difference exists, and the best is for each side to
act according to its own rules for etiquette.
I should be much obliged if you could reflect my concerns to the various governments so that certain
guidelines are established, and future Chinese diplomats will be able to travel abroad with their families without
undue anxiety. This will indeed be of great benefit for the long-term relations between our countries.
*
On the 10th day,\fn{21 April 1879} a gentleman named George Campbell said to me:
“There are many people in China and vast areas of uncultivated land in all continents; why don’t you
encourage your people to take their families abroad so that all parties will benefit? People in all countries think
that the Chinese don’t take their families with them abroad because they have no intention of staying long. As
soon as they make a bit of money they go back to China. This has resulted in a sense of alienation.” I said in
reply:
“During the reign of Emperor Kangxi in China, it was decreed that the compilation of population registers be
stopped and that even if there were population increases the poll tax was never to be raised. This abundance of
benevolence and grace was without precedent in history. There was, however, also a minor problem, namely, that
it was not really possible to determine the size of the population. However, judging by the area of the land and the
density of the inhabitants, an approximate estimate is that the population today is not less than 420,000,000.
“As population increases by the day, an abundance of daily necessities is not possible: this is only natural.
Those people who want to go abroad to make a living are not legally prohibited from doing so. We can only
comply with the wishes of the people and have never established laws to coerce them. Chinese people have a
strong attachment to the land and unless their livelihoods were quite desperate, no one would lightly depart from
the land of their parents to travel thousands of miles from home.
“All those who are willing to go abroad are poor people with barely the means to provide for themselves. How
would they have the means to take their families with them?”
2
On August 25, 1878, I received a decree granting me the privilege of wearing the peacock feather and appointing
me Imperial Commissioner to England and France …
On the 26th, at the beginning of the ch’ou period,\fn{One to three AM} I went to the Court … At the beginning of
the mao period,\fn{Five to seven AM} I entered the Ch’ien-ch’ing gate and sat for a long time in the room for intracourt
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interview. At the beginning of ch’en,\fn{Seven to nine AM} the grand councillors came out from their audience and the
throne summoned me to the eastern apartment of the Yang-hsin Hall, which I entered by lifting up the curtain.
I knelt on the ground to give thanks for celestial grace. I took off my hat and kotowed. Then I was ordered to put
on my hat and stand up and to proceed to the front of the cushion where I knelt to listen to the sacred instruction.
The Empress Dowager Tz’u-I asked,\fn{“When do you plan to start the trip?”} The Empress Dowager Tz’u-an also
asked the same question. I replied,
Because there are public and private affairs that your minister must prepare well in Shanghai, it is necessary for
him to leave the capital earlier. Now he plans to start the journey on the 29 th of September.\fn{Are you going by way of
Tientsin?}
It is necessary to go via Tientsin and also to stay for some ten days to discuss various matters with Li Hungchang.\fn{Li Hung-chang is familiar with foreign affairs. You may take up the various matters with him in detail }
Yes.\fn{Are you going to spend some time in Shanghai? }
It’s a long way to go abroad. All the arrangements and all the things to be taken along must be well prepared in
Shanghai. Moreover, the retinue which your minister is going to take along cannot be appointed until he has
arrived at Shanghai, and therefore he will spend a considerable time there; probably he will have to stay for more
than a month.\fn{Will you memorialize again about the staff members you are going to take along, after you have arrived in
Shanghai?}
Of your minister’s retinue, some of them are going to travel with him from the capital, some are going to be
transferred and appointed from the provinces outside the capital. As to the latter who are going to be appointed from
outside provinces, whether they can go or not cannot be known in advance. He has to wait until the assignment is made
and then he will assemble the information and submit a memorial for your approval.\fn{ How many days will it take to go
from Tientsin to Shanghai?}
The speeds of the vessels of the China Merchants Company are not the same. The fastest from Tientsin to
Shanghai takes only three and a half days.\fn{Are you going to England first or to France first?}
Your minister plans to start the journey from Shanghai on November 22 aboard a French ship for Marseilles,
where he will go ashore to take a train for Paris. Paris is the capital of France. When the French see the arrival of a
Chinese minister they will certainly have someone perform ceremonies of welcome and entertainment. If your
minister goes straight on without taking a look at Paris it will not be proper. He intends to send a telegram from
Shanghai to Kuo Sung-tao asking him to come to Paris and hand him the seal. Your minister will receive the seal in
Paris, and will immediately present his credentials to France first. Then he will go to London to present his
credentials to England. London is the capital of England.\fn{Have the credentials been prepared and given to you? }
He has already received them.\fn{ How are you going to decide upon your living quarters? }
Kuo Sung-tao has rented a house some time ago. When your minister goes there everything will be the same as
before. Recently he has discussed with the princes and great ministers in the Tsungli Yamen whether in the future,
if we have sufficient funds, it may be necessary to purchase a house in each country to be used as an embassy. The
houses of foreign ministers in China are all purchased or built by themselves. It is indeed not a long-term plan for
China’s ministers to live in rented houses. Moreover, the rent is exorbitant and in the long run it is not
economical.\fn{The things which you have to attend to abroad should be discussed with the princes and high ministers from time to
time}
Yes.\fn{After you are abroad how will you send us memorials and reports?}
In regard to important matters which should be memorialized and explained, Kuo Sung-tao has been sending
them in care of the Tsungli Yamen. As for ordinary affairs, about which he should consult the Tsungli Yamen,
either in the form of an official dispatch or as a letter, they were all sent through the Office for the Transmission of
Government Correspondence in Shanghai. Your minister plans to handle the matter in the same way as
before.\fn{The members of your retinue should all be carefully controlled and not allowed to cause trouble in foreign countries and thus
incur the contempt of foreigners}
Your minister will reverently obey the sacred instruction and be particularly careful in regard to the matter of
his retinue. At present it is not easy to find those who are familiar with foreign affairs and who can be deeply
trusted. He has no candidates in mind. It would be best for your minister to make a selection from scholars whom
he has known for a long time, who are clear-minded and careful in everything … Now the second councillor,
Ch’en Yuan-chi, who is to be taken along, is the brother-in-law of your minister. Your minister dares to follow the
precedent of the ancients who “did not avoid the use of relatives in their intimate employment” and take him
abroad, because the duties and responsibilities are extremely heavy. Were he not an intimate friend of your
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minister, who knows his background thoroughly from former days, your minister would not take a chance on
appointing him.\fn{How old is this relative of yours?}
Thirty-six years old.\fn{Can you understand a foreign written and spoken language?}
Your minister reads a little English and understands a little spoken English. He learned it from books and so it
is comparatively easier for him to read the language but more difficult for him to understand it, because his mouth
and ears are not accustomed to it.\fn{Is the common language English or French?}
English is a commercial language. Foreigners stress business, therefore the people of the various countries can
speak English. As for the language of France, it has been handed down for generations; therefore, in documents
and official dispatches among various nations French is frequently used. For instance, the international treaties,
ratifications of treaties, and so on, are often written in French.\fn{ Since you understand both the spoken and written
language, it is much more convenient. You do not need to rely on the translations of interpreters? }
Although our minister can understand and read a little, he is not very familiar with it and he still has to depend
upon interpreters. Understanding of a foreign written or spoken language and management of foreign affairs are
two entirely different things. It is essential for those who manage foreign affairs to be familiar with treaties and
with official procedures. It is not essential for them to concern themselves with the duties of interpreters. In the
future when your minister discusses official business with foreigners even though he understands the language he
still would wait for the restatement by the interpreter, partly because the procedure of the Court ought to be so,
partly because during the interval of restatement by the interpreter he can take advantage of the pause to give
thought to the language with which he should answer. The British Minister, Thomas Wade, can understand the
Chinese written and spoken language. When he discusses official business he has to use interpreters to convey the
meaning to him. That is the same idea.\fn{I have learned that Wade is going to come here soon. Have you heard about it? }
During the summer your minister read a newspaper which said Wade would start his trip in the autumn; since
then no exact news about him has been heard.\fn{ Wade is a very cunning person. }
Wade can understand the Chinese written and spoken language. As a person he is very cunning and his
temperament is very harsh. Foreigners also say that he is bad tempered.\fn{ It is very difficult to manage foreign affairs. I
have heard that in Fukien there are again cases of the burning and destruction of churches and houses; in the future, there will be trouble
again}

The difficulty in handling diplomatic affairs lies in the fact that foreigners are unreasonable, while Chinese are
ignorant of current events and circumstances. Chinese ministers and people usually hate foreigners, as goes
without saying, but we must plan gradually to make ourselves strong before anything can be done. The
destruction of one church or the killing of one foreigner by no means avenges our grievances or wipes out our
humiliation. At present many Chinese do not understand this principle and so there has been the Margary incident
in Yunnan\fn{February 21 1875. As W says: “As part of efforts to explore overland trade routes between British India and China
province, junior British diplomat Augustus Raymond Margary was sent from Shanghai through southwest China to Bhamo in Upper
Burma, where he was supposed to met Colonel Horace Browne. It took Margary six months to make the 1800 miles long journey through
the provinces of Sichuan, Guizhou and Yunnan and he met Brown in Bhamo in late 1874. On the journey back to Shanghai, Margary heard
rumors that the return route was not safe and changed the route to Tengyue, where he and his personal staff were murdered on 21 February
1875. The incident created a diplomatic crisis and gave British authorities an excuse to put pressure on the Qing government,” who,
according to the British historian Jonathan Spence, were required to pay “an indeminty of 700,000 taels of silver, [send] a mission of
apology to Queen Victoria, and [open to foreign concessions] four more treaty ports.”:H/W } which caused the Empresses
Dowager and the Emperor work and worry day and night.\fn{ It is true indeed. How can we forget our grievances for a single
day? But we must gradually make ourselves strong, as you just stated very clearly. The killing of one person or the burning of one house
definitely cannot be considered as having avenged our grievances.}
Yes.\fn{Very few persons understand this idea. If you manage such matters for the nation, there are bound to be times when people
will scold you. You, however, should bear the toil and blame}

When your minister formerly studied the classics and came to the sentence, “To serve the ruler one must be
able to offer one’s life”, he thought that a loyal minister would have reached the extreme point of loyalty if he
devoted his whole life to it. After observing the recent situation and the course of negotiations between China and
foreign countries, he has found that sometimes it is necessary to consider his life a secondary matter; and in the
last analysis he even has to risk considering his reputation unimportant, before he can make the general situation
secure on behalf of his country. For instance, at the time of the former Tientsin incident\fn{ June 1870. In W’s words:
“In June 1870, rumors spread throughout China concerning Catholic church activities. Catholic nuns had been active in bringing children
into their orphanages, sometimes with the inducement of payment to foster families or orphanages which led illicit child-brokers to engage
in kidnapping. It was commonly believed that missionaries removed the eyes of unwitting Chinese for use in medicine. Throughout 1870,
deaths at these orphanages increased due to outbreaks of disease; the fact Baptism was often given specifically to those likely to die led to
the impression a Christian baptism directly resulted in death. On June 18, three Chinese kidnappers were arrested 30 li outside Tianjin, and
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while the two eldest were executed almost immediately, the youngest – aged 19 – claimed in public to have sold at least 10 children to the
staff and guards of a nearby Catholic orphanage for $6 each. Chinese officials met with their French counterparts, who had assumed
responsibility for the Catholic missions to China since the Arrow War. However, an angry anti-Catholic crowd gathered outside the
Cathedral and smashed windows. Chinese Catholic converts begged the French Consul, Henri-Victor Fontanier, to appeal directly to the
magistrate for public calm. While the Chinese magistrate’s staff attempted to suppress the riot, the French Consul visited the magistrate’s
official quarters to lodge an angry diatribe, even going so far as to draw his sword and embed it in the magistrate’s table. The magistrate
was not there, however, and Fontanier left empty-handed. The series of events afterwards are somewhat confused: while both Chinese and
French histories agree Fontanier shot a Chinese assistant dead after an argument with the magistrate (who was just entering his office as the
Consul was leaving), the French version says Fontanier’s shot only came after he was threatened by the mob and the magistrate. In any
case, both the French Consul and his assistant, M. Simon, were murdered by the rioters and their bodies dumped in the river. The riot only
ended after a number of Catholic institutions and foreign buildings, including the Tientsin Cathedral and four British and American
churches, were burned down. As well as the two French Consular officials, two Lazarist priests, and approximately 40 Chinese Christians
were killed, as were three Russian traders assumed by the mob to be French. Ten nuns of the Daughters of Charity were raped and
mutilated by the crowd before being killed. The final death toll of the riot was given at around 60.” } your minister’s father, your

deceased minister, Tseng Kuo-fan, before he started his trip from Pao-ting, was then on his sickbed and
immediate-ly he wrote his last will and testament to bid his family make arrange ments as though he had already
discarded his life. After he arrived at Tientsin and saw that the matter was so serious that it could not be satis factorily concluded even by [the sacrifice of] his life, he made concessions and secured the best arrangement to
obtain a peaceful settlement. At that time many scholars and officials in the capital condemned him. Your
minister’s father accepted the responsibility and blamed himself. In sending letters to his friends he frequently
wrote the eight characters: “Outwardly I am ashamed of public criticism and inwardly I cannot live with my con science.” This shows how he struggled to protect the general situation by disregarding his own reputation. As a
matter of fact, at that time there was no other way to deal with the case, apart from what had been done by Tseng
Kuo-fan.\fn{Tseng Kuo-fan was really a just and loyal man who took the nation into consideration }
I took off my hat and kotowed, but did not make any reply.\fn{ It is also bad luck for the nation that before long Tseng
Kuo-fan departed from the world. Now there are many great officials in various places who are cowardly }
Li Hung-chang, Shen Pao-chen, Ting Pao-chen and Tso Tsung-t’ang are all loyal and sincere ministers.\fn{ All
of them are good but all are old troopers. The new ones all fail to equal them in ability; they have not kept abreast of new ideas }
Kuo Sung-tao is certainly an upright and straightforward person. This time he also risked damage to his
reputation in order to manage affairs for the nation. In the future it is hoped that the special grace of the Em presses and the Emperor will protect him in every respect.\fn{ Up above\fn{Shang-t’ou, i.e., by the rulers} it is thoroughly understood. Kuo Sung-tao is a good man. Since his mission abroad he has managed many affairs but he has also received plenty of scolding from
people}

Kuo Sung-tao is vexed by the fact that China cannot become strong immediately and he has frequently argued
with people and therefore he has been scolded. After all he is a loyal minister. Fortunately the Em presses Dowager and the Emperor understand him. Even though he has lost his reputation in the fight, still it is worthwhile.\fn
{We all know him. The princes and great ministers also understand him}
Yes.\fn{Are you now living in the Tsungli Yamen?}
The affairs of the Tsungli Yamen must be kept confidential. Formerly your minister and others dared not participate. Now, since he has received the order to go abroad on a mission, he must thoroughly investigate the old and new
documents in cases concerning England and France, and he must jot down some essential points. Even though the
complete cases are now in the hands of Kuo Sung-tao, yet when your minister is on his journey, there are certain to be
some foreigners who will meet and entertain him. If during the course of conversation he is ignorant of the facts of the
case, it will be somewhat embarrassing.\fn{You are really quite careful in handling public affairs. }
Reverent silence, no reply.\fn{Are you going to take some students along from the Tung-wen Kuan?}
Your minister is going to take an English interpreter, a French interpreter, and a clerk. This will be reported
when he reaches Shanghai.\fn{Are all of them good?}
Your minister understands English only slightly. The English interpreter, Tso Ping-lung, your minister knows
can be employed. The French interpreter, Lien-hsing, has not yet been carefully investigated by your minister,
because your minister does not understand French.\fn{ Will the date for presentation of credentials be decided by you or by the
foreigners?}
We must wait until arrival in their country; then both sides can discuss the matter and deal with it.\fn{ Is there
also a Tsungli Yamen in foreign countries? }
In foreign countries it is called a Wai-pu.\fn{Ministry of Foreign Affairs} The matters it deals with are the same as
the public business of the Chinese Tsungli Yamen. I have heard it said that recently England also changed the name
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to Tsungli Yamen, but in reality the name in a foreign language is entirely different; it is called neither Wai-pu nor
Tsungli Yamen. Only, if the work they do is the same, it is the same office.\fn{When can you arrive there? }
If the Empresses Dowager and the Emperor wish him bon voyage and if there are no delays en route, he
should be able to reach the capital of Franèe near the end of the year.\fn{ You have never been in foreign countries. I
presume you must have heard about these routes and their circumstances. }
Some information has been obtained by consulting books and maps and some by inquiry.\fn{ Is your ship going to
cast anchor at Hong Kong or not?}
Your minister is going to board a French Company’s steamship. The steamship must have cargo to be loaded or
unloaded, passengers to embark or disembark, and so on. There will be delay in every harbor throughout the
journey, but everything will be decided by the captain.
After a long pause there was:\fn{ Now you kneel for greetings } I withdrew to my original position, knelt and
said:
Your minister T’seng Chi-tse kneels and prays for the good health of the Sage.
Raising the curtain I withdrew. It was alread the ch’en hour.\fn{Nine AM}
1840

293.56 Excerpt from Empty Cloud: The Autobiography Of The Chinese Zen Master Hsu Yun\fn{by Hsu Yun
(1840-1959)} “at the headquarters of Chuanchowfu Prefecture on the last day of the seventh lunar month”, Fujian
Province, China (M) 8
1: My first year
I was born at the headquarters of Chuanchowfu Prefecture on the last day of the seventh lunar month.\fn{ 26
when my mother saw that she had given birth to a fleshy bag, she was frightened and thinking that
there was no hope of bearing child again, she succumbed to her desperation. The following day, an old man
selling medicine came to our house and cut open the bag to take out a male baby which was reared by my second
mother.
2: My eleventh year
August 1840}

My grandmother was ageing and since I was also adopted by my uncle as his heir, she decided that I must take
as wives two girls of the T’ien and T’an families. Both were Hunanese mandarin families in Fukien and we had
been friends with them for many generations. That winter my grandmother passed away.
3: My thirteenth year
I followed my father who took the coffin of my grandmother to Siangsiang where it was buried. Monks were
invited to perform Buddhist rites. I had my first chance of seeing sacred articles and was very happy at the sight.
In the house there were many Buddhist sutras and I read the Story of the Fragrant Mountain and Avalokitesvara
Bodhisattva’s attainment of enlightenment which had a great influence on my mind. In the eighth month I
followed my uncle to Nanyo where we visited monasteries. I felt as if some former cause made me unwilling to
return home; however, as my uncle was very stern, I dared not tell him about my feelings.
4: My fourteenth year
My father discovered that I wanted to leave home and in order to keep me, he engaged a Taoist called Wang to
teach me how to practice Taoism. The teacher gave me Taoist books to read and taught me the Taoist inner and
outer yoga. I did not like the teaching and dared not reveal my unfavorable opinion of it. That winter, the period
of mourning for my grandmother came to an end, and after entrusting my uncle with the care of my education, my
father returned alone to Fukien.
5: My seventeenth year
I had for the last three years been studying Taoism but realized that the teaching failed to reach the ultimate
pattern. Although I felt as if I was sitting on a mat of needles, I pretended to do everything to make my uncle
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happy, [but in fact] I did the housework to escape his watchful eyes. One day, as he went out, thinking that the
time for leaving was opportune, I packed up and went to Nanyo.
There were many difficult and diverging roads, and when I was only half way, I was found and brought back.
With my cousin Fu Kuo, I was sent to Chuanchowfu. Some time later, my father sent for the two girls T’ien and
T’an and celebrated my marriage. Thus I was placed under “house arrest”.
I lived with the two girls but had no intercourse with them. I expounded the Buddha Dharma to them and they
understood it. My cousin Fu Kuo who noticed that they were above worldly things also expounded the Dharma to
them from time to time. Thus either in our private quarters or in the reception hall, we were merely “pure” minded
mates.
6: My nineteenth year
I decided to retire from the world and my cousin had the same idea. In secret I enquired about the way to
Kushan mountain in Fuchow. I wrote the Song of the Skin Bag which I left behind for the two girls to read. With
Fu Kuo, I fled to Yung Chuan monastery on Ku Shan mountain where my head was shaved by the old Master
Ch’ang K’ai.
7: My twentieth year
I followed Master Miao Lien on Ku Shan mountain and received full ordination. I was given the Dharma-name
of Ku Yen and aliases Yen Ch’e and Te Ch’ing. My father who was then at Chuanchowfu sent our servants to
search for me. My cousin Fu Kuo, after receiving full ordination, left on a journey in search of enlightened
masters and I did not hear from him again. I hid myself in a grotto behind the mountain, where I made the
penitential offering to Myriads of Buddhas.\fn{ In observance of the rules for repentance and reform } I dared not come out
and was occasionally visited by tigers and wolves but I was not in the least scared.
8: My twenty-third year
I had completed three years of observance of the rules for repentance and reform. One day a monk came from
Ku Shan and said:
“There is now no need to hide as your old father has retired on account of his age and left for home. The old
Master Miso Lien has praised your long austerities but he said that you should cultivate in addition to wisdom the
blessing [arising from good actions]. You can return to the mountain where you can take up a post and serve
others.” Thereupon I returned to the mountain where I was given work.
8: My twenty-fifth year
I still held a post at Ku Shan. That winter during the twelfth month, I heard that my father had passed away in
his home at Siangsiang. Since then, I no longer enquired about my family and heard nothing about them.
9: My twenty-seventh year
A man came from Siangsiang and informed me that after my father’s death, my second mother Wang and her
two daughters-in-law had left home to become nuns. Wang took the Dharma-name of Miao Ching,\fn{ Profound Purity} the girl T’ien, that of Chen Chieh\fn{True Cleanness} and the girl T’an, that of Ch’ing Chieh.\fn{Clear Chastity}
For four years I had held various jobs at Ku Shan, as its water-man, gardener, hall-keeper and verger, and they
were all but austerities. Occasionally I was given a sinecure which I turned down. In the monastery, from time to
time, donations were divided among the monks but I always declined my share. Each day I took a mug of rice
gruel but my health was never so robust.
At the time, in the monastery, Ch’an Master Ku Yueh surpassed all those engaged in austerities, and I had
many long chats with him. I thought, “The jobs I held these years have in some way hindered my practice”, and I
remembered Dharma-master Hsuan Tsang who wanted to go to India in search of sutras and who ten years before
his travels, learned Sanskrit and trained by walking a hundred Chinese miles per day.
He also tried to abstain from cereals first for one full day and then gradually for a certain number of days so as
to accustom himself to desert travel where even water and grass might not be available. If an ancient could engage
in such austerities, who am I and why should I not follow his example?
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Afterwards, I gave up all my jobs at the monastery, distributed all my garments to the monks and, equipped
with a robe, a pair of trousers, a pair of shoes, a straw rain coat and a haversack, I returned to the grotto to resume
my life there.
10: My twenty-eighth, twenty-ninth and thirtieth years
For three years I stayed in the grotto. During these years, my food consisting of pine needles and green blades
of straw and my drink, of the water from mountain streams. As time went by, my trousers an shoes wore out and I
had only my robe to cover my body. My hair and beard grew to over a foot in length and I wore a topknot on my
head. My eyes were bright and those who saw me took me for a ghost and ran away, while I refrained from
speaking to others.
In the first and second years of my seclusion, I had many very interesting experiences. I did not regard them as
strange but turned by singleness of mind to look at them and to repeat Buddha’s name. Deep in the mountains and
in the marshy land, I was not molested by tigers and wolves, or bitten by snakes and insects. I did not want any
sympathy and did not take normal cooked food.
Lying on the ground with the sky above me, I felt that all things were complete in myself. I experienced great
joy and thought I was a deva of the fourth dhyana h4eaven. I thought that the words calamity for a worldly man
was to have a mouth and a body and remembered an ancient who had said that his bowl could slight ten thousand
bells.\fn{Cha’an Master Han Shan (1546-1623) said of his bowl: “A utensil that slights (or can be heard above) ten thousand bells”. }
Since I had not evgen a bowl myself, I experienced unlimited freedom from all impediments.
Thus my mind was clear and at ease, and my strength grew with the passing of each day. My eyes and ears
were sharp and penetrating and I walked with a rapid step as if I were flying. I did not know I came to be in such a
condition.
In the third year I was able to make my heart content and became free to go anywhere as my mind wished. As
there were mountains to stay on and herbs to eat, I started wandering from place to place, and thus passed the
year.
10: My thirty-first year
I arrived at a mountain in Wenchow and stayed in a grotto. A Ch’an monk came, paid obeisance and said,
“I have long heard of your high virtues\fn{ A very polite way of addressing a stranger in China } and came to implore
your instruction.” I felt very ashamed at this and replied,
“My knowledge is shallow as I have had no chance of calling on learned masters; will you be compassionate
enough to give me some indication?” He asked,
“How long have you adopted this austere life?” I related my practice and he said,
“I also have had no chance of learning much and am unable to give you any teaching, but you can go to Lung
Chuan temple on the Hua Ting peak in T’ien T’ai mountain and call on Dharma-master Yung Ching who is the
most virtuous man of the T’ien T’ai school; he will be able to enlighten you.”
Thereupon I climbed the Hua Ting peak and when I arrived at the thatched temple I met a monk whom I asked
if the old Dharma-master was there. He replied,
“He is the one wearing a patched robe over there.”
I approached the master and prostrated myself before him. When he paid no attention, I said:
“I have come to implore your instruction and hope you will have pity on me.” He looked at me for a long
while and said:
“Are you a monk, a Taoist or a layman?” I replied:
“A monk.” He asked,
“Have you been ordained?” I replied,
“I have received the full ordination.” He added,
“How long have you been in this condition?” As I related my story, he asked,
“Who ordered you to make this practice?” I replied,
“I did it as I saw that the ancients attained enlightenment by means of austerities.” He said,
“You know that the ancients disciplined their bodies but do you know that they also disciplined their minds?
As I see you now, you are like a heretic and not being on the right path, have wasted ten years in your training. If
by staying in a grotto, and drinking water from mountain streams, you succeed in living ten thousand years, you
will only be one of the ten classes of Irsis\fn{ Immortals} listed in the Surangama Sutra. You will still be far away
from the Tao, and even if by advancing a step further, you realize the first fruit,\fn{ Srota-apanna, i.e., one who has
entered the stream of holy living, in quest of his own enlightenment only } you will be only a self-enlightened fellow. As to a
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Bodhisattva, his are the quest of Buddhahood from above for the conversion of living beings here below, and a
leap to the supramundane plane without fleeing from the mundane. If your method consists in abstaining from
cereals and in not even wearing trousers, it is only a quest of the extraordinary. How can you expect that your
practice will result in perfect achievement?”
So the master pierced my weak spot right to the bottom and I again prostrated myself imploring his instruction.
Said he,
“I will teach you; if you follow my instruction you can stay here but if you do not, you may go away.” I said,
“I came here for your instruction: how dare I disobey your teaching?”
Thereupon, the master gave me garments and footwear an ordered me to shave my head and take a bath. He
gave me work to do and taught me to look into the kung an:\fn{Question} “Who is dragging this corpse?”
Since then, I again took gruel and rice and practiced the meditation of the T’ien T’ai school. As I worked hard,
the master praised me.
11: My thirty-second year
During my stay at Lung Chuan temple, I served the master and he advised me from time to time how to open
my mind. Over eighty years old, he strictly observed the rules of discipline and was well versed in both the
teaching and Ch’an. Many a time, he ordered me to take the commentator’s seat to enlighten visitors to the
temple.
12: My thirty-third year
As ordered by the master, I went to Kuo Ch’ing monastery to study the Ch’an rules and to Fang Kuang
monastery for the Fa Hua\fn{Lotus} teaching.
13: My thirty-fourth and thirty-fifth years
I stayed at Kuo Ch’ing monastery to study the teaching of the sutras; from time to time, I returned to the
temple to keep company with the old master Yung Ching.
14: My thirty-sixth year
I went to Kao Ming monastery to listen to the Dharma-master Ming Hsi’s expounding he Lotus Sutra. I bade
farewell to the old Dharma-master Yung Ching. It was not without sadness that we parted company and I spent a
few evenings chatting with him.
After our separation, I descended from the mountain and passed through Hsueh Tou and arrived at Yo Lin
monastery where I listened to the expounding of the Amitabha Buddha Sutra. Then I crossed the sea to go to P’u
T’o island where I passed the new year in Hou Szu temple.
15: My thirty-seventh year
From P’u T’o, I returned to Ningpo where I visited the monastery of King Asoka and made arrangements to be
fed for three dollars a month. There I revered the relic of Sakyamuni Buddha and the two pitakas\fn{The Hinayana
and Mahayana canons} to reap merits for repaying the debt of gratitude I owed my parents. Then I went to T’ien
T’ung monastery to listen to a commentary on the Surangama Sutra.
16: My thirty-eighth year
From Ningpo I went to Hangchow on a pilgrimage to San T’ien Chu mountain and to other holy places. Halfway from its peak, I called on and paid obeisance to Abbot T’ien Lang and the guest Master Ch’ang Sung. I
passed the winter at His T’ien.
The weather was very hot when I was on my way from Ningpo to Hangchow, and the boat was too small for
the number of passengers laying on deck with women beside them. At night, when all were asleep, I felt someone
touching my body. I woke up and saw a girl beside me, taking off her clothes an offering her naked body to me. I
dared not say a word and immediately rose to sit cross-legged to repeat a mantra while she did not dare to move.
Had I been foolish I would inevitably have lost ground. I, therefore, urged all devotees to be very careful under
similar circumstances.
16: My thirty-ninth year

657

That year 8i went to T’ien Ning monastery where I paid obeisance to Abbot Ch’ing Kuang and where I passed
the winter.
17: My fortieth year
I climbed Chiao Shan mountain to pay reverence to Abbot Ta Shui. Superintendent P’eng Ju Lin of the Marine
Corps, who was staying there, several times invited me to discuss with him the Buddha Dharma and the methods
of its practice. I was the object of his trust and respect.
18: My forty-first year
That year, I went to Chin Shan monastery to call on Masters Kuan Hsin, Hsin Lin and Ta Ting; there I sat in
meditation to pass the winter.
19: My forty-second year
That year I went to Kao Min monastery at Yangchow to pay obeisance to Abbot Lang Hui. I passed the winter
there and made good progress in my Ch’an practice.
20: My forty-third year
Over twenty years had passed since I killed my affection for my parents in order to retire from the world. As
my achievement in Tao were not complete and since I was still drifting about, I felt very much ashamed. In order
to pay my debt of gratitude to my parents, I decided to go on pilgrimage to P’u T’u in the east and thence to Wu
T’ai Shan\fn{Five-peaked Mountain} in the north. I stayed a few months at P’u T’u where in the stillness I made
excellent progress.
On the first day of the seventh lunar month, I set out from the thatched temple of Fa Hua with incense sticks in
my hands on my journey to Wu T’ai. I decided to prostrate myself every three paces in this long journey until I
reached my destination. Four Ch’an monks followed me and after we had crossed the sea, we did not walk far for
we stopped at Huchou.
My four traveling companions dropped out at Soochow and Changchow, and I went on alone. When I arrived
at Nanking, I paid reverence to the stupa of Master Fa Yung on Niu T’ou mountain, and then crossed the river to
proceed to Shih Tsu Shan mountain at Pukow where I passed the new year.
21: My forty-fourth year
I walked with incense sticks in my hands from Shih Tan Shan mountain to the north of Kiangsu province and
entered Honan province. I passed through Feng Yang, Hao Chou, Hao Ling, Sung Shan and Shao Lin monastery
until I reached the White Horse monastery at Loyang. I walked by day and rested at night, no matter whether it
blew or rained and in either fine or bad weather. Thus prostrating myself at every third step, with one thought in
my mind, I repeated the name of the Bodhisattva. I did not feel either hungry or well-fed.
On the first day of the twelfth month I reached T’she Hsieh ferry on the Yellow River and passed the tomb of
Kuang Wu and stopped at an inn. The next day, I crossed the river and when I arrived at the other bank, it was
already dark and I dared not walk on. As the place was deserted, I stopped, entered an empty thatched hut by the
roadside and sat there. That night the cold was intense and there was a heavy snowfall.
The following morning, when I opened my eyes I saw the whole countryside white under over a foot of snow.
All roads were blocked and the place was deserted.
As I could not resume my journey, I sat and repeated the Buddha’s name. I suffered greatly from hunger and
cold and since the booth had no enclosure, I huddled myself up in a corner. As heavier snow fell, the cold became
more intense and my hunger greater. There remained only my breath but my right thought was fortunately intact.
After one, two and three days, with the same snowfall, the same cold and the same hunger, I gradually sank into a
state of confusion.
In the afternoon of the sixth day I dimly saw a faint image of the sun but I was by then gravely ill.
On the seventh a beggar came and seeing that I was sleeping in the snow, asked me some questions but I could
not speak. He realized that I was ill from the cold, swept away the snow, took some straw from the booth, kindled
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a fire and cooked a gruel of yellow rice which he gave me. I was thus warmed and brought back to life. He asked
me,
“Where do you come from?” I replied,
“From Pu’t’u.” He asked,
“Where are you going?” I replied,
“On my pilgrimage to Wu T’ai.” I asked him,
“What is your name?” he replied,
“Wen Chi.”\fn{Manjusri [a Bohisattva associated with transcendent wisdom] appeared as a beggar to save the master. The Chinese
name of Manjusri is Wen Shu, but the Bodhisattva took the assumed name of Wen Chi probably to hide his identity } I asked,
“Where are you going?” he replied,
“I came from Wu T’ai and am returning to Chang An.” I asked,
“Since you come from Wu T’ai, do you know people in the monastery there?” He replied,
“Everybody knows me there.” I asked,
“What places do I pass through from here to Wu T’ai?” he replied,
“Meng Hsien, Huai Ch’ing, Huang Shan Ling, Hsin Chou, T’ai Ku, Tai Yuan, Tai Chou an O K’un, thence
straight to the mountains. If you first arrive at the Pi Mo grotto, there is a monk named Ch’ing I who came from
the south and whose conduct is excellent.” I asked,
“How far is it from here to the mountains?” he replied,
“A little over two thousand miles.”\fn{ Chinese miles [or li, one li being usually equal to about a third of an English
mile:W/H]}
At sunrise, the beggar cooked gruel of yellow rice with ice and pointing his finger at the contents of the vessel,
he asked:
“Do you have this in P’u T’o?”\fn{Here Manjusri probed the master by his question which meant: “My mind is pointing at the
ice and asks you the question” and also “Were you taught to realize the mind at P’u T’o?” The Bodhisattva continued probing in his
subsequent questions which the master, who was still unenlightened, did not understand } I replied,

“No.” He beggar asked,
“What do you drink there?” I replied,
“Water.” As the snow had melted, he pointed his finger at the water in the vessel and asked,
“What is it?”\fn{Water symbolizes the self-nature and the question is full of meaning } As I did not reply, he asked,
“What do you seek in your pilgrimage to the famous mountain?”\fn{ Again, a meaningful question because in the
practice of Ch’an, a student should not seek any gain whatever in order to realize the Absolute } I replied,
“I did not see my mother when I was born; my purpose is to repay my debt of gratitude I owe her.” He said,
“With a bag on your back and the distance and cold, when will you arrive there? I advise you to cancel your
pilgrimage.” I replied,
“I have taken my vow and will fulfill it regardless of the distance and time required.” He said,
“Your vow is a difficult one to take. Today the weather has improved but all roads are still blocked by snow.
You can resume your journey by following my tracks. Some twenty miles further on there is Hsio Chin Shan
mountain, and another twenty miles further on, is Meng Hsien where there is a temple in which you can stay.” We
then parted company.
As the snow was deep, I could not prostrate myself but only looked at the footprints to pay my reverence.
When I arrived at Hsiao Chin Shan monastery, I passed the night there, and the next morning, with incense sticks
in my hands, I continued my pilgrimage and passed through Meng Hsien. On my way from there to Huai Ch’ing,
an old abbot by the name of Te Lin who saw me prostrating on the road, came up, took over my stool and incense
sticks and said,
“The Venerable Sir is invited to my monastery.” Then he called his disciples to take my baggage to the temple
where I was treated with great courtesy.
After food and tea had been served, I was asked about the starting point from which I began my walk and
prostrations. I spoke of my vow to repay the debt of gratitude to my parents which I had begun to fulfill when I
left P’u T’o two years before. During our conversation, the Abbot who came to know that I was ordained at Ku
Shan, said with tears rolling down his cheeks,
“I had two Ch’an companions, one from Hengyang and one from Foochow, and we three together went on
pilgrimage to the mountain. After we had stayed together at this monastery for thirty years, they left me and I
have not heard from them since. As I hear your Hunanese accent, and since you are also a disciple from Ku Shan,
I feel that I have met again my old companions and am, therefore, deeply moved. I am now 85. This monastery’s
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source of revenue was originally regular but has been somewhat reduced owing to the bad crops in recent years.
This heavy snowfall predicts a good crop next year; so the Venerable Sir can stay here.” Earnestly and sincerely
he retained me to pass the new year.
22: My forty-fifth year
On the second of the first lunar month from Hung Fu monastery, I went with incense sticks in my hand to Huai
Ch’ing and returned to the monastery where on the third, I bade farewell to the old abbot Te Lin who was tearful
and did not like losing my company. With parting good wishes, I left and the same day I reached\fn{ Huai Ch’ing
where} the Hsiao Nan Hai was inside the town. There guest monks could not stay or even pass the night. I went
outside the town, passing the night on the roadside.
That evening, I felt severe gripping pains in my belly. On the fourth, in the morning, I resumed my journey and
that night, I shivered with malaria. On the fifth, I contracted dysentery, but forced myself to continue my walk and
prostrations. On the thirteenth I arrived at Huang Sha Ling on the peak of which there was a ruined temple
without shelter. As I could no longer walk, I stopped there without taking food. Day and night, I stooled several
tens of times. I was completely exhausted and had no strength to rise and move about.
Since the temple was on the top of the mountain where there were no passer-by, I closed my eyes and waited
for my end, without a single thought of regret.\fn{ For my vow} on the fifteenth, late at night, I saw someone
making a fire under the west wall. I thought the man was a thief but when I looked carefully at him, I saw Wen
Chi. I was overjoyed and called,
“Mr. Wen Chi!” he brought me some fire to lighten the place and said,
“How can the Venerable Sir be still here?”
I told him what happened and he sat at my side to comfort me. He took a cup of water which he gave me to
drink. That night after seeing Wen Chi, both my body and mind experienced a state of purity and cleanness.
On the sixteenth, Wen Chi washed my dirty garments and gave me a cup of medicine. The next day, I
recovered from my illness and after taking two bowls of yellow rice gruel and perspiring profusely, I felt a great
cheerfulness within and without. On the eighteenth, I recovered my health and thanked Wen Chi, saying,
“I was twice in danger and you twice saved me; words fail me to express my gratitude to you.” Wen Chi said,
“This is a small matter.” When asked from where he came, he replied,
“From Ch’ang An.” When asked where he would be going, he replied,
“I am returning to Wu T’ai.” I said,
“I am unwell and with my prostrations while walking, I regret I am unable to follow you.” He said,
“You have not covered much distance this year; when will you reach there? As your body is not strong, it will
be difficult for you to continue. Prostrations are not necessary nor is your pilgrimage.” I replied,
“I am moved by your kind words but when I was born I did not see my mother who died because of me. I was
my father’s only son but I fled away from him and because of me, he resigned his post and this shortened his life.
As my parent’s love was as vast as the boundless heaven, I have not been happy about it for a few decades. And
so I vowed to go on pilgrimage to the mountain to pray the Bodhisattva to protect them and deliver them from
suffering so that they will be reborn in the Pure Land as soon as possible. Even if I have to meet a hundred sorts
of difficulty, I must arrive at the holy place for I prefer to die than to fail in fulfilling my vow.” Wen Chi said,
“The genuineness of your piety is indeed rarely found. I am now returning to the mountain, and since I am in
no hurry, I will carry your things and accompany you. Thus you will be able to make your prostrations, be
relieved of your burden and achieve singleness of mind.” I said,
“If so your merits will be immeasurable; if I succeed in continuing to make my prostrations till Wu T’ai, I will
divide the merits into two parts, one for my parents so that they can attain Bodhi at an early date, and one for you,
Sir, to repay you for saving my life. Do you agree?” He said,
“I dare not\fn{Accept your offer}; yours is a serious thought of filial piety and mine is just a matter of happy
chance for which please do not thank me.” Wen Chai then took care of me for four days while I convalesced.
On the nineteenth, although still weak, I resumed my journey an since then, Wen Chi carried my baggage and
cooked my food. As all my false thinking had come to a sudden stop, I was relieved of all outward bondage and
inward feelings. My health was gradually restored and my body gained strength daily. From dawn till dusk, I
walked forty-five miles but did not feel tired. At the end of the third lunar month, I reached Nan Hsiang
monastery at Ta Ku whre th abbot was said to be giving instruction and where I saw the director of guests who
looked at Wen Chi and asked me:
“Who is this man?” as I told him my story, he said with a harsh voice,
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“You are a wandering monk and are ignorant of what is going on here. There has recently been a great famine
in the north these years and still you are going on pilgrimage! How important you are, with a man to serve you!
Why are you traveling if you want to enjoy yourself? At which monastery have you seen lay men lodged?”
I dared not answer his reprimand, excused myself and left. The monk said,
“There are no such rules. You come as you please but who invites you here?” seeing that he was not
reasonable, I said,
“This gentleman will stay at an inn and I will trouble you for a night’s lodging. Will you allow this?” the monk
said,
“This can be done.” Wen Chi said:
“Wu T’ai is not far away. I will return first and you can come on at your leisure. As to your things, there will
soon be someone to take them to the monastery for you.”
I did my best but failed to retain him. I took out some small change but he refused it and left.
Now the monk changed his mien which became pleasing and with affability, he took me to the dormitory. Then
he boiled tea and cooked some vermicelli which he shared with me. I was surprised at his attitude, and after I had
turned to the right and left without seeing another man, I asked him,
“How many men are there here?” he replied,
“I stayed many years in places beyond the river and returned here to take charge of this monastery. In the last
few years there has been a great famine. I am alone here and this\fn{ Vermicelli} is all the food that I have. I was
only joking outside, please do not take it seriously.”
Upon hearing this, I was struck dumb with sadness, and strove to swallow half a bowl of vermicelli. Then I
bade farewell to the monk and although he did his best to retain me, I had no mind to stay. I left the monastery
and wandered about the town visiting the inns in search of Wen Chi, but without success.
It was the eighteenth of the month and there was a bright moon. Deciding to overtake Wen Chi, I walked at
night in the direction of T’ai Yuan prostrating at every third step. I was very impatient so that the next day my
nose bled uninterruptedly.
On the nineteenth, I reached Pai Yun monastery at Huang T’u Kou; its guest master rejected my request to stay
but allowed me to pass the night. Early on the twenty-first I arrived at Chi Lo monastery in T’ai Yuan where I was
not allowed to stay and was given much abuse and rebuke.
On the twenty-second, I left the town and aw beyond its north a young monk called Wen Hsien. He
approached, took over my stool and baggage and invited me to his temple with the same respect and affection as
if we were relatives. He led me to the abbot’s room and took tea and a meal with me. During our chat, I asked,
“Venerable Sir, you are only a little over twenty years old and are not a native of this place; who made you
abbot?” He replied,
“My father was an official here for a long time but when he was transferred to Ping Yang prefecture, he was
murdered by a traitor minister. My mother succumbed to anger and sorrow while I held back my tears and joined
the Order. The gentry and officials who knew me, asked me to take over this temple which I have long wished to
leave. Now that I see how much you inspire respect, I am very glad to invite you to stay here so that I can receive
your instruction.”
As I told the abbot of my vow, he held me in great respect an insisted on keeping me ten days there before
allowing me to leave. He offered me garments and traveling expenses which I declined. When I left, he carried
my stool and accompanied me for over ten miles. Then he shed tears and bade me farewell.
On the third day of the fifth month, I left in the direction of Hsin Chou. One day, as I was prostrating myself on
the road, a horse carriage came up behind me but slowed down in order not to overtake me. Seeing it, I went to
the roadside to let it pass. An official got out from the carriage and asked,
“What is the Venerable Sir doing by prostrating himself on the road?”
I told him why I did so and as he was also a native of Hu Nan, we had a pleasant chat. Said he,
“If so, I am now saying at Pai Yun monastery at O K’ou which you will pass before reaching he mountain. I
can take your baggage and send it to the monastery for you.”\fn{ This was in fulfillment of Wen Ch’i’s prediction that
someone would carry the luggage to the mountain for the Master } when I thanked him he got into his carriage and left with
my things.
I continued on my journey with the usual prostrations without further difficulty. In the middle of the fifth
month, I reached Pai Yun monastery where the official who had taken my baggage was an army officer. He
welcomed me to his headquarters where I was given every courtesy and where I stayed three days. When I left
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him, he offered me some money for my traveling expenses with presents which I politely refused. However he
sent an escort to take my baggage and some money to Hsien T’ung monastery.
Holding incense sticks in my hands, I walked to Pi Mo grotto on Kuri Feng Shan mountain, Shih Tsu Wu cave
and Lung Tung grotto where the view was remarkable and could not be fully described, but being busy with my
prostrations, I had no time to enjoy it. At the end of the fifth month, I arrived at Hsien T’ung monastery to find my
baggage which had been brought to the mountain by the soldiers.
I went first to the neighboring temples to offer incense, enquiring about Wen Chi but no one knew him. Later I
mentioned the beggar to an old monk who brought his palms together, saying,
“He was the transformation body of Manjusri Bodhisattva.” I then prostrated myself to offer my thanks to the
Bodhisattva.
On the twenty-second, I started to offer incense and two days later, I arrived at Tung T’ai. That night, the moon
was bright and the stars brilliant. I entered the stone temple where I offered incense, saying prayers and reciting
sutras. After sitting there in meditation for seven days, I came down from the peak to pay my reverence to
Narayana Cave where my provisions were exhausted.
On the first day of the sixth month, I returned to Hsien T’ung monastery and on the following days I began my
incense offering pilgrimage by climbing to the Hua Yen peak where I slept. I paid reverence to the Northern Peak
passing the night on the Central Peak. I then paid reverence to the Northern Peak on which I passed the night.
On the fifth, I returned to Hsien T’ung monastery, and on the seventh, I paid reverence to the Southern Peak
where I sat in meditation for seven days.
On the fifteenth, I descended from the Southern Peak to return to Hsien T’ung monastery to attend the Great
Prayers Meeting of the sixth month. Then my vow taken three years previously to pray for the liberation of my
parents was completely fulfilled.
During these three years, with the exception of illness, gales and snowfalls which hindered my offering of
incense and prostrations, I had realized singleness of mind and the right thought.\fn{ Right thought: the pure and
undisturbed mind} while meeting with difficulties on my journey, my heart was full of joy. Each time I had the
chance of checking my mind in the mist of adverse conditions, and the more trouble I had, the more my mind was
at ease. Thus I realized what an ancient had said:
“The elimination of a portion of old habits is the gain of a portion of brightness; if all trouble can be endured
successfully, some little measure of enlightenment will be realized.”
The beautiful views which I saw while on my journey from P’u T’u to Kiangsu, Chekiang, Honan, the Yellow
River and the T’ai Hung mountain range, were plentiful and could not be enumerated in full. They can be found
with detailed descriptions in both ancient and modern guide books but they cannot be really appreciated unless
one finds oneself in their midst such as the holy site of Ch’ing Liang on the Five-Peaked-mountain where
Manjusri sent forth bright rays and where one found bottomless cold precipices permanently snow-covered, with
stone bridges spanning over them and chambers overlooking from the air, which could not be found anywhere
else.
As I was busy offering incense and making prostrations, I had practically no time to enjoy these views. When I
had fulfilled my vow, I just happened to be there but did not like to give the gods of the mountains a pretext to
laugh at\fn{My stupid curiosity}.
At the end of the Prayers Meeting, I climbed to Ta Lo Peak where I paid reverence to the wisdom-lamps. The
first night, I did not see anything, but on the second, I saw a great ball of light flying from the Northern to the
Central Peak where it came down, splitting a short while later into over ten balls of different sizes. The same
night, I saw on the Central Peak three balls of light flying up and down in the air and on the Northern Peak four
balls of various sizes.
On the tenth of the seventh month, I paid reverence and offered thanks to Manjusri Bodhisavatta and
descended from the mountain. From Hua Yan Peak, I walked to the north and arrived south of Hun Yuan where I
vgisited the north peak of Heng Shan mountain, to which I climbed by way of Hu Feng K’ou pass; there I saw a
stone arch with the inscription
“The First Mountain of the Northern Regions.”
When I arrived at the temple, I saw a flight of steps which was so high that it seemed to lead to heaven and a
forest of stone tablets and arches. I made offering of incense and descended from the mountain.
Then I went to Ping Yang Fu where I visited the South and North Caves of the Immortals: to the south of the
town I found the temple of Emeror Yao which was really grand and imposing.
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In Lu Ts’un village of P’u Chou Prefecture, I visited the temple of Prince Kuan of the Han dynasty. I crossed
the Yellow River an passed through T’ung Kuan Pass to enter Shensi Province where at Hua Yin, I climbed T’ai
Hua Shan mountain and paid reverence to the temple of Hua Shan on its western peak. I ascended past very high
railings with pennants, long defiles and Lao Chun Li Kou where I saw most beautiful sceneries. I stayed eight
days there and as I previously had admired the deeds of the two ancestors, Pai I and Shu Ch’i, I visited Shou Yang
Shan mountain.
I arrived in the south-west part of Shansi Province where I visited the monastery of Avalokitesvara on Hsiang
Shan mountain and the Tomb of Prince Chuan Wang. From there, I entered Kansu Province where I arrived at
K’ung T’ung mountain via Ching Ch’uan and Ping Liang. As the end of the year drew near, I returned to the
monastery of Avalokitesvara to pass the new year. …
1842

204.66 Excerpts from New Records Of Travels Around The World\fn{by Li Gui (1842-1903)} Jiangning, Jiangsu
Province, China (M) 4
There are two prisons in Pennsylvania for those who have committed serious crimes: one in Philadelphia and
one in Pittsburg. The inmates’ terms of sentence range from one year to life. On 21 June, I went with a Western
friend by the name of Wiles to visit the prison in Philadelphia.\fn{ Eastern State Penitentiary in Cherry Hill, opened in 1829 }
This is a brief account of what I saw.
The prison covers an area of more than eight acres and is enclosed by a very solid stone wall thirty feet high.
On entering the first gate there is a short railway for the horse carriages which transport the prisoners. There are
two side doors leading to the office and residence of the Chief Warden, with a little garden filled with plants and
flowers. The Chief Warden, a Mr. Thom, welcomed us to his office, where we sat for a while before he led us
back the way we had come and through a second gate. The hall on the left contained prisoners’ records listing
such details as name, place of birth, age and appearance, address, education, occupation, family, the crime
committed and the length of the sentence. There was another book which all visitors, whether officials or
commoners, men or women, had to sign before they could enter. (In the West, be it a palace, a government office,
a factory or a famous sight, people must sign the register before they are allowed entry.)
After we had signed our names, Mr. Thom led us to a big courtyard resplendent with flowers, and with trees
shading the path. In the middle was a huge three-storeyed tower with seven sides. On each side was a door. The
door facing the front acted as main entrance and exit and inside each of the other six doors was a long corridor
with cells on either side stretching as far as the eye could see. This building is the prison.
There are some thirty to forty cells to a corridor, and on the door to each cell hung a wooden tablet with the
prisoner’s number written on it. Mr. Thorn led us to a cell in which a prisoner was working. The cells are each
about twelve feet long by seven feet wide. Each cell has a wooden floor, a bed, a table, a toilet bucket, a machine
for the prisoners to work with, a hot-air duct (in Western countries, when a building is too big for individual
fireplaces it is equipped with a furnace in the basement and hot air is piped into each room. In the summer, the
furnace is turned off and a big fan sucks warm air out of the rooms through the same pipes, which is why it is also
called a ventilator), a tap and a gas lamp. The lamp is inside the cell, but the valve is on the outside because the
lights must be turned off at a fixed time at night and the prisoners have no control over them. High up in the wall
is a window, so the cell is quite light. There is a door at the back of the cell and outside is a yard about five or
seven feet wide planted with flowers. The prisoners are sent out there every day to walk about for three quarters
of an hour in order to improve their blood circulation. The walls are of stone and the doors and windows of iron to
prevent the prisoners from escaping. In the six corridors laid out on all three storeys, there are altogether 580
identical cells each housing one prisoner. The women occupy the upper floors.
The prisoners work with leather or wood, or do weaving and sewing. They have to complete a certain number
of pieces daily which are then sold to offset official expenses. Where prisoners complete pieces over and above
their quotas, these are also sold: half of the money is sent to the place where the crime was committed to cover
public expenses, and the other half is invested by the Chief Warden to accrue interest and then given back to the
prisoner when the sentence is completed. If a prisoner is serving a life sentence, the money goes to their family.
Since each cell houses only one prisoner, where the machine requires two people to work it, another prisoner is
escorted to the cell in the morning and back to his own cell in the evening. Out of consideration for them, their
faces are covered with a hood when they walk past the other cells so that they are spared the shame of being seen.
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New prisoners who have no skills are required to learn a trade. The weak are not forced to do heavy work but are
given lighter tasks. They have three meals a day: breakfast consists of a cup of coffee and a piece of bread; dinner
is a bowl of meat soup, a piece of beef (or pork or mutton: the menu is rotated), bread and vegetables; supper is a
cup of tea and a slice of bread. The food is clean and no leftovers are used for fear of causing sickness.
On the second storey of the central tower is a library of more than 9,000 - books. All those on duty are
prisoners, as are those who do the binding and repairs. All the prison cells have a copy of the library catalogue,
and whenever prisoners wish to borrow a book, they write down its title on a wooden tablet with the return date.
Then they are let out in succession to fetch the book, which is to be returned on the due date. The third storey is a
very spacious chapel where the minister instructs the prisoners. The quarters of the officers, wardens and workers,
as well as the big kitchen, bathrooms and toilets are all immaculate. Behind the kitchen is an engine which
provides energy for milling, cooking, boiling of water and heating for the whole building.
From the middle of the tower, one can observe clearly all seven wings, and at night lights are lit on the tower,
making it as bright as day on every side. This tower is the nerve centre of the several hundred rooms on all levels.
My feeling is that foreign prisons are very different from Chinese ones. Firstly, they put an emphasis on
cleanliness; secondly, food and drink are well balanced; thirdly, work and rest are ordered; fourthly, it is possible
to learn a skill there; and fifthly, everything the Chief Warden and the officers do at this prison shows
consideration for the prisoners. They treat prisoners as a father would treat his son or an elder brother would treat
his younger brother, so that not only do visitors not feel as though they are in a prison, but after a while even the
prisoners themselves forget where they are. By the time the prisoners serve out their sentence, they will have
learned a skill and made some savings with which to support themselves and their families, or even to pass on to
their children. This is the ultimate in good method based on kind intentions. If one were to emulate this, one really
would succeed in turning prisons into Buddha halls.
Good though this method is, its success depends on flexible adaptation. The important thing is the concept of
valuing people, for this enables free and smooth communication so that prisoners will naturally begin to feel a
desire to repent and change for the better. A Westerner asked me,
“How do you find our way of dealing with criminals?” I said,
“It is indeed a good method based on kind intentions. But is it not too liberal?” He said,
“It is, indeed. But we Westerners love comfort and hate restrictions. We feel that being imprisoned is in itself
the hardest thing to endure. Besides, these are not prisoners sentenced to death. That is why we only detain them
physically and dampen their spirits but also ensure that they retain a love of life, for only thus will they repent and
change for the better. Also, we Westerners are by nature rather extreme, and there would be those who when
beaten and fettered would kill themselves.”
Foreign countries therefore have no option but to deal more liberally with their criminals
*
The exhibit of women’s work was originally intended to be attached to the main pavilion and no separate
building was to be put up for it. Women throughout the nation were unhappy with this, however, thinking that
failure to value women’s work was no less than a slight on women. They therefore proposed that funds be raised
for a special building in which women’s work would be exhibited.
This pavilion occupies an area of more than one acre east of the Agriculture Building and is 210 feet in both
length and breadth, with eight sides in the form of awnings and eight doors. The central building is almost ninety
feet high. Women designed the project and women were responsible for its implementation, including supervision
of workers, interior decoration and the display of exhibits. It is innovative and ingenious and cost a total of
100,000 foreign\fn{American} dollars. It houses all the books written by women, as well as their paintings, scrolls,
needlework and many other handicrafts. Classroom equipment from girls’ schools and teaching programmes for
female teachers are displayed in a separate room.
All official positions in the pavilion are held by women. When I came to this pavilion, I saw that books on
astronomy, geography, science and mathematics were all arranged by topic, as were those on needlework and
cooking. Many ingenious pieces of equipment and implements were also on display. The staff were happy to
answer enquiries and were untiring in their efforts, going into the greatest detail. Confident in word and manner,
they showed no sign of girlish shyness but behaved more like men. I was filled with respect and admiration for
them.
The Western friend who accompanied me told me that it is Western custom to value both men and women, and
that women’s education is on a par with that of men. So women were quite capable of valuable suggestions and
great accomplishments. In May this year a newspaper reported some women as saying,
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“All the officials in our country are men. We will soon have an election for the president, and no doubt it will
again be a man. Why is it that women cannot stand for election like men? This is most unfair!”
I heard that women in England had also expressed the wish to enter parliament and participate in the governing
of the nation. These are new ideas but they seem quite reasonable as far as these countries are concerned.
In recent years, girls’ schools have been set up all over the world. In England, men and women students alike
sit for university entrance examinations. In Germany, parents are required by law to send their daughters to school
at the age of eight. In America female teachers and students number three to four million. The continued growth
of women’s education reflects society’s need to tap women’s talents. Since men and women are roughly equal in
numbers, if only men are educated then only half of the population will be put to use.
Women are no less intelligent than men and actually surpass them in terms of patience and concentration.
Without guidance and encouragement, however, their talent will be wasted. Is this not ungrateful to the Creator
for his having created both women and men?
People in foreign countries are therefore happy when a boy is born, and equally happy when a girl is born into
a family. They have no bias. In China, however, the opposite is true. New-born baby girls tend to be disdained or
even drowned. No amount of persuasion and prohibition can stop this trend, simply because education for women
has suffered a drastic decline.
According to the Rites of Zhou, there were female priests and female secretaries in the Zhou dynasty. In the
Han dynasty, the daily activities of an empress were recorded by women historians. Thus in ancient times women
were given the chance to apply what they had learned. The term “women’s learning” which occurs in the section
on women’s duties in the “Tianguan” chapter of the Rites of Zhou covered a wide range: virtue, speech,
appearance and work. It was not, as in later periods, simply a matter of mastering literary composition. The Book
of Changes, for example, teaches the correct position for women was within the home; the Book of Rites tells us
that women should work at silk and linen; the commentaries on the Annals of Spring and Autumn state that
women should report their deeds at the summer solstice and display their handiwork at the winter solstice; while
the “Xiaoya” section of the Book of Songs records that women were required to discuss the preparation of wine
and food.
Women’s virtues declined when the capital of Zhou was moved eastward to Luoyang,\fn{ 770 BC} yet even then
there was the example of Jing Jiang of Lu whose talk to her son Wenbo on work and idleness drew special praise
from Confucius. Thus, during the three dynasties of Xia, Shang and Zhou women’s education was well
established; it was in later ages that it gradually declined. Today, we often hear this common saying:
“Women who have no talent are virtuous.”
Alas! How damaging to women this is! Does talent refer only to the ability to write flowery verse? If so, a
woman may as well be considered unvirtuous. If women’s education could be revived and all women were taught
to read and to reason for themselves, women’s moral code would be established and their talent could then be
utilized. Then women would no longer be despised and the practice of drowning baby girls would cease. Yet, as
even my Western friend agreed, the ideas of English and American women are too radical.
*
rd
th
nd
On the 3 day of the 7 month of the 2 year of the Guangxu reign period,\fn{ 1876} 113 Chinese boys
studying-in America led by the Principal of the College and accompanied by their teacher Liu Yunfang (styled
Qijun), Head Office interpreter Kuang Rongjie (styled Qizhao) and six male and female Western teachers, arrived
in Philadelphia from Hartford to visit the World Exhibition. They stayed in the Guest House, going out to the
Exhibition at nine o’clock every morning, returning at five in the afternoon. Lunch was taken at a restaurant on
the grounds for the sake of convenience.
They were received with great hospitality at both the Guest House and the restaurant: the Yellow Dragon Flag
of our Empire was raised, and a band played on their entry and exit. It was indeed a glorious occasion. Several
days ago there were newspaper reports in many cities about this, and China was again praised for the excellent
arrangements made for these students. They were described as intelligent and inquisitive, friendly to one another
and very well behaved and well-spoken. It was reported that even those who entered the school less than two
years ago were already proficient in English, and that the visit to the Exhibition would broaden these students’
vision and increase their knowledge, etc. etc.
On the 4th day of the month, I came across the boys on their visit at the Exhibition. They talked and moved
about in the crowd of tens of thousands of people with no sign of timidity. They dressed like Westerners but wore
a short outer jacket very much in the Chinese style. When we met they behaved most cordially to us; in the
manner of their speech they resembled Westerners.
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Younger boys were accompanied by a female teacher who pointed things out to them, and the boys were able
to answer the questions that were put to them. The affection they showed was almost like that between a mother
and her children.
On the 5th day of the month, we met with Mr. Liu, Mr. Kuang and the American principal at the Agriculture
Building with the boys as they were ready to go to lunch. I asked some of the older boys whether they thought the
Exhibition was beneficial. They said,
“Here we can see things from all over the world, and this has increased our knowledge and broadened our
vision. There is much to learn from the new machines and inventions. The Exhibition is also beneficial in that it
promotes friendship among nations. Before we set out, our teacher told us to take notes on what we saw, so that
when we return we will be able to write an essay on it in English and then translate it into Chinese.” When I asked
them what they thought was the best thing they had seen, they replied,
“The foreign printing press and the Chinese ivory carving.” When I asked whether they missed their families,
they said,
“It does no good to think about them, all we can do is study hard. The day will come when we’ll be going
home.” I asked them about their food and their daily routine, and they said,
“The food is cleaner than in China. Our day is well regulated, and we have to exercise from time to time to
keep ourselves fit, which is an excellent way to prevent illness.” I asked them how they were treated by their hosts
at their lodgings, and they said,
“They treat us like their own children; if we catch the slightest cold we are given the best of care. The climate
around Hartford is very nice, so we seldom fall ill.”
I was interested to know why they wore Western clothes. They explained,
“It is more convenient to change the way we dress. We have only two rules: we don’t cut our queues and we
don’t go to church.”
I was delighted by the way they spoke, which was brief and to the point. The future of these Western educated
boys will be bright indeed.
I hear that Western education emphasizes practicality rather than flowery language, so their courses are simple
but rigorous, and their teaching approach is thorough and earnest. The relationship between teachers and students
is like that of a family. Students are taught to digest what they learn rather than learn by rote. This eliminates the
problem of mindless memorization of texts. The learning environment is quiet, peaceful and free from restrictive
regulations. This prevents students from becoming repressed and uncommunicative. When students go on an
outing, they are told to write an essay on what they see. Sightseeing thus becomes a way of advancing their
studies and a means to test their knowledge.
Moreover, in encouraging the students without giving rewards and punishing them without showing anger, the
teacher is able to discourage them from cheating and disobedience. In the hands of such expert potters, how could
our boys be moulded into anything but fine vessels? There are those who opine:
“Western learning is not valued in China. Have not these children who travelled more than ten thousand miles
to study overseas simply ‘moved from a tall tree to a remote valley’?” My answer is:
“I am afraid you have missed the point. These children went abroad to learn how to do things. They already
possess what they were born with: the morals of our Sage and the principles of prescribed relationship between
people. Their morals and principles are not diminished in the slightest by studying the ways of Westerners.
Besides, one must not draw up boundaries when taking advantage of others’ strengths to compensate for one’s
shortcomings. Similarly, when planning the great future of our country, we ought not to ignore the Western way of
doing things. In other words, our morals and principles are the essence of the nation, while Western ways are tools
of operation. It is only when we can command both the essence and the tools that the nation will be adequately
served by useful talents. This is what we must realize today.”
204.80 Excerpts from Notes From A Mission To Russia\fn{by Wang Zhichun (1842-after 1904)} Quingquan, Hunan
Province, China (M) 1
19th day\fn{15 March 1895} Overcast. Western countries’ schools, commerce, government, prisons and roadways are the epitome of good management and noble ideals. We may also surmise that when Jesus established his
religion he meant merely to promote fear of Heaven, selflessness and charitable works, just like Buddhism. All
the talk of resurrection on the seventh day and the creation of Heaven, earth and human beings are just priestly
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ploys to swindle money from the ignorant masses, again not unlike Buddhism in China; hocus-pocus, in short, not
worth a moment’s attention.
Establishing parliaments which share in the task of punishment and reward may serve to eliminate bureaucratic
obstruction, but they also give rise to dangerous tendencies such as the evil and power-hungry plotting to force the
monarch from his throne, as has recently occurred in Brazil and Chile and was some decades ago more
commonplace still. This is clearly a case of ignorance as to the proper relationship between ruler and subject.
When a son or daughter turns twenty, it is said they should have the right to independence, and need not seek
their parents’ guidance in marriage. Once married, a son moves away from his parents and separates his property
from theirs, perhaps not so much as enquiring after them again. Those with some semblance of virtue take their
wife each Sunday for a meal at his parents’, then leave promptly afterwards. This may indeed seem preferable to
bickering or ingratitude, but when considered that the macaque provides for its parents and the lamb kneels before
its mother’s teat, this indifference to one’s own flesh and blood would seem debased even by animal standards.
By the laws of the land, it is forbidden to strike another. If a son strikes his father, he is imprisoned for three
months, if a father strikes his son, his punishment is identical. Such absurdities, I suspect, are due to the
deleterious influence of Mo Zi’s theory of love without differentiation.\fn{ Mo Zi (C.468-368BC) was a philosopher of the
Warring States period who advocated equal love for all, a stance criticized by Confucianists, who believed individuals’ loyalties and
affections should be differentiated according to one’s specific ties within the hierarchic structures of family and state }

Western customs discriminate in favour of females and against males. When encountered on the street, women
must be allowed right of way; at a banquet, they are given precedence in everything. If a woman has an affair,
though she be the wife of a duke she may abandon him to marry another; if a man has an affair, the wife can
appeal to the courts for redress. This is the direct opposite of the Chinese code of enhancing yang and suppressing
yin. Women can expose their arms or shoulders, or even go barefooted, while men must cover their entire bodies
except for face and hands. Women invariably have a number of boyfriends before marrying, and people take no
exception to unmarried women having children: the likes of Tiger-suckled Dou\fn{ Tiger-suckled Dou was a minister of
Chu in the Warring States period (475-221BC). Born out of wedlock, he was abandoned by his parents at birth and raised by a tiger. His
name is used here to typify the illegitimate child ) account for a quarter of the population. Hence many women remain

single their whole lives to avoid being tied down. The relationship between husband and wife, it can be seen, is in
dire need of rectification.
There is much to be held up to praise in the government and morals of the various countries, but the above
customs, compared to the noble concept of the “three bonds”, are of course rather perverse.\fn{ The “three bonds”—
those of a subject to his ruler, a son to his father and a wife to her husband—form the basis for idealized Confucian social relationships }
Westerners’ tendency of late to extol China as the paradigm of moral civilization, however, shows they have come
to some awareness of the problem. Such change, of course, is no easy thing, so for now the old ways prevail. But
judging from their efforts of late in translating the Four Masters and Five Classics, the day can not be far off that
our ways will be practised in the West.\fn{Zhu Xi (1130-1200AD) redefined the Confucian canon as the Four Books (The
Analects, The Great Study, The Doctrine of the Mean and Mencius); and the Five Classics (The Book of Changes, The Book of Documents,
The Book of Songs, The Book of Rites and The Spring and Autumn Annals). The “Four Masters” are the attributed authors of the Four
Books, respectively Confucius, Zeng Zi, Zi Si and Mencius}

*
13 day\fn{7 April 1895} Rain in the morning, clear in the afternoon.
Today is the day of Jesus’ death, as the French have it. By their calculation, he must have died on the Sunday
following the first full moon after the middle of Spring. Seven days later, on the second Sunday, he is said to have
returned to life. This is celebrated in a festival known as Paques, in occasion of which virtually the whole nation
goes mad. A serious delusion indeed.
In all their affairs, high rank and low combine with a single will; on the streets, there is neither arguing by day,
nor robbery by night. There is also a passion for cleanliness, with market streets cleaned three or four times daily.
Though a person be enough enraged to slash someone’s chest with a knife, he will never utter an evil oath. A
theatre was built at a cost of two million francs, the equivalent of thirteen to fourteen million Chinese taels,
employing over a thousand actors and auxiliary staff, as well as around 120 musicians. Its expenses can only be
met through government subsidy, which is in turn recouped through heavy taxes; but no one complains, for it is
indeed a case of “the ruler and the people sharing their pleasures”.\fn{ Mencius urged rulers to share their pleasures with the
populace as a means of winning their loyalty } Several days each year French theatres are open to the public for free
entertainment, with the high-ranked and lowly united as one.
th
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There are national and municipal taxes. National taxes go to the central government, and are the means for
funding the military, government salaries and diplomatic missions. Municipal taxes are used for street
maintenance etc. What is taken from the people is put to the benefit of the people, hence there are no complaints;
the people’s submission is complete.
The excellence of their government cannot be denied, but their religion, it must be said, veers way from the
path. Its teachings read like the unlettered fiction of petty officials, in fact resemble nothing so much as
Investiture of the Gods.\fn{A novel usually attributed to Xu Zhonglin (d.c.1566), taking the overthrow of the Shang dynsasty by the
Zhou (c. 11th century BC) as narrative backdrop for spectacular spirit world contests of wizardry. It was of a genre frequently ridiculed by
Confucian literati} It is all worth a good laugh anyway.

268.18 1. Shanglin chun 2. Fanbusuan 3. Suochuanghan I 4. Suochuanghan II 5. Shengrubua I 6. Shengrubua II 7.
Shengrubua III\fn{by Liu Qingyun (1842-1915)} Haizhou, Haizhou District, nr. Liunyungang, Jiangsu Province, China (F)
2\fn{This author was predominately a writer of plays; these poems occur, respectively, in Kept Promises (1), Sword of Vengeance (2-4), and
Guided by Heaven’s Storm (5-7):H}
1
My slow steps stir up a fragrance, the imprint of my lotus-shoes is small,
Following dark paths and curving corridors I stroll about.
All of a sudden I hear a call from behind the blinds,
It’s that white cockatoo that’s just trying to annoy!
2
Once the layers of mist are cleared from the field,
The shining stars begin to glow in full brilliance.
Distant paths and nearby lanes are interconnected:
We walk on until the soles of our shoes wear out.
3
Lost and bewildered—for how many years?
It feels as though I’d just woken from sleep.
When I turn around and relive my deam,
The dangers and hardships were a million.
I tried to bury myself with him in the white-capped waves,
So how can the red string of marriage be tied once again?
But if it is not to be,
Why then should I so clearly appear once more in this world of form?
What a pitiful fate:
I was peacefully resting below a clod of brown earth,
So why must I be forced to look upon the blue sky again?
4
Thank you for saving me and bringing me back to life!
I give you these jade ornaments and golden hairpins to buy yourself a drink.
All I want is to seek refuge in a cloister,
Burning my incense before the Buddha,
From morning bell until evening drum
Confessing and repenting my many sins.
I no longer have any attachments to the endless cycles of samsara.
An empty memory:
In this boundless expanse of Heaven and Earth—
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How do I know at whose side my husband lives?
5
Remembers you when walking,
Can’t forget you while sitting,
Thinks of you, longs for you, and is filled with sad remorse.
Had I known at the start that you would lose your life in the ocean’s wavees,
I would never have let my darling son become a merchant and make distant journeys!
On whom can I now rely in my twilight years?
In the evening
I sit by the dark candle that flickers mournfully in the dismal darkness,
In the morning,
The pale light of a joyless dawn pokes through the window railings.
When I doze off,
I seem to hear my son’s clear voice as he recites his books.
But it only is the honking of the migrating geese,
So sorrowful it tears my heart to pieces,
So sorrowful it tears my heart to pieces.
6
I burn the paper ingots,
Pour out the cold wine;
Come quickly and accept these offerings!
As you wind yourself around me, whirling and swirling,
Why don’t you quickly take your mother with you?
How can you bear to leave your mother behind alone?
If I could only leave this land of sorrow, this land of pain,
I’d be freed from the pain in my heart, the pain in my mind.
Instead of living here in misery,
I’d rather go to the Yellow Springs,
Where we would be all reunited in greatest joy.
Before the offering table my tears course down,
Before the offering table my tears course down.
7
Beauties are poorly fated, in the past as well as now.
Don’t blame the painter for the portrait he painted—
If you’d been the emperor’s favorite concubine,
Would your Green Hill grave enjoy everlasting honor?
204.58 Excerpts from Four Essays\fn{by Zheng Guanying (1842-1922/23)} Xiangshan, Guangdong Province, China
(M) 4
1
In the West, some countries are ruled by the monarchs, others by the people; and there are still others jointly
ruled by the monarchs and the people. Their customs and traditions may vary, yet their principles and spirit are
not dissimilar. When these countries were first founded, policies and standards had to be laid down and rites and
laws made. In all this, the opinions of rare talents were undoubtedly canvassed in order to ensure lasting peace
and order. Thus in examining the fortunes and vicissitudes of these countries, we learn that their wealth and power
were not built up in one day.
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There used to be seven peoples in Britain, each ruled by a chief. These people were so benighted and barbaric
that they used humans as sacrifice, scooping out their hearts for divination. Their unrestrained violence is truly
inhuman. It was not until the Roman period that they began to develop civilized codes of government and
morality. Not long after that, the northern barbarians, the Mongols, launched an invasion that devastated the
whole of Europe; the continent was soon torn apart by rival nations. Then England and France engaged in a war
which lasted a hundred years. This was why these two countries made painstaking efforts to build huge ships and
gigantic cannon in order to conquer the waves and strengthen their military forces. From their observation of the
western hemisphere, the Spanish realized that the earth could be encircled by sailing in one direction, and
henceforth the sea route to the south and east seas of Asia was opened. Later George Washington rose up in
rebellion and declared independence, leading the troops from different States in defeating the formidable British
army. The British then headed east to annex the five regions of India, thus directly threatening the countries of the
Eastern Seas. In face of the unpredictable turn of events after each war, capable men rose to the occasion, and
nations devoted themselves to developing military strength and international trade so as to achieve wealth and
power. Then Napoleon I rose in France. As a military strategist he was peerless; the united strength and ingenuity
of Europe failed to blunt the thrust of his army. In the past hundred years, steamships have been sailing across the
oceans and trains running on the land, and telegraph lines transmitting messages thousands of miles away in an
instant. As for farming, weaving, mining and the manufacture of weapons, everything is done by machines, as if
ghosts and spirits have helped them espy the secrets of Heaven. This is what the Europeans rely upon to achieve a
position of dominance over other countries, and to show colonial designs on them. But there are a hundred years
of investigative and research efforts behind their remarkable progress. Their marvellous learning is not the result
of chance, but of having the right people. The countries of Europe started to open up the wilderness less than two
thousand years ago, when China was in the Han dynasty. Because of this, their people are good-natured and stouthearted, for in terms of development they are comparable to the Spring and Autumn period in China.
The way of Heaven ordains that slight changes occur once every few hundred years while great changes come
once every few thousand years. An examinationof China’s history over the past thousands of years, starting from
ancient times, reveals that collective efforts of the sages enlightened the primitive Chinese with civilization and
set up the feudal system, which remained unchanged for two thousand years from Yao and Shun through the Xia,
Shang and Zhou dynasties. It was not until the time of Qin that the Warring States were united, with the result that
feudal princes were removed, and the corvée\fn{The forced labor of peasants to repair roads and bridges:H } and land tax
systems changed. The ways of the Zhou dynasty were abolished, and the country was divided into provinces and
counties. Although after the Qin China went through ups and downs, and saw periods of division and unification,
the only so-called foreign invaders were Xiongnus and Kitan Tartars from the northwest frontiers.
Today, European countries, with their military might and technical ingenuity increasing daily, and their
appetite for territorial gain insatiable, are traversing the ninety thousand li surface of the world in their cargo
ships. Now that China has lifted its restrictions on foreign trade and has signed trading treaties with the
Europeans, she has become a country with links to the West. From this we know that when a thing reaches its
limit, it begins to change; and over time through change we will find the way out. Though a succession of sage
rulers may bring a country prosperity, there are still things which cannot remain unchanged, for they are
conditioned by the way of Heaven, the fortune of the times, and the ability of man.
Moreover, European countries tend to value intelligence and valour and respect wealth and power. Now that
China has to stand in their midst, we have no alternative but to consider the urgent need to maintain control and
adapt ourselves to change. That is why international law should be administered and treaties concluded, or others
would be united and China isolated; a military system should be established and soldiers trained, or others would
be strong and China weak; rifles, cannon and other weaponry should be upgraded, or others would be well-armed
and China unprepared; steamships, railways, and telegraph should be developed, or others would be fast and
China slow; the study of astronomy, geography, science, and mathematics should be promoted,. or others would
be crafty and China clumsy; mining, trading, farming and weaving should be fostered, or others would be wealthy
and China poor.
Alas, the world may change without predictable rules, but the path to wealth and power remain the same. We
should place ancient precedents in the context of current situations, and not be governed by antiquated sayings; do
what is appropriate according to the times, and not be restricted by established conventions. If we persevere along
these lines, we will be rewarded with positive results.
Today, Russia is contending with England, America, Germany, France, Austria, and Japan on the high seas.
The situation resembles that of the seven Warring States in ancient China. It is said that Russia, in commanding a
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strategic location, and relying on its wealth and power, is expanding its territories and strengthening its rule, just
like the state of Qin with its expansionist policy. England, America, Germany, France, Austria, and Japan, in
forming alliances and strengthening their armies and administration, aim at warding off Russia, and are therefore
like the proposed alliance of the other six Warring States. What these countries rely on for mutual support and the
maintenance of peace is the one book called Elements of International Law.\fn{By Henry Wheaton (1836), translated into
Chinese by the American missionary W. A. P. Martin in 1864, who presented it to the Court, which distributed it to officials and consulted it
in dealing with foreign powers; it also had wide-reaching intellectual influence }

“International” means that it does not belong to anyone country; “Law” means that all countries are subject to
its rule. What the Law stipulates and suggests, whether in the form of codes or cases, is all in accordance with the
principle of justice and for the benefit of the cause against Russia, and all within the bounds of heavenly justice
and common sense. Therefore, since international law has been in effect, no country dares to act wilfully. It has
indeed greatly benefited the ways of the world and the people’s livelihood. But a country must regard itself as a
member of the international community before it can subscribe to international law.
Our country China, which claims to be the centre of the world and regards all other countries as barbarians, has
always defended its borders but has had no ambition to expand. Since China opened its foreign trade, other
countries, relying on their wealth and power, have spoken and acted in support of each other against China. Under
the pretence of peacemaking they actually harbour covetous designs. That is why they do not include China
within the International Law and regard China as an outsider. China, on the other hand, thinks of herself as
peerless in the world and would not condescend to join the community of nations. As it is said, a country that
stands alone suffers alone. For that reason we must bring about changes in our country.
*
Since the earth is shaped like a sphere and east and west are relative, how can one tell which is central and
which is peripheral? All countries are under the same Heaven and on the same earth, why must we force a
distinction between the Chinese and the non-Chinese? If China would regard herself as a member of the
community of nations, China’s role in International Law will not be denied, and China’s laws will also be
applicable internationally. The introduction of foreign doctrines to China will lead to our doctrines going abroad.
Once this trend is started, nothing can put a stop to its momentum. Then perhaps the way of the sages will benefit
foreign barbarians, and all sentient beings will learn to respect such benevolence. As a result, our cultural and
moral traditions will spread far and wide indeed.
2
Since China’s signing of the trade treaties with foreign countries and the opening of trading ports all along the
coast, these cities have become filled with foreigners ranging from officials, merchants, and missionaries down to
soldiers, workers and craftsmen. Moreover, missionaries are allowed to enter inland areas, and travellers are
issued with special pertnits for passage. Chinese officials receive foreigners, whether minor officials or
businessmen, as honoured guests, overlooking nothing in their hospitality. I would say the Chinese have treated
them with honesty and respect. Although discord and strife happen from time to time by accident, in most cases
these are caused by the church representatives, who take advantage of military backing to ride roughshod over the
weak. With accumulated anger and resentment, ordinary Chinese are determined to take their revenge. But once
brought to court, they are punished with the sternest measures.
So China has not been unfair to the foreigners. If the foreigners could reflect upon themselves, maintain their
dignity with modesty, and treat others with forbearance, then Chinese and foreigners could be open with each
other and interact without disrespect and contempt. When all differences between them are removed, the Chinese
people will naturally consider any trouble and adversity which affect foreigners as a common concern.
I have both witnessed and heard of cases where foreigners in China, using their ignorance of our language and
the difference in legal systems as an excuse, behave with arrogance and impudence, stirring up trouble at the least
provocation and then demanding compensation with threats. This creates endless diplomatic incidents. To
maintain the peace, China tries not to provoke conflict. Local officials are therefore far too conciliatory to
foreigners, and civilians are too timid to confront them. As a result, foreigners take this as their due and become
even more unscrupulous. Their ships speed recklessly about in Chinese rivers and harbours, colliding with
Chinese vessels, causing damage to the Chinese ships or even sinking them with crew and cargo on board.
When taken to court, they present laboured arguments in defence, blaming the Chinese for not giving way or
falsely accusing the Chinese ship of sailing with a dim mast light. In the end, the case is dealt with summarily and
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a serious offence brings but a light sentence. Chinese victims who suffer loss of property or life, on the other
hand, have no means of redress.
And foreigners’ carriages hurtle down the streets at such speed that occasionally pedestrians who are not on the
alert are maimed or killed, but the culprit rides away without so much as looking back. If passersby stop and
reason with them, they bawl that pedestrians should make way for the vehicles. Even when they are brought to a
couft of law, they will just be asked to pay a small fine to get the case over and done with.
In foreign companies Chinese employees’ salaries are fixed and should be paid regularly according to the
contract. But foreigners often find excuses to reduce their salaries. If they are in the least unsatisfied with the
employees, they beat them up and discharge them, or even use firearms to threaten them. In the latter case, the
slightest error can lead to death. When that happens, local judges try to bend the rules to achieve a settlement, and
only charge them with unintentionally causing bodily harm, which entails only a small fine.
The cruellest of all are the cases where Cantonese bandits conspire with foreigners to kidnap country people
and sell them overseas as slaves. It is said that in Cuba, Peru, and Havana, thousands of Chinese are entrapped
every year. This atrocity, this evil, violates the harmony of Heaven and earth, and this kind of swindling and
harassing also breaches the treaties between China and the West. Unfortunately the victims are so far away that no
one can investigate to uncover such schemes and condemn the culprits.
As for trade, if the Chinese owe a debt to foreigners, they are invariably pressed for payment through legal
action. Their assets are confiscated, their neighbours involved, and their relatives held in custody. But if foreigners
are in debt, though they are in possession of a private fortune, all they have to do is declare bankruptcy, have their
furniture auctioned and disburse the proceeds among their creditors. Moreover, foreign countries impose heavy
tariffs on Chinese goods but demand from China light tariffs on their goods. Chinese businessmen in foreign
countries must be registered and pay annual fees, but no such requirement is made of foreigners in China. The
difference between the treatment each side receives is not just a matter of degree, but like that between Heaven
and earth. It is the foreigners who have treated the Chinese unfairly in the first place, so how can they blame the
Chinese for discriminating against them?
In Western law, as can easily be verified, speeding is forbidden for ships in the rivers and harbours and for
vehicles in the streets, carrying firearms without proper reason is prohibited, making deductions from salaries
forbidden, and transporting slaves abroad strictly outlawed. If the Chinese, confident that they are in the right,
would persist in arguing their cases according to international law, the foreigners, however crafty, could find no
defence.
Unfortunately, when the treaties were negotiated, it was noted that Chinese laws are much more severe than
Western laws, so the treaties stipulate that in the case of conflicts involving Chinese and Westerners, the Chinese
offenders will be tried and punished by Chinese judges according to Chinese laws, and Westerners by Western
judges and Western laws. It therefore happens that when a Chinese and a Westerner both commit murder, the
Chinese person, besides paying with his life, must also pay compensation, whereas the Westerner is only punished
by a fine. If the Chinese side insists on pursuing justice and argues against the unequal treaties, foreign officials
try to protect the murderer by sending him back to his country and leaving the case unresolved. Thus even a
lenient sentence cannot be meted out, for the murderer is beyond the reach of the law. This is where the inequality
is most extreme.
*
In the West, both the plaintiff and the defendant hire lawyers to represent them in a lawsuit. If the trial is unfair,
the lawyers can present their arguments and help clarify right and wrong. The judge will not make a decision until
the hidden truth emerges and all doubts are dispelled. I would suggest that China follow their example. If there are
scholars who are proficient in both Western and Chinese laws and are respected by Chinese and Westerners alike
for their learning and moral character, they should be recommended to the throne by our noble ministers, awarded
prestigious titles and high salaries, and assigned to assist the Zongli Yamen and the Commissioners of Trade for
the south and the north.\fn{These positions, like the Zongli Yamen, were created to deal with foreign affairs after the opening up of
treaty ports. They became extremely powerful positions because they were often held concurrently by the Governor of Jiangsu and
Zhejiang and the Governor of Zhili} In legal dealings reference should be made to both Chinese and Western laws and

consultation with foreign officials conducted to achieve the best results.
If this is still deemed inappropriate, then Western laws will be used exclusively. Punishing foreigners with their
own laws will leave them no loophole to exploit, and punishing Chinese with Western laws means that they will
be dealt with as leniently as are the foreigners. Thus there will be one law applicable to Chinese and foreigners
alike, and every case will get a fair hearing.
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At the end of each year, a yearbook should be compiled containing brief descriptions of the causes, trial
process and judgement of each case, for the inspection of all nations and for the reference of the Chinese. Thus
truth and falsehood, right and wrong can be examined in one book, and trickery and bullying will no longer
succeed. This will both demonstrate our sincerity in maintaining harmonious relationships and effectuate a legal
process which operates in accordance with both human sentiment and reason. People all over the country will
enjoy the blessings this will bring.
3
An examination of all the countries of the world shows that whether a nation thrives or declines depends on
men of ability, and whether a nation can produce such men depends on education. A country which adopts a sound
education system prospers immediately; a country which does not do so falls instantly.
For example, countries such as Britain, Germany, France, and America which have risen up in modern times
have set up schools and colleges all over their countries, so that everyone, noble or base, has a chance to be
educated.
This is similar to the customs of our three ancient dynasties. The principles of all things in the universe and
ordinary matters of life are all taught in the schools. Everyone in the country studies from childhood the subjects
for which they have a good aptitude. For each subject there is a specialized teacher to guide the students step by
step. They have the methodology to render the subtlest of theories comprehensible and the instruments to observe
the most intricate of objects. Classes progress from the basic to the profound, from the simple to the complex, so
students become increasingly enlightened and knowledgeable.
This wealth of talented people is what makes a country strong. When a country has a multitude of talents, all
things thrive. Thus machinery, manufacturing, ships and trains become more advanced with each passing day,
rivalling the ingenuity of Nature. In agricultural management and in commerce, new methods are constantly
introduced and widely adopted. There are no drifters in the marketplace; everyone lives by the fruit of his own
labour. In this way, the scholar class is cultured and the common people well provided for. There are even homes
to shelter the aged, the disabled, the orphaned and the poor. Not a single personis without his proper place. This is
an example of a good system of education, through which Britain, Germany, France and America thrive.
In contrast, in India, Annam, Burma, and Siam, the governments have failed to establish a sound education
system from above and the scholar class makes no strenuous effort from below. These countries all have a surfeit
of laws, severe punishment and unbearable taxes, like the tyrannical Qin dynasty. Corruption is rife and official
positions are bought and sold; treachery and fraud are the order of the day and dishonesty is common amongst
officials of all ranks. Moreover, they have neglected the management of their rivers and waterways and the
cultivation of their fields. The scholar class is not engaged in studies and commoners loiter around; farmers and
workers desert their trade and those in business lack capital; the people are displaced and bandits and thieves run
rampant. This is an example of a bad system of education which leads countries into decline. Their final demise
proceeds from the same cause.
4
In the West, the education of women is regarded as being as important as the education of men. When they
reach eight years of age, all children, male and female, enter school to study reading, writing and arithmetic.
Regulations in girls’ schools are similar to those for boys. Some of the girls learn practical knowledge, some study
to become teachers (to teach in girls’ schools after graduation), some to become officials, and some go on to
university to further their studies. Although ordinary young women need not be as erudite as men, they
nevertheless should be literate, reasonable, properly behaved, and versed in the ways of the world. Apart from
that, they are taught calligraphy; mathematics, painting, spinning, weaving, and cookery, along with needlework
and housekeeping, so that they will make good wives and mothers in the future.
In Switzerland, there is a university which admits women to its medical school, and qualified graduates
become licensed practitioners. Obstetrics is an important branch of medicine. Russia has schools training female
obstetricians, where students are required to obtain a thorough understanding of all conditions related to
pregnancy and childbirth. Besides gynaecology, they also acquire knowledge of general medicine and surgery.
China has an abundance of human resources and the level of intelligence is high. However, while society has
set strict demands on women’s virtue it has been indifferent to their education. If only we could raise funds to
establish girls’ schools on the Western model, we could translate foreign textbooks and also include Chinese

673

classics, histories, and books on female virtue in the curriculum. Students would be assigned to various classes
according to their ability, and their studies supplemented with needlework, weaving, writing and arithmetic, etc.
If the wealthy would donate the money, the poor could go to school. The wives of local officials would make
regular inspections to reward the diligent and punish the lazy. Officials would select good husbands for the
beautiful and worthy ones as a form of commendation.
School regulations and discipline must be strict, following the European models. In order for the students to
become dutiful daughters, devoted wives, and caring mothers in the future, they must observe traditional codes of
conduct from childhood so that such rules will gradually become second nature to them. If they are able to spin
and embroider, to write and count, and to assist their husbands and teach their children, then women sitting idle
will be a thing of the past. Thus even the ignorant and the humble would know propriety and righteousness, and at
the root of this would be the influence of education. This was the means by which the sage kings of old
transformed the vulgar into the cultured.

A street scene in Peking, taken between 1870 and 1871; below, a group of palace eunuchs.
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China 4.33 Jing Yin Jian Zi Shu Lue\fn{by Lao Naixuan (1843-1921)} Zhejiang Province?, China (M) 13
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181.45 A Letter To The Chinese Six Companies\fn{by Chin Gee Hee (1844- )} Langmei Village, Taishan County,
Guangdong Province, China (M) 1
Our\fn{The “Chinese Six Companies” was the popular name for The Chinese Consolidated Benevolent Association, a group of local
district associations responsible for providing assistence to Chinese in finding employment, housing, education, and the amenities of life in
the new world to which they had emigrated } company is undertaking the consruction of the Jiangmen extension of the
Sunning Railroad. Survey work began during the eleventh lunar month of last year. To date foundation has been
laid up to Fenshuijiang, and, in another seven miles or so, we will reach the city of Xinhui. Tracks are currently
laid up to Dawang City. The stretch from Gongyi to the Niuwan coast is already open to construction vehicles.
The Xinhui City segment will probably be finished before the year is over or by next spring. As for the segment
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from Xinhui City to Jiangmen and Baishi, the plan is to begin survey and testing at the beginning of the seventh
lunar month.
The entire line will be completed around the Duanwu Festival\fn{ Fifth day of the fifth lunar month} next year and
open for trains. However, the whole extension measures eighty to ninety miles, and up to $1.2 or $1.3 million is
needed. The stock offering this time, which began in the eighth lunar month last year, only netted slightly more
than $300,000, and that included out-of-town sales.
The shortfall is quite large and our need for money is desperate. Previously when we sold shares to raise
capital for the Sunning Railroad, we amassed over $2 million in a few months. What is the reason for the earlier
enthusiasm and the current apathy?
I wonder if it is because the overseas Chinese are unfamiliar with China’s way of conducting business and
might have been deceived by false rumors, or been led astray by mischief makers, and, as a consequence, a lot of
misgivings are keeping potential shareholders away.\fn{ In fact, rumors had been spreading amont the local Taishanese that the
railroad would harm the natural environment and the people’s livelihood; and in addition, Chin Gee Hee had been personally criticized for
poor management and not keeping his word to rely only on Chinese capital to build the railroad. However, he had not anticipated the hefty
bribes he had had to pay government officials for permission to build and run the railroad; and as a result he had been forced to borrow
from foreign banks} That would indeed be most unfortunate.

Yours truly, who is in charge of the project, has taken on a heavy responsibility, and, without the necessary
capital, is like the proverbial good wife who cannot produce a meal for the lack of rice. Earlier this month I
traveled to Hong Kong for a fundraising meeting. Fortunately, the various [Taishanese] business leaders stationed
in or visiting Hong Kong, who understood what was at stake and who were interested in the public good, each
offered a loan of $5,000. In a few days we had pledges of over $100,000. Once again construction materials could
be purchased. This was a favorable development for the railroad project, for which I am eternally grateful.
However, the money is really a loan, with an agreed-upon interest rate of 8 percent per month, to be repaid at
the end of one year. Those who would like to convert their loans into shares can do so if they wish. Other ways of
securing loans and soliciting contributions would invariably involve all kinds of complications. That is why this
enthusiastic response by our Taishan compatriots is rare, like a piece of perfect jade. However, this is a stopgap
measure and by no means perfect. We still need to intensify our efforts in getting enough shareholders to meet our
goal of $1.2 or $1.3 million. Only then can we rest assured.
I am hereby forwarding to you the agreement reached in Hong Kong to be made available for public perusal,
and to be sent to other associations. And I am including a serious plea to all you gentlemen to publicize in the
newspapers the fundraising efforts for this present project to extend the Sunning Railroad to Jiangmen, in the hope
that our overseas clansmen will be moved to come forward and help. Everyone knows the benefits the railroad
will bring, and if we can clarify the misunderstandings so that everyone will work together, it will not be difficult
to build a mountain from earth, and form a river from streams.
Our problem lies in our lack of leadership to dispel the existing misconceptions. My company has proposed
that as soon as we raise $4 million, the old shares from the Sunning Railroad included, we will stop issuing any
more stocks. We hope that you gentlemen will do your best to help advance this project and persuade your
clansmen to buy shares now so as to avoid disappointment when they are no longer available.
We wish you gentlemen at the Chinese Six Companies good health and success.
284.23 Excerpt from Yü-chai ts’un-kao: “An Argument For Modern Banking” [Not the title of the work from which
this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Sheng Hsuan-Huai (1844-1916)} Wujin,
Kiangsu Province, China (M) 1
Banking originated in Europe. Its main purpose is to help circulate the wealth and property within a nation so
as to meet the needs of the upper and lower classes.
Western banking is better than the old Chinese exchange banks or money shops. Since it is protected by the
national government, its rights cannot be usurped and its credit can be maintained.
After all the nations began to trade with China, the Chinese neglected banking, and so the banks of England,
France, Germany, Russia, and Japan expanded into China and have taken great profits away from us. In recent
years many Chinese and also some foreign scholar-officials have clearly seen this situation and have suggested
the establishment of banks to play a major role in our commercial affairs and central administration.
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Now we are building railways, which require a heavy initial investment. Unless we quickly establish a Chinese
bank, we shall have no way to circulate the funds which serve as blood in our veins or to stop the control of our
economic life by foreign merchants.
Some critics say that a national bank should supply all its own funds as capital; that it should be run by high
officials, and should issue bank notes for the Ministry of Revenue, like the central banks which manage the
financial resources of England, France, and other nations. In this way a national bank would be an external
treasury of the Ministry of Revenue.
But these critics should know that the customs in China and the West are different; not long ago we learned a
lesson from the notes issued by the Ministry. A government organization which handles business matters will run
into numerous obstacles and accumulate evils.
Some observers wish to entrust the raising of foreign funds to Westerners, by whom thousands of taels could
be raised in a short time. Such words are sweet to hear, but the power would be in their hands and the actual
advantage or disadvantage would be unpredictable.
Your minister thinks that banking is a matter for merchants; if merchants do not trust the government, the
financial power of the country cannot be concentrated; and if this power is not concentrated, a bank will not be
successful. If we wish to begin carefully in order to get good results, we must accumulate small sums [from
merchants] to make a big fund.
I venture to request that a high official be appointed to select honest and reliable merchants of the gentry class
from all the provinces and recommend them for service as trustees. They should raise five million taels of capital
from Chinese merchants and establish a Chinese bank, first in Peking and Shanghai and then with branches in
other provincial capitals and trading ports. Following Western business practice, this bank should be managed by
the merchants themselves.
Some time ago your minister discussed banking affairs in Shanghai with Yen Hsin-hou, who has the rank of
expectant taotai and is a gentry-merchant operating the official customs banks which handle the duties at Canton,
Poochow, Ningpo, Shanghai, and Hankow. Yen Hsin-hou has a broad view of the whole national situation, and is
willing to have his own customs banks incorporated in a national bank so as to make it stronger.
Further, in accordance with the practice of the Hongkong and Shanghai Banking Corporation, we propose,
with good paper and machines, to print banknotes that will circulate along with the silver currency. The amount of
silver on deposit will determine the number of banknotes printed, so that they can be cashed at any time. …
The employment of personnel and the management of affairs in the bank will follow the regulations of the
Hongkong and Shanghai Banking Corporation as a standard. Thus the power of Chinese merchants throughout the
nation will be concentrated in the operation of the national banking corporation. If Chinese banks secure only one
more cent of profit, they will to that degree recover our rights from the foreign banks.
We should also follow the Western practice whereby banks contribute a certain amount of money to the
government when they have a surplus. Regulations should be established in advance and should be strictly
observed. Both the merchants and the common people would benefit, and the nation would also benefit indirectly.
1845

204.93 Excerpts from Letter To His Excellency Li Hongzhang\fn{by Ma Jianzhong (1845-1900)} Dantu, Jiangsu
Province, China (M) 3
Since the 4th month, the study schedule at the École Libre des Sciences Politiques has been very full.
Moreover, the examination period was approaching, so I did not have time to make a copy of my diary for
submission to you.
Commissioner Guo Songdao arrived in France in the latter part of the 4 th month and presented his credentials
in early the next month. I was asked to do some additional work as translator, and was offered additional
remuneration for the work. How could I refuse such a favour from my elders? Besides, the translation work is not
onerous, so my studies are not affected, and I have not been distracted from my original purpose for coming to
Europe. …
*
Since arriving in Paris, I have socialized with the local officials quite frequently. The best among them were
those who were members of their equivalent of the Hanlin Academy. They are specialists in mathematics and the
natural sciences as well as the political fortunes of different countries. People from all over the world look up to
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them and respect them as the leading lights of truth. When they saw that I was studying Western learning, they
spared no efforts to teach me, and would often urge me to sit for a degree. My response was that I had come a
long way to seek some real knowledge, and not for a title. To this my advisers replied,
“We in the West also have a problem with people seeking fame and empty titles instead of true learning.
However, if your name is not known, your learning will not be publicly acknowledged. The reason why Chinese
people are often cheated or deceived in their negotiations with Westerners is not that the Chinese are less clever or
skilled, but rather that their names are not known and their learning is not recognized. Without these two things,
their persuasive powers are inadequate.
“Besides, for negotiations it is most important to have a mastery of rhetoric and a knowledge of the law. To
achieve wealth and power, mathematics and natural sciences are the basic requirements. China doesn’t suffer from
a lack of wealth as much as from not utilizing its existing wealth. In the future all the important activities such as
mining, the brewing of alcohol, machine making, railroad construction and setting up telegraphs will require
mathematics and the natural sciences.
“Our country’s degrees and titles are all based on these subjects. If you are concerned about true learning,
shouldn’t you also be concerned with these subjects? With your excellent knowledge and dedication to learning,
getting a degree should be a breeze for you. Why shy away from it?”
I discussed this with my two supervisors and obtained permission to sit for the examinations. After the
examinations at the École Libre des Sciences Politiques, I sat for the liberal arts examination. The first round was
held over two days at the end of the 6 th month. On the first day, we had to use Latin to draft a congratulatory
proclamation in the style of one issued by the Roman emperor to General Titus on subduing Judea. We also had to
translate into French a Latin lyric poem about the naval battle between Egypt and Greece. The next day, we were
examined on maps, famous Greek, Latin and French poetic works as well as the history of various countries.
Afterwards, I was presented with awards of distinction, and one professor remarked that if the French students
could perform as well as I, it would make him happy.
At this, the whole hall, which held several hundred, applauded in approval. The Paris newspapers then
disseminated this information widely. They said that students from Japan, Persia and Turkey usually came to Paris
to study for degrees in science and law. People from the Orient have never studied the liberal arts. I was the first
to do so. I felt that even though the title I obtained was an insignificant one, it had created quite a sensation. From
this it was clear that Westerners highly prized titles and fame. …
*
Recently, work at the École became a little less hectic and I had some spare time, so I went to the Paris
Exhibition. The number of visitors to Paris from all over the world multiplied several-fold during this time, and
the crowds were shoulder to shoulder. The intention of the Exhibition was to display the most original and best
gadgets from all countries and to present these for people to appreciate in close detail, and at the conclusion of the
Exhibition, awards were then presented to the best designers in order to encourage creative talent.
However, it was difficult to judge whether front-loading cannon were better than back-loading ones, or
whether cannon balls made with guncotton were superior to those made with gunpowder. In the case of gunboats,
some had metal decks running straight along the boat and others perpendicular to it; in the case of beacons, some
were steady and others flashed; in the case of torpedoes, some were pulled along, others ejected, yet others
dropped or released; in the case of battery formations the cannon might be in a row, in triangular formation, in
pairs or deployed alone.
Since there was nothing in military design which ranked best definitively, in this category there can be no
novelty. Regrettably, in the case of mining, there is no device which can ensure the elimination of coal fumes; no
definitive technique to make use of a vacuum to descend into and ascend out of the mines.
As for textiles, machine-made cloth is easy to produce but not durable; machine-pressed woollen cloth is
durable but lacks sheen; and machine-spun silk is cheap but has no gloss. These were some of the problems which
still need to be solved.
Lastly, the printing, brewing and agricultural machinery displayed were mostly based on old models already
shown in the exhibitions of Austria and America; there were no new inventions.
As to wirelesses and telegraphs, though quite startling to experience, they are ultimately of little use.
It is worth mentioning that the jewellery and knick-knacks of Britain’s Prince of Wales and the ornaments and
antiques from the French nobility were unique and novel, and had not been seen before. Yet this extravagant
flaunting of a fine and rare display only served to delight the sightseers.
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Could this be the Exhibition’s true intention? When the French organized this exhibition, their motive was not
to display the rare but to showcase the nation’s resources. After the defeat of the French in the Franco-Prussian
War,\fn{1870-1871} the reparations they had to pay almost made it impossible for the nation to recover. In recent
years, they have placed much emphasis on wealth and power, and this exhibition is meant to show their wealth
before foreigners.
There are those who say that the items displayed by China in the exhibition were far too inadequate. China is
the home of silk and tea, yet none of the silks from the various provinces were exhibited, nor were there teas from
any of the tea-producing regions. The porcelain on display was not antique, and the embroidery of unexceptional
quality; none of these items should have been chosen. Other exhibits such as agricultural instruments and
figurines were little more than playthings.
China is a great country, yet here it could not even compare with the island nation of Japan. Does the problem
lie with the fact that the Japanese manage their own stall while the Chinese one is managed by Westerners? A
display of Chinese products chosen by Westerners naturally reflects their shallow knowledge about China.
When people asked me about this, I could only say that they should refer to those in charge of the stall. It was
not for me to interfere in other people’s business. How could I tell them the truth of the matter? The above is a
brief report of the Paris Exhibition.
*
I recall that when I first arrived here over a year ago, I thought that the wealth of European countries was based
on excellence of manufacturing and strictness of military discipline. But after I have lived under their laws and
studied their writings, I have come to realize that the basis of their wealth is the protection of their business
associations, while the key to their strength is winning the support of the people. If the business associations are
well protected, tax income will increase, and the treasury will be filled. If the support of the people is won, their
loyalty and morale will be strong in the face of any hostile enemy.
Other reasons for their wealth and strength are the building of schools which produce knowledgeable men and
the establishing of parliaments which facilitate communication between the populace and government. The rest,
such as manufacturing, the army and the navy are all of little importance.
I thought then that the governments of these countries represent perfection. It was only after I attended the
lectures at the École Libre des Sciences Politiques and engaged in frequent discussions with their government
officials that I realized the truth of the statement “it is better to have no books than to believe totally what is said
in books”.
In England there is a monarch and upper and lower houses of parliament. They appear to be the source of
policies. In reality, the monarch is a rubber stamp and the houses of parliament engage in empty talk. Real
political power is wielded by the Prime Minister and a handful of ministers in the Privy Council. When difficult
decisions are made, they declare them in the name of the Parliament.
The head of state in the USA is elected by the people, so government there should be just and not self-seeking.
Yet whenever election time comes around, bribery is rampant. Each change of head of state entails a change of
government personnel, and all officials must belong to the head’s party. How can one hope for good government
from this?
France is supposed to be a democratic country, where presumably entry to officialdom doesn’t depend on
family background. In fact, factions and cliques abound, and appointment by merit and excellence such as in the
case of Adolphe Thiers\fn{Thiers (1797-1877) was a leading politician in 19 th century France. He was three times premier, headed the
provisional government after the Franco-Prussian War, and was president in 1871-1873 }is rare. If you don’t belong to the right
group, it would be extremely difficult to get a good position or fill a lucrative post. These sorts of defects are too
numerous to enumerate.
Although I have not fully understood the politics of the various countries, I have grasped their fundamentals. I
intend to compile a volume entitled Words on Government to show that the contents have not just come from
books, but are supplemented by all that I have heard. Since Westerners put profit before all else, my first topic will
be the sources of wealth. The second topic will be improving the people’s livelihood, the third, increasing the
nation’s income, the fourth, reinforcing the discipline among officials, the fifth, opening up channels for the
common people to express their views, the sixth, tightening the examinations, and the seventh, drawing attention
to military administration. Finally, I will discuss foreign relations.
I have already collected some material on these topics. But regretfully, because of my youth and lack of
learning, each step is as difficult as lifting a mountain, and because of my limited reading, I often find it hard to
express myself. Despite this, I have embarked on recording what I see and hear so I would not disappoint Your
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Excellency’s hopes for me, nor waste the teaching the Westerners have provided me. I dare not claim that I’m
putting forth my own opinion in a book.
204.83 Excerpts from Notes On Travels In Europe\fn{by Xu Jianyin (1845-1901)} Wuxi, Jiangsu Province, China
(M) 2
At ten o’clock on the 3rd day,\fn{15 December 1879} I went with Liu Hebo to visit the baths. Entrance cost one
mark. There are separate areas for men and women. Each person has a room about 109 square feet, in the centre
of which is a small pool shaped like a sunflower. It is about seven feet long, with width and depth both around
two feet. Three steps lead into the pool. The pools are made of cement, which is as smooth and hard as stone.
Openings in the wall connect to pipes, one for hot water, one for cold, and a third for sea water. Each has its own
valve, which controls the passage of water as required. Attendants fill the bath for visitors, testing the water
temperature with a thermometer. The room also contains a table, a chair, and toiletries such as towels, mirror,
combs and brushes. Compared to the baths in Shanghai, there is a world of difference between them. After
bathing, I tipped the attendant a couple of nickel coins.
*
We went on to shop at a charity bazaar. These bazaars are organized by the wives and daughters of noble
families and are held at their own homes. All kinds of goods are displayed for sale. The women greet visitors
personally and encourage them to purchase the items on display. Tea, wine, and snacks are provided for the
guests.
The customers at these bazaars are mostly high-ranking officials, and although prices are higher than
elsewhere, they do not quibble. Money earned at these bazaars are not accrued as profit but are contributed to
charity. The price that visitors pay for drinks and snacks is also higher than usual.
At noon on the 14th day,\fn{25 January 1880} we went again to the charity bazaar to hear a concert. On this
occasion, women outnumbered men. Over 100 seats were set out in the main hall. Everyone paid three marks.
This money was also for the purpose of good works.
*
At eight o’clock on the 18th day\fn{29 January 1880} we attended the Kaiser’s levée. We had received
invitations from the German Foreign Office for this event four or five days previously. The invitation had been
issued by the Protocol Office in the name of the Kaiser, and contained a note on protocol matters.
Riding in two carriages, I went with the Ambassador and his entourage including Chen Jingru, Luo Jichen, Liu
Hebo, Qian Qinzhai, Geng Shaofu, and Yin Wulou to the gates of the Old Palace. (The Germans have two royal
palaces, the old and the new, the Kaiser residing in the Old Palace.) The drivers had our vehicle passes, which had
been delivered the previous day. They had stuck these into their hatbands, and it was by this that we obtained
entry to the area before the gates. A rank of ten mounted police stood outside the gate, a distance of about seven
yards between each.
When our carriage arrived, someone came forward to ask our business. The drivers pointed to the vehicle
passes and we were admitted through the gates to alight. We walked up several flights of stairs and passed through
a dozen halls to reach the ballroom. Along the stairways and in all the rooms through which we passed, guards
stood at attention facing one another, swords in hand. A pair also stood on either side of every doorway. Inside the
halls and along the corridors, ranks of guards stood everywhere.
The ballroom was approximately seventy-three yards in length and twenty-two yards wide. Ambassadors,
consuls, and attaches, and military and civil officials from many countries arrived in succession with their wives.
By ten o’clock the gathering was complete. There were about 1,700 guests, over half of them women. Men and
women paired up to dance. Musicians played in the gallery, and the dancers took the tempo from the music. The
women’s dresses exposed their bosoms and backs; even the Empress was no different. Ten military cadets stood
behind the royal seats to attend to the needs of the Kaiser and the Empress, rather like the royal attendants in
China.
At midnight, men and women entered the dining room hand in hand. Here, on a long table, were displayed
many kinds of rich food. Guests helped themselves to the food, with men first bringing food to their female
companions before themselves eating. As there were neither chairs nor tables, people ate standing up.
After the meal had proceeded for a short while, the Kaiser and Empress arrived to offer their greetings. Those
guests at the front stood on ceremony, but those behind carried on eating and drinking. When the meal was over,
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everyone returned to the ballroom and resumed dancing. Men who were weary with dancing had to borrow a chair
from one of the women, for no chairs were provided for them. At half past one, the gathering broke up.
*
On the 13th day,\fn{20 June 1880} the local military commander invited us to view the naval hospital. This
imposing building is four storeys high with a façade measuring 137 yards in width. The two central levels,
interconnected by staircases, both have eight rooms on either side of the staircase, each with three windows. Each
of these rooms has eight beds, accommodating eight patients. These wards have two orderlies, one for general
duties and one in charge of pharmaceuticals, providing patients with medication and food on the instructions of
the medical officer. The hospital does not use female staff (medical orderlies in Western hospitals are commonly
women). The ground floor is for examining the injured or ill. Here, equipment and medicines are all laid out very
neatly. There are rooms for machinery, foodstuffs, a kitchen, as well as sickbeds.
The first floor is dedicated to the treatment of injuries and the second to diseases. The top storey is used for the
treatment of ulcerous sores, and this is isolated to prevent contagion. Above this is the storage chamber. The
sickrooms are laid out facing in opposite directions. Between them runs a shaft seven yards wide with channels
and valves directing air to all the rooms. In winter, the air first passes through hot pipes to heat it; it is not heated
in the summer. The shaft connects to two ducts constructed of iron girders and large bricks, at the end of which
there is a ten horsepower turbine which blows the air to all parts of the building.
The hospital has one chief physician who wears a military uniform with three gold stripes. There are eight
doctors of the second and third rank who work in shifts to visit the wards twice daily. One of the doctors is always
on call during the night shift. There is also a hospital supervisor, who is second in rank only to the doctors. He
lives at the hospital and takes care of general affairs.
On admission, a soldier is first examined by a doctor and changes into hospital garb. His own clothes are
laundered and deposited with his belongings in a separate room. The lecture hall, chapel, bathhouse, and
pharmacy are all located in the basement. There are two other rooms located here: one for the storage of
medicines for naval vessels and the other for shipboard medical and water testing equipment. All these materials
are stored in designated cabinets for each ship, and are brought on board when the ship receives an order for duty.
All food and medicine is first inspected by doctors in the laboratory before use.
The trays of the scales that they use are mostly made of horn, due to its cheapness and durability. For the
stitching of wounds they use catgut, which is as fine as silk and which is soaked first in medicine. It is said that
this technique was introduced from China. Quantities of rice, wheat, peas and beans are also stored here.
The clothes of sick soldiers are aired for one or two days on the roof of the building before being taken to be
steamed and washed. All a soldier’s original clothing and weapons must be delivered up and are stored in a room
on the top floor.
Boats, carts, sedans, and chairs used during convalescence are stored in a separate room. They had brass beds
to carry wounded soldiers, but these are said to be much heavier than bamboo stretchers, so there was a great store
of bamboo poles from the Jiangsu-Zhejiang region for just such a purpose. There was also a miniature of a Dutch
boat with stretchers laid on it, which was brought there by the German Crown Prince.
Located in the basement are the kitchen and the machine room, as well as the air turbine which controls the
flow of air to all the rooms. In the kitchen, heat is piped to the stove where food is cooked in double boilers. All
drinking water is first tested by an apparatus before use.
The air turbine draws air from the lushly forested northern aspect of the hospital where tall chimney-like tubes
have been built in a grassy grove. The air passes through these tubes which contain layers of wire netting to filter
out flies, gnats, and dust.
To the northwest, at a distance of about 100 yards is a bungalow which is another sick ward. The ward is
brightly lit with windows on all sides and can accommodate over 100 patients. Patients who, after being examined
by a doctor, are deemed to require fresh air and sunlight are transferred here.
All staff at the hospital with families are provided with land for cultivation.
*
At nine o’clock on the 9th day,\fn{10 December 1880} we visited a shipyard to look at engine blueprints of
torpedo boats. These are the diagrams from which the craftsmen build the engines. At ten o’clock, when we
arrived, several German naval officers were already in the reception room, where we ate breakfast together.
At half past eleven, I changed into my uniform, and soon after the naval commander arrived, also in uniform.
At noon, the guests were invited to ascend the review stand. The naval commander made the first speech. After
the naming of the ship, it was released into the water, which was done with horizontal poles on either side, held in
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place by auxiliary poles and strong cables. Hanging from a wooden pole was a blade held in place by a cable. The
blade was released by activating an electric switch. It cut through the ropes that held the wooden poles which
secured the boat, letting it slide into the water.
Prior to this, sandbags made of canvas, which supported the prow of the ship, had been cut open to release the
sand. The boat would then have slid into the water were it not for the horizontal poles holding it in place.
Therefore, as soon as the restraint of these poles was removed, the boat slid into the water. After this, we went on
to review boats and battleships that had recently been launched.
When the viewing was over, the director of the shipyard invited us to dine in the guesthouse dining room, to
which we were taken by horse-drawn carriage. There were about forty or fifty people attending. After three
courses, the commander stood up, raised his glass, and spoke in honour of the Kaiser. When he finished his
speech all the guests also raised their glasses. They clinked glasses with the commander and immediately downed
the contents. Soon the director of the shipyard rose to make a speech, then the clinking of glasses was repeated as
before. After this the commander again raised his glass and stood up, and spoke in praise of the shipyard director.
After this I also stood up and raised my glass, speaking to the assembly as follows:
“As far as historical records can be verified, my country China has a history of over 4,200 years, dating back to
the ancient times of Emperor Yao. We are a country rich in land, people, and resources and need nothing from
outside our borders. For this reason, since ancient times, we have had no need to trade with distant countries.
During the period between 2,000 years ago and 1,000 years ago, two or three of our emperors did send
ambassadors to the Western Region, but their purpose was to study the strange customs of other nations rather
than to fulfil the needs of our people’s livelihoods. And since such missions never reached Europe, there is no
significant achievement to speak of.
“Over the last few hundred years the nations of Europe have grown prosperous. They have learned of the many
useful things produced by my country and one after another have come to trade with us, benefiting both your
people’s livelihood and your nation’s development. Our great Chinese Emperor has always looked upon China’s
neighbours, whether far or near, with impartial solicitude. We believe that the political skills of the West can
augment the prosperity of our empire, and for this reason, trusted ministers and high-ranking officials have been
posted to various countries to establish diplomatic relations and study armaments.
“Minister Li,\fn{Li Fenghao (1834-1887)} now ambassador to Berlin, is one such trusted emissary. He has been
entrusted with the task of studying Western shipbuilding, to which end he has paid visits to many European
countries. He has found the Vulkan shipyard to be the best, clear proof of the superior intelligence and dedication
of the German people, the excellence of the German Admiralty, and the Kaiser’s skilful deployment of talent. It is
no surprise that Germany has become a dominant force in Europe, and a leader among its nations.
“China is currently planning to order a ship from the Vulkan shipyard as an indication of the deep friendship
between our two nations. We hope that the ship will be expertly built, and will serve as a powerful tool in
realizing our hopes of becoming a world-famous military power. This ship is our first step, and our success will
contribute to this shipyard’s greater reputation. This would indeed be a great honour for all of us who shoulder
this responsibility.
This speech was then translated into German by Carl Kreyer and was much praised by the guests. One of the
guests asked Kreyer whether he had conveyed the original meaning of the Chinese or whether he had embellished
it. He replied that it was the original, for he had done no more than translate its meaning. Hearing this, the guests
were even more effusive in their praise.\fn{ Carl T. Kreyer, an American, went to China as a missionary in 1866. He resigned in
1870 and joined the translation bureau of the Jiangnan Arsenal, where he would have been a colleague of Xu Jianyin for a number of years.
He later held other Chinese government posts, including translator for various Chinese missions to the West }
1846

284.34 1. Excerpt from I-chiao ts’ung pien: “On Moral Obligation” 2. Excerpt from Wu-hsieh-t’ang ta-wen: “A
Consequence of Mechanized Agriculture” [Not the titles of the works from which these excerpts are taken, but at least for
these sections of those works, descriptive of their content]\fn{by Chu I-hsin (1846-1894)} China (M) -1\fn{Internet: under Sources of
Chinese Tradition; Hathi Trust also has his Zhuo an cong gao and his Deqing zhou zhi in Chinese to view}
1
Since ancient time there have been no institutions which might not develop defects. When a true king arises, he
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makes small changes if the defects are small, and great changes if the defects are great. … Thus Confucius said:
Let there be the [right] men and the government will flourish; but without the [right] men, the government will decay
and cease.

The defects of a government are due to those who manage the institutions rather than those who establish
them. Now by referring to Confucius as a reformer, your real intention is to facilitate the introduction of new
institutions. The accounts of Confucius as a reformer come from apocryphal texts and cannot be wholly believed.
But even if the sage had spoken thus, he was only taking a simple pattern and elaborating upon it in order to
return to the ancient institutions of the Three Dynasties and the sage-kings. How could he have intended to use
“barbarian ways to reform China”?
I have heard of “daily renovating one’s virtue,” but I have never heard of daily renovating one’s moral
principles. The scholars of the Ch’ien-lung\fn{ 1736-1795} and Chia-ch’ing\fn{1796-1820} periods regarded moral
principle as of great fundamental import. Now, in order to save them from degeneration and loss you do not seek
a return to fixed principles, abut instead, you talk about their being changed.\fn{ I.e., of their having been perverted and
needing to be reformed}
The barbarians do not recognize the moral obligations between ruler and minister, father and son, elder brother
and younger brothe, husband and wife. …
2
In Western countries the territory is large, the population is thin, therefore they even use machines for agriculture. If China employs them, one person’s agricultural work may take way the livelihood of ten others. These
ten others, if they do not want to sit down and wait for death by starvation would choose a risky road.\fn{ I.e.,
become bandits}
1848

284.15 Excerpt from Chien-yü chi: “A Proposal (1884)” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at
least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Chang P’ei-lun (1848-1953)} Feng-jun District, Chihli
Province, China (M) -1
The reason for the European countries’ overrunning the seas and the difficulty of contending against them lie
in their possession of solid ships and effective guns. During the last twenty years, trade relations between China
and foreign countries have been established and treaties concluded …
The intentions of these nations, standing like birds of prey and covetous as wolves, with watering mouths and
eyes staring at Asia, are understood by everyone. Even if our nation, right now, greatly develops its navy, we fear
that we cannot rival them. If we are again hesitant, wondering what to do, and do not work on the fundamental
plan for self-strengthening, I really fear that the menace from the sea will be unlimited.
After the suppression of the Taiping and the Nien rebels, China gradually built shipyards and bought machines
to establish a new navy with steam warships. That was the beginning of our navy. Funds were insufficient, men of
ability were not forthcoming, flood, drought and other catastrophes frequently occurred, and opinion within and
without the capital was not unified; so, until now, the old regulations for naval ships in the outer seas have not yet
been changed, nor has a definite system yet been established for a steamship fleet of all the provinces.
When there is no alarm, the funds for the southern and northern squadrons are never delivered in full by any of
the Maritime Customs offices; when there is an alarm, every province retains for its own use the subsidy for the
navy.
If this situation continues without change and we still wish to have a coastal navy sufficient for attack ing or
coming to the rescue, or to be adequate for offensive war as well as for defense, it will obviously be very difficult.
Your minister has studied the European military systems. Concerning their navies, they all establish a special
ministry of the navy with very great powers.
The Englishman Robert Hart has made a suggestion to the Tsungli Yamen regarding the establishment of a
bureau in general charge of coastal defense. We have seriously considered the plans of two or three veteran
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statesmen and consulted the new systems of five or six sea powers. We can see the advantages and disadvantages
in the proposal that the naval forces should be combined in one unit, not divided and scattered.
Thus, if we wish to seek a method to control our enemies, we cannot do it unless we create a navy with steam
warships for the outer seas; and if we wish to accomplish the overrunning of the seas, we cannot do it unless we
establish an Office of the Navy!
The important functions of the navy are in general four: namely, the investigation of coastal topography, the
training of officers of ability, the building of naval vessels, and the study of various operations. Coastal defense is
of concern to the governors general and governors, but since there are boundaries between provinces, they cannot
entirely disregard each other’s spheres of jurisdiction.
If we have an important minister take full charge, then the relative importance of all seaports along the entire
coast line can be distinguished; also where iron ships should be anchored, where forts should be built, where
shipyards may be prepared, and where mines may be laid; the generals and the admirals will be like one family,
the water and land defenses will be well coordinated.
208.162 The Confession of Hung T’ien-kuei-fu aka The Young Monarch\fn{by Hung T’ien-kuei-fu (1848-1864)}
Canton, Kwangtung Province, China (M) 1
I am a native of Canton, and my name was originally Hung T’ien-kuei, until a few years back when the old
T’ien Wang directed me to add a “fu,” and I was then called Hung T’ien-kuei-fu. On my accession to the throne
the two words “True Lord”\fn{ chen-chu} were engraved horizontally on my royal seal. Thus the foreigners have
called me Hung Fu-t’ien.
I am sixteen years old and the son of the old T’ien Wang. He had eighty-eight queens, and I was born of his
second wife, named Lai. At the age of nine I had four wives given to me, and I was forbidden access to my
mother or sisters. The old T’ien Wang composed The Ten Poems on Salvation for me to read. They are all on the
reasons for keeping men aloof from women and forbidding intercourse between them. Some of the poems I still
remember.
I had a yearning for my mother and sisters after I reached my ninth year, and used to take advantage of times
when the old T’ien Wang had business at court to steal a visit with them. The old T’ien Wang told me to study
religious books and would not allow me to study ancient books, which he said were all demonic. I managed,
however, to read secretly thirty or more volumes, and still retain some recollection of their subjects and contents.
I had never been outside the city gates. On the nineteenth of the fourth month of this year,\fn{ June 1, 1864} the
old T’ien Wang succumbed to sickness. On the twenty-fourth day the ministers supported me to the throne, and
after worshipping God, they then did homage to me.
Court matters were under the control of the Kan Wang, and military affairs in the hands of the Chung Wang.
All decrees which were issued were drawn up by the two persons mentioned above, and I was directed to
subscribe my name to them. I was now styled the Young T’ien Wang, and my four wives were called young
queens.
During the fifth watch of the sixth day of the sixth month,\fn{ July 19, 1864} I dreamed that the Ch’ing troops
blew down the wall and forced their way into the city. On the following afternoon I was standing with my four
wives upstairs, when I observed the Ch’ing troops entering the city. I immediately tried to run downstairs but was
held fast by the four queens. I told them that I was merely going to have a look and that I would be back again. I
then ran directly to the Chung Wang’s palace, and the Chung Wang and I made several attempts to get out of the
gates but were unable to do so. Toward the first watch, however, disguised as Ch’ing soldiers, we made our way
with a thousand or more men through one of the breaches in the walls.
When the Ch’ing troops became aware of this, they pursued us and cut off some of our men, so that our
numbers were reduced to a few hundred by the time we reached Kuang-te-chou. We now agreed with the Tu
Wang to take different routes to Kiangsi and endeavor to join the K’ang Wang and the Shih Wang.
Our whole journey was a succession of encounters, and when we reached Yang-chia-p’ai I told the rest that the
Ch’ing troops would attack us in the night, but the Kan Wang and the others said that we should not be pursued so
far. About the third watch at night we were surrounded and afterwards dispersed. The Ch’ing troops pressed us
hard, and after crossing the bridge, I dismounted and was assisted over the hill by my followers. The pursuit still
continued, and I and about ten of my men then concealed ourselves in a pit.
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Here my companions were all taken, but somehow or other the Ch’ing soldiers did not discover me. I waited
until they had all got on well ahead, and then I looked for a hiding place in the hills. I remained in this state four
days, suffering so much from hunger that I actually desired death.
Suddenly, however, a very tall man, snowy white all over, gave me a biscuit. I was thinking of following him,
but all at once he disappeared. The biscuit relieved my hunger, and I spent two more days in the hills. I then went
to the house of a man named T’ang and stated that my name was Chang and I was a native of Hupeh. I cut grain
for him and he gave me mels. When someone was shaving his head, I also had my head shavcd. I lived there four
days. T’ang advised me to go home, and I then journeyed on till I reached Pai-shui-ching at Kuang-chiang. I here
made inquiries about the way, and learning that I was then on the road to Chien-chiang. I turned back lest I should
meet any Ch’ing troops at Chien-ch’ang. A “brave” whom I met accused me of being a long-haired rebel and tore
my clothes off, and when I was close upon the confines of Jui-chin, another “brave” accosted me and asked me to
carry a bamboo for him. I replied that I was unable to carry any load.
I then made my way to Shih-ch’eng, where I was arrested and brought into the camp. His Excellency T’ang\fn
{Apparently this was Assistant District Director of Studies T’ang Chia-t’ung } has treated me well, and to him I have related the
facts. The conquest of the empire was the ambition of the old T’ien Wang, and I had no part in it. Even after I had
succeeded to the throne, everything was carried out by the Kan Wang and the Chung Wang. Canton is a bad place,
and I have no desire to return to it. My ambition is to accompany His Excellency T’ang to Hunan and study for
the degree of hsiu-ts’ai.
The above is true.
1849

284.30 Excerpt from Shih-chiu-te-chai tsa-chu: “A Condemnation Of Modern Civilization” [Not the title of the
work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Liu Yueh-yün (18491917)} China (M) -1
The technique of the barbarians is merely that of a worker, of which a gentleman would not care to speak and
which a scholar and an official would despise …
We despised and did not try to develop it. Instead we seek for larger and higher purposes.
1850

150.3 The Ventriloquist\fn{by The Master of the East Pavilion (c.1850?- )} China (M) 1
In the year of the Keng Shen, I happened to visit Yangchow. One evening a friend introduced me to a famous
ventriloquist named Kuo Mao-erh. I invited Kuo and my friend to my quarters at the inn, where we dined and
drank together util a late hour. After the meal, Kuo agreed to favor us with a display of his talents. A large silk
screen was placed to the right of our table. Kuo took his position in the shadows behind the screen, while my
friend and I sat back in pleasant anticipation.
*
A long silence is broken suddenly by voices; two men are meeting on the road. The greetings are loud and
boisterous. One of the men, older than the other, invites the young man to his house. They walk down a rough
road, enter a gate, crossing a small courtyard to a house. A door slams shut. Wine is poured. The two men talk and
joke.
The young man protests. “Too much drink,” he pleads. The other laughs. More wine is poured. Cups clink. The
wine is sipped and guzzled. The guest gets to his feet. He moves unsteadily and his host assists him to the gate.
Laughter. Goodbys. The young man staggers down the road. The gate is closed and the bolt slips into place.
The young man stumbles along. He slips, sprawling onto the ground. Silence. A second set of footsteps
approaches. The newcomer’s foot strikes something soft. A curse. A drunken groan. The newcomer reaches down,
assisting the drunken man to his feet. He helps the man walk down the road
They halt. The drunken man is half-dragged forward, then propped against a wall. The other steps back. “Ho!
Watchman! Open the city gates!” No reply. Somewhere in the distance a dog barks. Others join in. Still more dogs
add to the chorus—some young, others old; some close-by, others a long way off.
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The watchman shuffles along the wall. He climbs down. A large gate swings open. The newcomer assists the
drunken man along. They pause at a house. The newcomer pounds on the gate. Nothing stirs. He pounds again.
Louder. The gate creaks open. A man curses. Wrong house. More dogs join in the barking.
The drunk is helped to a second house. The newcomer pounds again. The gate opens. A young woman thanks
the man for helping her husband home. The man chides the drunk, then leaves. The gate closes and the bolt slides
into place.
The young woman, panting, struggles with her drunken husband. She drags, pushes, cajoles him across the
courtyard and into the house. She helps him into bed.
“Tea!” he moans.
The woman goes into the kitchen. A fire crackles; tea hisses and steams. It is poured into a cup. The woman
returns to the bedroom. The drunken man has passed out. He snores. His snores rise and fall in a thunderous din.
The woman sighs. She grumbles. She returns to the kitchen where she pours the tea back into the pot. Back to the
bedroom. She blows out the lamp. Slips off her clothes. Now there are two sets of snores.
A temple gong breaks into the serenade of snores. The hour of the Rat. A cow moos. The bed creaks. The
young man groans. He vomits, groans gagain, then vomits again. “Tea!” he wails. The woman snores on. He
mutters. Curses. The bed creaks a second time. Once again—two sets of snores.
The cocks crow. First one, then another, finally many. Each crowing on a different key. The bed creaks. The
yawns of a woman. She pulls her slippers from next to the bed. They squish. She shakes them and a slippery,
watery bile plops onto the stone floor. An angry cry. Curses. She reaches over; locates a second pair. She gets up,
dresses and goes into the kitchen. Kettles clack, fire crackles and food is chopped.
Then comes a pounding on the gate. “Almost dawn,” a voice shouts. “Get that lazy son of mine up. Time to
slaughter the pigs.”
The woman shakes her husband. He grumbles, dresses, then leaves the house and accompanies his father to the
pig pens. Food is thrown to the pigs. Grunting and squabbling, they fight for the garbage. Sounds of slurping and
gulping. Water is being drawn from a well. It is poured into a kettle. A fire crackles. Later, water boils.
A pig squeals. The young man grunts and curses. The squeals grow louder. “Tie him good,” the old man warns.
A knife is being sharpened on a whetstone. Now an axe. A final desperate squeal. It is cut off sharply midway.
Silence. Soft sounds of blood flowing. Now an axe chopping bones. Now a knife slicing meat. Finally, meat being
washed.
“Dawn,” the old man announces. “Time to set up the counter.”
Silence.
Presently sounds, distant at first, then growing nearer. The shuffling of feet. Loud voices. “I’ll have the ribs.”
“How much?” “Did you save the feet?” “Too much!” “Where is the kidney and the liver?” “No, not that cut.”
“When was the pig slaughtered? Last week?”
Coins clatter on the wood counter. “Where is the head?” More coins clatter. “Some pork for a roast?” Fresh
meat slaps against the wood. “Yes. That’s the piece.”
The sounds grow in intensity. More voices join in. The voices and sounds blend—cutting, chopping, the clatter
of cans, questions, answers, laughter, cries, insults—until all run together in a great, unintelligible jumble.
Suddenly nothing. Silence.
At last the act of the ventriloquist is finished.
181.46 Reminiscences Of A Pioneer Student\fn{by Wen Bing Chung (c.1850- )} Shanghai?, China (M) 4
I am going to relate to you this evening how the Chinese Government was persuaded to despatch the first
government students to the United States of America to be educated. I will give you a succinct account only,
because it will occupy too much of your valuable time, and is too long and tedious a narrative, covering as it does
a period of more than fifty years.\fn{ Wen Bing-Chung is addressing a group of students at the Customs College in Peking on
December 23, 1923, an address which is necessarily semi-autobiographical }
It was in 1870 that some unfortunate missionaries were killed by idle rough elements in Tientsin.\fn{ In response
to rumors of kidnapping and other abuses circulating against the missions in Tientsin, a riot broke out in that city resulting in the deaths of
21 Westerners and 30 Chinese Christians and the destruction of various properties belonging to the missionaries and the French consul }

The Chinese officials had great difficulty in engaging the service of [an] efficient interpreter and translator to help
them in the case, and were often obliged to fall upon the assistance of foreigners, thus experiencing great
inconvenience during negotiations with the consular representatives.
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About this time the officials were informed of the arrival at Shanghai of a young Cantonese student who had
but recently returned from the United States after graduating with honors in the Yale University. The young man
was Yung Wing, a village urchin in the district of Hsiang Shan, Kwangtung Province. He attracted the attention of
a missionary by his bright and smart appearance, and was afterwards taken by the latter to America. With slender
resources but with a determined mind, he worked his way first through the primary schools and then finished
brilliantly at Yale.
As he made his debut into the world, his first thought was to realize a dream that he had nourished during his
college days. The dream was to induce the Chinese Government to despatch students to the United States for
education so that in due time China would have [a] sufficient number of Western educated men to administer the
affairs of the state so as to elevate the status of the country to an equal footIng with foreign nations.
Having received an invitation from the great Viceroy Li Hung Chang to proceed north immediately, Yung
Wing came to Tientsin in time to help in the negotiation and settlement of the case of the murdered missionaries,
to the satisfaction of all parties concerned. Viceroy Li was highly pleased with Yung Wing’s services. He asked
Yung Wing what he could do for him.
Yung Wing saw his opportunity; there and then he disclosed his cherished dream; he pointed out to the Viceroy
the importance of sending government students to America, and with growing intercourse with the Western
people, the great advantages that China would reap in diplomacy, commerce and industry through the knowledge
and experience acquired by the students abroad.
The Viceroy was impressed by Yung Wing’s earnestness and enthusiasm and he promised to give him his
support. There was, however, a slight drawback. Although Li Hung Chang was then the senior Viceroy in the
Empire, he was loath and even timid to be the first and only advocate of an educational commission to the United
States. The idea was too advanced for conservative China.
Therefore, he sought to interest Viceroy Tseng Kuo-fan of the Liang Kiang Provinces and Ting Vi-chang of the
Min-Cheh Provinces in Yung Wing’s scheme, and succeeded in influencing them to present a joint memorial to
the Throne emphasising the benefit of sending government students abroad to be educated.
In due course the memorial was sanctioned by the Throne. Yung Wing was at once appointed Commissioner of
Education and Chen Lan Ping Co-Associate Commissioner; these two were to have full charge and control of the
students during their education in the United States.
Yung Wing’s plan was to despatch thirty students each year for four consecutive years, making a total number
of one hundred and twenty boys. A school was established at Shanghai in 1870, in order that prospective students
should undergo a course of Chinese studies and a preliminary one in English. Examinations were held semiannually for the selection of bright and competent students.
*
It is unnecessary to dwell at any length over the school days of these students. Suffice it to say that as boys will
always be boys, the students of those days did not differ from those of today. They did not, however, have any
tennis, football, basketball and other games, nor any holiday except during the Chinese New Year, Fifth Moon and
Eighth Moon festivals. Much study and little play was the order of the school.
The inspector of the school was an autocrat. He believed in the use of the bamboo for the maintenance of
discipline, and applied it with vigour on those who lagged in their studies. Still he was remembered by the
students in after years with some affection, for although he put the fear of the Big Stick into them, he also made
them learn the characters, the knowledge of which proved most useful on their return to China. . . .
The first batch of thirty students after passing the examination were despatched to the United States in 1871;
the second batch in 1872; and the third and fourth in 1873 and 1874, respectively. Prior to their departure, the
students were provided with a pukai\fn{Bedding} and a small trunk containing a few long gowns, maqua\fn{A
Mandarin jacket worn over a man’s traditional long gown } and other sundries. They were instructed how to behave before
the officials and trained in the rules of etiquette. …
The voyage across the Pacific was made in twenty-eight days, a long and tiresome voyage. Luckily for the
students, the sea was calm and the days were bright and cheerful. They had got over their mal de merand spent
their time on deck, gazing at the blue expanse or watching a school of flying fishes disporting themselves.
Occasionally, a whale spouting a column of water skyward would cause a flutter of excitement on board. Games
were organized on board for the boys, and the days soon flew by before the students realized the steamer was
sailing through the Golden Gate and the voyage had come to an end.
*
The sights that greeted the students in the harbour of San Francisco remained vividly in their memories for
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years afterwards. The steam launches and ships moving or anchored at their berths—the neat looking cottages on
the lower levels and the stately mansions peering through the foliage of well kept lawns, the business houses
clustering like bees in the centre of the city—all seemed very grand to the students.
Soon the steamer was along the wharf. The students were driven to the Palace Hotel, a nine-story building,
which was then the largest building in San Francisco. They tarried three days in this beautiful city, spending their
time in sight-seeing; and enjoying themselves hugely.
It was not without a tinge of regret when the students had to leave San Francisco and board the train which was
to transport them across the American Continent, a distance of more than 3,000 miles, in six days and six nights.
A special car was reserved for the students. The train stopped three times a day to allow the passengers to get
down to eat, as there was no dining car attached to the train. There were restaurants near or at the station. Standing
at the restaurant door were two men, one ringing a bell and another beating a gong in order to attract the patrons.
Fifteen minutes were allotted for eating, and hence when the train stopped for meal time, the passengers would
race for the nearest restaurant and the same undignified scramble for the train would take place on the first sound
of the bell for the train to start. In this way, the meals during the six days on the train were gobbled down with
much discomfort.
During the first part of the journey, the train passed many tunnels in getting through the Rocky Mountains, and
after that for four days it ran over the vast prairie land, and at the stations along the route the students saw genuine
red Indians, natives of the American Continent, dressed in their original costumes, with eagle feathers projecting
from their black hair, their faces painted in different colours, similar to the painted actors on the Chinese stage,
and armed with bows and arrows. …
When the students arrived at New York, they remained one night in a hotel and [the] following day took a train
for Springfield in the State of Massachusetts.
*
On their arrival they stayed in a hotel where they were presented to Dr. Yung Wing, who had left China several
months before the students, in order to make the necessary preparations for their education. The next day Dr. Yung
Wing assigned the students to their respective teachers who had come to take the students away to their own
homes in the various parts of the States and who were to have the guardianship over them during their term in
America. The students were distributed in twos and fours and placed under the care of their guardians. Those
students who were advanced enough in English were sent to schools while the others were given private lessons at
home.
At first the students wore the Chinese dress. Their long gown and maqua, with their plaited queues,\fn{The
pigtail, worn by all Chinese men as a sign of subservience to the Manchu dynasty then in at least nominal control of the Chinese Empire }
made them look like girls to the Americans. It was, to say the least, very embarrassing that each time the students
ventured out of doors, they would draw a crowd that would follow and call them “Chinese girls.” For the sake of
convenience and less publicity, the students after they had been in America for some months prevailed upon the
Chinese com- missioners to allow them to adopt the costume of the country.
The students being all under fifteen years old were quick to receive impressions of the new life and to
assimilate American ideas and ideals, retaining them permanently even to this day. They entered into the spirit of
the schools, played baseball and football, and fought their way with the fists in true American style.
After a few years the boys had become thoroughly Americanized breathing the air of freedom and
independence, but they had their hard times, too. They were allowed one dollar a month for pocket money, a
paltry pittance as they grew older and their amusements and pleasures increased in proportion.
The progress made by the students in their studies was steady and satisfactory, but one of the two Chinese
Commissioners,\fn{Woo Tze-teng} a Hanlin,\fn{A member of the Imperial Academy} was alarmed at the rapid rate [at
which] the students were becoming imbued with the spirit of their environments—they were developing into more
like go-ahead Americans in their ways than the humble and sedate subjects of the Emperor.
This official sent a memorial to the Throne, stating that the students would soon fast turn into foreign devils
unless they were sent home at once. Unfortunately for the students, the memorial was sanctioned, and a decree
was issued for their recall.
It was a sad day when the students received the news that they were to be sent home. The majority of them
were one or two years from their graduation; it was heartbreaking to have their scholastic career brought to an
untimely termination. The students called a mass meeting and delegated a party to interview Dr. Yung Wing with
the hope of getting the latter to intercede with the Government on their behalf.
Dr. Yung Wing calmed the students by telling them they were only going to China for a vacation and would
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soon be back to America to finish their studies. It was on this assurance that the students consented to return to
China, but alas! Not half a dozen ever went back.
The students had formed strong ties of friendship with the people they stayed with, and with the American
boys in schools and colleges. So when the date of their departure was set, it was with saddened hearts that they
bade good-bye to their friends and scenes of boyhood. It should be mentioned that the students carried with them
most grateful memories of the kind and almost parental treatment they received from their American guardians
and teachers.
*
On the homeward journey in 1881 the students stopped over at San Fran-cisco, and while they were waiting
for their steamer they received a challenge from the Oakland baseball team, which they were glad to accept by
way of diversion.
Now the Chinese nine had a pitcher that played for Yale, and could do some wonderful curves with the ball,
although in those days it was underhand pitching. Before the game began, the Oakland men imagined that they
were going to have a walk-over with the Chinese. Who had seen Celestials playing baseball forty years ago?
But the Oakland nine got the shock of their life as soon as they attempted to connect with the deliveries of the
Chinese pitcher; the fans were equally surprised at the strange phenomenon—Chinese playing their national ball
game and showing the Yankees some of the thrills in the game. Unimaginable! All the same, the Chinese walloped
them, to the great rejoicing of their comrades and fellow countrymen.
This was the last baseball game the Chinese team played, for they never got together again afterwards.
*
These students that went to study in America from the year 1871 to 1881 were pioneers, paving the way for
future students and dispelling the superstitious fear that held the better classes of our people from sending their
sons to America and Europe. But on their return home, they were not greeted with open arms by the Government.
On the contrary, when they landed at Shanghai, they were at once taken to the native city and locked up in a large
building. They were not allowed out; and this restriction on their liberty was very much resented by these boys,
fresh from the land of the Free.
One day being unable to resist the temptation of seeing the sights, outside the wall, one of the students who
happened to be the baseball pitcher and also a good boxer gave the guards a severe jolting for trying to bar his
passage out. The matter was reported to the director in charge of the students, who saw the unreasonableness of
detaining the students as prisoners and therefore permitted them on parole to go out and come back before dark.
Not long after their return, the students were despatched by the Government to different parts of the country.
Then commenced their life battles in earnest. The students were poorly paid, most of them receiving four taels a
month;\fn{A sum of silver little better than the wages of a Chinese laborer at the time } they suffered great hardships in the
struggle for existence. They encountered prejudice and strong opposition from the literary and official classes,
who declared that the students had become “foreign devils” and were of “no use to the country.”
By dint of patience and perseverance and plodding along for years, these students gradually convinced the
Government of their integrity, loyalty and patriotism. Finally the Government showed its appreciation of the
students by appointing them to high offices of trust and responsibility.
*
It may interest you if I mention a few of these pioneer students whose achievements will always be
remembered by their old school mates.
During the college days, one of the students Mr. Chung Mun-yao was the coxswain that steered the Yale
University boat to victory against Harvard University for two consecutive years.
The famous pitcher of the Chinese team, after struggling for twenty years, rose on his own ability and merits to
many high and important government positions, such as the Haikuan Taotai\fn{Chief of Customs} at Hankow,
Tientsin, Foreign Minister in the Ching Dynasty,\fn{ The Chinese name for their Manchu overlords} and Minister of
Communications in the Republic. This baseball pitcher, Mr. Liang Tung-yen, is the uncle of the Peking Champion
tennis player of the Customs College, of which he was one of the founders.
The first premier of the Republic of China was Mr. Tong Shao-yi, one of [the] pioneer students, who was also
the founder and the first Associate Director-General of the Shui Wu Chu\fn{Imperial Telegraph Administration} in 1906.
In the military and naval service, many have been promoted to the ranks of admirals and generals. Among
them is Admiral Tsai Ting-kang, the present Associate Director-General of the Shui Wu Chu. In the naval battle of
Yalu, 1894, a pioneer student, Admiral Woo Ying-foo, won the much coveted Manchu title of Bahtuhlu\fn{A title
bestowed for active service in the field that carried with it the right to wear the peacock feather } for conspicuous bravery.
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The Kin-Chang Railroad was built by the late Chief Engineer Jim Tien Yu, a pioneer student.
Many others have gained fame and honour in different fields of activities.
*
Such then were the pioneer students who had the courage in those days to face the perils of a long and
uncertain voyage across the Pacific and an overland journey of more than 3,000 miles; who lived in an alien land,
in order to learn its language, science and literature; who on their return demonstrated to their countrymen the
wisdom as well as the benefit of commercial and friendly intercourse with occidental nations, thereby
strengthening and enriching their own country and bringing about in time the brotherhood of nations. The pioneer
students have served their days and generation; they have given the best of their life energy to the building up of a
new China.
Of the 120 pioneer students, more than half have gone over to the Great Beyond. But those remaining,
although they have passed three score years, show no sign of diminished activity; and many are still in the saddle,
for few could afford to retire on their humble savings. This latter fact speaks for the honesty of the pioneer
students as a whole.
But the field of their usefulness is ever lessening as the years advance. You, young gentlemen, after your
graduation from this College, must carry on the noble and loving task to make this great Republic of ours strong
and prosperous among the leading nations of the world. Now, as students of the Customs College, you have a
special part to perform. Since China’s commerce is gradually expanding and more ports will be thrown open to
foreign trade, the establishment of customs houses will be on the increase, and more qualified assistants for the
Service will be required. This Customs College will be able to supply the Service with competent men. Therefore,
the future before you is full of bright prospects and your career will be of the most promising character. The hard
work that you put into your studies will not be in vain, for in due season you will be amply rewarded.
1851

181.57 Why Am I A Heathen?\fn{by Wong Chin Foo (1851-after 1893)} Canton?, China (M) 4
Born and raised a heathen, I learned and practiced its moral and religious code; and acting thereunder I was
useful to myself and many others. My conscience was clear, and my hopes as to future life were untrimmed by
distracting doubt. But, when about seventeen, I was transferred to the midst of our showy Christian civilization,
and at this impressionable period of life Christianity presented itself to me at first under its most alluring aspects:
kind Christian friends became particularly solicitous for my material and religious welfare, and I was only too
willing to know the truth.
I had to take a good deal for granted as to the inspiration of the Bible—as is necessary to do—to Christianize a
non-Christian mind; and I even advanced so far under the spell of my would-be soul-savers that I seriously
contemplated becoming the bearer of heavenly tidings to my “benighted” heathen people. But before qualifying
for this high mission, the Christian doctrine I would teach had to be learned,. and here on the threshold I was
bewildered by the multiplicity of Christian sects, each one claiming a monopoly of the only and narrow road to
heaven.
I looked into Presbyterianism only to retreat shudderingly from a belief in a merciless God who had long
foreordained most of the helpless human race to an eternal hell. To preach such a doctrine to intelligent heathen
would only raise in their minds doubts of my sanity, if they did not believe I was lying.
Then I dipped into Baptist doctrines, but found so many sects therein, of different “shells,” warring over the
merits of cold-water initiation and the method and time of using it, that I became disgusted with such trivialities;
and the question of close communion or not, only impressed me that some were very stingy with their bit of bread
and wine, and others a little less so.
Methodism struck me as a thunder-and-lightning religion—all profession and noise. You struck it, or it struck
you, like a spasm—and so you “experienced” religion.
The Congregationalists deterred me with their starchiness and self-conscious true-goodness, and their desire
only for high-toned affiliates.
Unitarianism seemed all doubt, doubting even itself.
A number of other Protestant sects based on some novelty or eccentricity—like Quakerism—I found not worth
a serious study by the non-Christian. But on one point this mass of Protestant dissension cordially agreed, and that
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was in a united hatred of Catholicism, the older form of Christianity. And Catholicism returned with interest this
animosity. It haughtily declared itself the only true Church, outside of which there was no salvation—for
Protestants especially; that its chief prelate was the personal representative of God on earth, and that he was
infallible.
Here was religious unity, power, and authority with a vengeance. But, in chorus, my solicitous Protestant
friends beseeched me not to touch Catholicism, declaring it was worse than my heathenism—in which I agreed;
but the same line of argument also convinced me that Protestantism stood in the same category.
*
In fact, the more I studied Christianity in its various phases, and listened to the animadversions of one sect
upon another, the more it seemed to me “sounding brass and tinkling cymbals.”
Disgusted with sectarianism, I turned to a simple study of the inspired “Bible” for enlightenment.
The creation fable did not disturb me, nor the Eden incident; but some vague doubts did arise with the deluge
and Noah’s ark; it seemed a reflection on a just and merciful Divinity. And I was not at all satisfied of the honesty
and goodness of Jacob, or his family, or their descendants, or that there was any particular merit or reason for their
being the “chosen” of God, to the detriment of the rest of mankind; for they so appreciated God’s special
patronage that on every occasion they ran after other gods, and had a special idolatry for the “Golden Calf,” to
which some Christians allege they are still devoted.
That God, failing to make something out of this stiff-necked race, concluded to send his Son to redeem a few
of them, and a few of the long-neglected Gentiles, is not strikingly impressive to the heathen. It may be flattering
to the Christian to know it required the crucifixion of God to save him, and that nothing less would do; but it
opens up a series of inferences that makes the idea more and more incomprehensible, and more and more
inconsistent with a Will, Purpose, Wisdom, and Justice thoroughly Divine.
But when I got to the New Dispensation, with its sin-forgiving business, I figuratively “went to pieces” on
Christianity. The idea that, however wicked the sinner, he had the same chance of salvation, “through the Blood of
the Lamb,” as the most God-fearing—in fact, that the eleventh-hour man was entitled to the same heavenly
compensation as the one who had labored in the Lord’s vineyard from the first hour—all this was absolutely
preposterous.
It was not just, and God is Justice.
Applying this dogma, I began to think of my own prospects on the other side of Jordan. Suppose Dennis
[Denis] Kearney, the California sand-lotter, should slip in and meet me there, would he not be likely to forget his
heavenly songs, and howl once more, “The Chinese must go!” and organize a heavenly crusade to have me and
others immediately cast out into the other place?\fn{ Denis Kearney was a rabid anti-Chinese hater and agitator who rose to
political fame as the leader of the so-called “Workingmen’s Party” of California in the late 1870s. He was known for his demagogic
speeches and the refrain, “The Chinese must go,” which he delivered at outdoor rallies to stir up anti-Chinese sentiment among the white
working class—probably in imitation of Cicero, who, after every speech in the Roman Senate ended his discourse, no matter what the
topic, with the sentence: “Carthage must be destroyed!” }

And then the murderers, cut-throats, and thieves whose very souls had become thoroughly impregnated 'with
their life-long crimes—these were they to become “pure new-born babes”—all within a few short hours of a
death-preparation—while I, the good heathen (supposing the case), who had done naught but good to my fellow
heathen, who had spent most of my hard earnings regularly in feeding the hungry, and clothing the naked, and
succoring the distressed, and had died of yellow fever, contracted from a deserted fellow being stricken with the
disease, whom no Christian would nurse, I was unmercifully consigned to hell’s everlasting fire, simply because I
had not heard of the glorious saving power of the Lord Jesus, or because the construction of my mind would not
permit me to believe in the peculiar redeeming powers of Christ! But, then, it was gently insinuated:
“Oh, no! You heathen who had not heard of Christ will not be punished quite so severely when you die as
those who heard the gospel and believed it not.”
The more I read the Bible the more afraid I was to become a Christian. The idea of coming into daily or hourly
contact with cold-blooded murderers, cut-throats, and other human scourges, who had but a few moments of
repentance before roaming around heaven, was abhorrent. And suppose, to this horde of shrewd, “civilized”
criminals should be added the fanatic thugs of India; the pirates of China, the slavers, the cannibals, et at. Well,
this is enough to shock and dismay any mild, decent soul not schooled in eccentric Christianity.
*
It is not only because I want to be honest, and to be sure of heavenly home, that I chose to sign myself “Your
heathen,” but because I want to be as happy as I can, in order to live longer; and I believe I can live longer here by
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being sincere and practical in my faith.
In the first place, my faith does not teach me predestination, nor that my life is what the gods hath long
foreordained, but is what I make of it myself; and naturally much of this depends on the way I live.
Unlike Christianity, “our” Church is not eager for converts; but, like Free Masonry, we think our religious
doctrine strong enough to attract the seekers after light and truth to offer themselves without urging, or
proselytizing efforts. It pre-eminently teaches me to mind my own business, to be contented with what I have, to
possess a mind that is tranquil, and a body at ease at all times—in a word it says:
“Whatsoever ye would not that others should do unto you do ye not even so unto them.”
We believe that if we are not able to do anybody any good, we should do nothing at all to harm them. This is
better than the restless Christian doctrine of ceaseless action. Idleness is no wrong when actions fail to bring forth
fruits of merit. It is these fruitless trials of one thing and another that produce so much misery in Christian society.
If my shoe factory employs 500 men, and gives me an annual profit of $10,000, why should I substitute therein
machinery by the use of which I need only 100 men, thus not only throwing 400 contented, industrious men into
misery, but making myself more miserable by heavier responsibilities, with possibly less profit?
We heathen believe in the happiness of a common humanity, while the Christian’s only practical belief appears
to be money-making (golden-calf worshiping); and there is more money to be made by being “in the swim” as a
Christian than by being a heathen. Even a Christian preacher makes more money in one year than a heathen
banker in two. I do not blame them for their money-making, but for their way of making it.
How many eminent Christian preachers sincerely believe in all the Christian mysteries they preach? And yet it
is policy to be apparently in earnest; in fact,. some are in real earnest rather from the force of habit than otherwise;
like a Bowery auctioneer who, to make trade, provides customers too—to keep up the appearance of rushing
business. The more converts made, the more profit to the church, and the more wealth in the pocket of the
dominie. …
If we do anything charitable we do not advertise it like the Christian, nor do we suppress knowledge of the
meritorious acts of others, to humor our vanity or gratify our spleen. An instance of this was conspicuous during
the Memphis yellow-fever epidemic a few years ago,\fn{ In 1872 an outbreak of yellow fever caused the deaths of over 5,000
residents of Memphis, Tennessee, and caused the city to go bankrupt } and when the Chinese were virulently persecuted all
over the United States. Chinese merchants in China donated $40,000 at that time to the relief of plague-stricken
Memphis, but the Christians quietly swallowed the sweet morsel without even a “thank you.” But they did
advertise it, heavily and strongly, all over the world, when they paid $137,000 to the Chinese Government as petty
compensation for the massacre of 23 Chinamen by civilized American Christians, and for robbing these and other
poor heathen of their earthly possessions.\fn{A reference to an outbreak of violence against Chinese immigrants in Rock Springs,
Wyoming, which resulted in 43 Chinese casualties (28 of which were killed) and a corresponding payment by the Federal Congress of
$150,000 in compensation to the survivors}

In matters of charity Christians invariably let their right hand know what the left is doing, and cry it out from
the house-tops. The heathen is too dignified for such childish vainness.
*
Of course, we decline to admit all the advantages of your boosted civilization; or that the white race is the only
civilized one. Its civilization is borrowed, adapted, and shaped from our older form.
China has a national history of at least 4,000 years, and had a printed history 3,500 years before a European
discovered the art of type-printing. In the course of our national existence our race has passed, like others, through
mythology, superstition, witchcraft, establised religion, to philosophical religion. We have been “blest” with at
least half a dozen religions more than any other nation. None of them were rational enough to become the abiding
faith of an intelligent people; but when we began to reason we succeeded in making society better and its
government more protective and our great Reasoner, Confucius, reduced our various social and religious ideas
into book form and so perpetuated them.
China, with its teeming population of 400,000,000, is demonstration enough of the satisfactory results of this
religious evolution. Where else can it be paralleled?
Call us heathen, if you will, the Chinese are still superior in social administration and social order. Among
400,000,000 of Chinese there are fewer murders and robberies in a year than there are in New York State.
True, China supports a luxurious monarch, whose every whim must be gratified; yet, withal, its people are the
most lightly taxed in the world, having nothing to pay but from tilled-soil, rice, and salt; and yet she has not a
single dollar of national debt.
Such implicit confidence have we Chinese in our heathen politicians that we leave the matter of jurisprudence
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entirely in their hands; and they are able to devise the best possible laws for the preservation of life, property, and
happiness, without Christian demagogism, or by the cruel persecution of one class to promote the selfish interests
of another; and we are so far heathenish as to no longer persecute men simply on account of race, color, or
previous condition of servitude, but treat them all according to individual worth.
Though we may differ from the Christian in appearance, manners, and general ideas of civilization, we do not
organize into cowardly mobs under the guise of social or political reform, to plunder and murder with impunity;
and we are so far advanced in our heathenism as to no longer tolerate popular feeling or religious prejudice to
defeat justice or cause injustice. …
We do not embrace our wives before our neighbor’s eyes, and abuse them in the privacy of home. If we wish
to fool our neighbors at all about our domestic affairs we would rather reverse the exhibition—let them think we
disliked our wife, while love at home would be the warmer.
I would rather marry in the heathen fashion than in the Christian mode, because in the former instance I would
take a wife for life, while in the second instance it is entirely a game of chance.
We bring up our children to be our second selves in every sense of the word. The Christian’s children, like
himself, are all on the lookout for No. 1, and it is a common result that the old people are badly “left” in their old
age. …
Christians are continually fussing about religion; they build great churches and make long prayers; and yet
there is more wickedness in the neighborhood of a single church district of one thousand people in New York than
among one million heathen, churchless and unsermonized.
Christian talk is long and loud about how to be good and to act charitably. It is all charity, and no fraternity
—“there, dog, take your crust and be thankful!” And is it, therefore, any wonder there is more heart-breaking and
suicides in the single state of New York in a year than in all of China?
The difference between the heathen and the Christian is that the heathen does good for the sake of doing good.
With the Christian, what little good he does he does it for immediate honor and for future reward; he lends to the
Lord and wants compound interest. In fact, the Christian is the worthy heir of his religious ancestors.
The heathen does much and says little about it; the Christian does little good, but when he does he wants it in
the papers and on his tombstone.
Love men for the good they do you is a practical Christian idea, not for the good you should do them as a
matter of human duty. So Christians love the heathen; yes, the heathen’s possessions; and in proportion to these
the Christian’s love grows in intensity. When the English wanted the Chinamen’s gold and trade, they said they
wanted “to open China for their missionaries.” And opium was the chief, in fact, only missionary they looked
after, when they forced the ports open. And this infamous Christian introduction among Chinamen has done more
injury, social and moral, in China than all the humanitarian agencies of Christianity could remedy in 200 years.
And on you, Christians, and on your greed of gold we lay the burden of the crime resulting; of tens of millions
of honest, useful men and women sent thereby to a premature death after a short miserable life, besides the
physical and moral prostration it entails even where it does not prematurely kill! And this great national curse was
thrust on us at the points of Christian bayonets. And you wonder why we are heathen? . . .
In public affairs, it is either niggardliness that puts a premium on dishonesty, or loose extravagance for show,
that encourages political debauchery and jobbery. In general, businessmen are lauded as great financiers who
actually conspire to buy laws, place judges, control senates, corner and regulate at will the price of natural
products; and, in fact, act as if the whole political and social machinery should be a lever to them to operate
against the interests of the nation and people. In a heathen country, such conspirators against social order and the
general welfare would have short shrift.
Here in New York, the richest and the poorest city in the world, misery pines while wealth arrogantly stalks.
The poor have the votes, and yet elect those who betray them for lucre to corporate and capitalistic interests; and
the administration of justice—in fact, the whole system of jurisprudence—is to stimulate crime rather than
prevent it. As to preventing poverty, or rendering it less intolerable, that is the most remote thought of religious
and political local administration. It is no wonder, under such circumstances and conditions, that New York is a
most heavily taxed city, and the worst governed for the interests of New York. “Public office a public trust?”
Rather, it is a form to be worked, Christian-like, for all it is worth. Public spiritedness and moral worth have no
value or utility in “practical” Christian politics. Such civic virtues “don’t pay.”
Do as we do. Give public office to the competent. Pay them well. If they are inefficient or indifferent, remove
them at once. If dishonest, morally or financially, kill them as traitors.
“It is better that a child knows only what is right and what is wrong than to have a rote knowledge of all the
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books of the sages, and yet not know what is right and what is wrong.”
Collegiate education does not necessarily make a youth fit for the duties of life. And men like [Abraham]
Lincoln, [Horace] Greeley, and other such Americans prove it.
“The most successful youth in life is not the most learned, but the most unblemished in conduct.”
So say the heathen. But here, it is called smart when a boy is merely impudent to the old, and it is “smartness,”
and is excused by the phrase that “boys will be boys,” when a boy throws a stone with malice to break someone’s
window, or do some injury. And parents of such a boy, while they chide, will secretly chuckle,
“He’s got the makings of a man in him.”
It is our motto, “If we cannot bring up our children to think and do for us when we are old as we did for them
when they were young, it is better not to rear them at all.” But the Christian style is for children to expect their
parents to do all for them, and then for the children to abandon the parents as soon as possible.
On the whole, the Christian way strikes us as decidedly an unnatural one; it is everyone for himself—parents
and children even. Imagine my feelings, if my own son, whom I loved better than my own life, for whom I had
sacrificed all my comforts and luxury, should, through some selfish motive, go to law with me to get his share
prematurely of my property, and even have me declared a lunatic, or have me arrested and imprisoned, to
subserve his interest or intrigue! Is this a rare Christian case? Can it be charged against heathenism?
We heathen are a God-fearing race. Aye, we believe the whole Universe—creation—whatever exists and has
existed—is of God and in God; that, figuratively, the thunder is His voice and the lightning His mighty hands; that
everything we do and contemplate doing is seen and known by Him; that He created this and other worlds to
effectuate beneficent, not merciless, designs, and that all that He has done is for the steady, progressive benefit of
the creatures whom He endowed with life and sensibility, and to whom as a consequence He owes and gives
paternal care, and will give paternal compensation and justice; yet His voice will threaten and His mighty hand
chastise those who deliberately disobey His sacred laws and their duty to their fellow man.
“Do unto others as you wish they would do unto you,” or “Love your neighbor as yourself,” is the great Divine
law which Christians and heathen alike hold, but which the Christians ignore.
This is what keeps me the heathen I am!
And I earnestly invite the Christians of America to come to Confucius.
1852

203.129 My Concubine Madam Yang\fn{by Lin Shu aka Liu Qinnan (1852-1924)} Fujian Province, China (M) 2
The 16th day of the 5th month, 1924. My concubine Madam Yang has just passed her 50 th birthday, and to mark
the occasion I wrote an account of her life. No one since ancient times has ever written a birthday essay recording
the life of his concubine, so this is a practice which has started with me.
Yu, née Yang, Daoyu to us, was from Yangzhou. She lived in poverty when she was a child. At the age of five,
she entered the household of Mr. Sun, Transport Commissioner.
One cold winter day; Daoyu stared at the heavy snow with tears pouring down her cheeks. When asked, she
said she was mourning her parents who lived in a mat-shed and died in a heavy snow. Marvelling at this, Madam
Chen, wife of Fan Jishan whose style name is Guangwen, asked Mr. Sun for the girl and adopted her as a
daughter.
When she grew up, Madam Chen was very selective about whom to marry her to, and as a result, not till she
was twenty-four was she married to me as a concubine. In the following year, she bore me a son, Lu.
In the year 1913, we moved to the Capital from Hangzhou. My eldest son, Gui, was appointed a county
magistrate on completing the construction of the imperial tomb. Before his audience with the Emperor, he needed
to pay the fees for a guarantor in the Board of Civil Office and registration charges amounting to 4,000 dollars,
which was equal to five years’ savings for me. When the money was taken out of Daoyu’s chest, she did not show
the slightest concern. I asked,
“How come you don’t grudge these 4,000 dollars?” She replied,
“A concubine who takes money belonging to the wife’s sons to enrich her own will bring misfortune on her
own sons. Though I am uneducated, I have seen dreadful catastrophes that had befallen other families. I wouldn’t
let down my lady by doing anything against my conscience.” I was moved to tears by this.
When my younger brother died at the age of forty, he left two sons, Xiu and Yu, to be provided for by me.
Daoyu said,
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“Now that my Master is taking care of these two orphans who when they grow up will be no more than
commoners, won’t it be a good idea for you to send them to school? You don’t have many brothers, so you should
nurture the younger generation so as to make the Lin family prosper.”
To that I agreed whole-heartedly, so I spent over 2,000 dollars on their education and their weddings. Xiu, who
is a section head in the Army Board, has risen to the rank of major-general, while Yu, who joined the Navy Board,
is also a section head. Whenever they return from their offices, Daoyu treats them respectfully and they, too, treat
her as their own mother.
My in-law Zhou Songsun, Compiler of the Hanlin Academy, had served the late Emperor with his art of
healing. After the 1911 Revolution, he took to drinking and crying all day till he died. Madam Zhou went with my
daughter-in-law Lucheng periodically to mourn him by the side of his coffin, and she wailed so hard that she
started to spit blood. Daoyu said to me,
“Since a grave site hasn’t been found for the Compiler, and Madam Zhou can’t stop grieving, we’d better
arrange for his burial.” I asked,
“But where do we find the money?” She said,
“I have saved about 500 dollars—that should be enough.” I said,
“Such deeds were highly commended by the ancients. I shall help you accomplish it.”
So I made the arrangements accordingly. When she met Madam Zhou afterwards, Daoyu refrained from any
mention of the Compiler’s funeral.
Daoyu has five sons and four daughters. She also has three grandsons, who, being very young, scatter food all
over the table when they eat. Daoyu always waits till the children are finished before she starts eating her simple
meal of a bowl of rice and a plate of vegetables. This has been her practice for twenty years. In eating so simply
she is in fact giving her own food to my family guests. What is more, she is always concerned that her frugal
habits would make her an ungenerous hostess.
She is very kind to the servants and maids of the house. The woman servant Lu is sixty years old; the sedanchair bearer Dawei and the cook Wang San were both taken ill. Though all three of them have returned to their
own homes, Daoyu still sends money to them every month to support them. As for servants who died, she has
provided them with coffins and burial. She does all these things with money she has saved from housekeeping,
and without letting me know.
At home, she wears simple clothes like a servant's. One day a student of mine, Chen, came to visit me with his
favourite concubine dressed in glamorous clothes. When they came in, they saw Daoyu drying clothes in the yard,
wearing worn-out shoes. Mistaking her for a maid, they asked to see the mistress of the house. She said that the
lady had died a long time ago. Then they requested to see the concubine. Daoyu said with a smile,
“You don’t need to ask: that’s me.” The guests were so embarrassed at the way they were dressed that they left.
My son Gui treats Daoyu with the highest respect. To his friends he always refers to her as “my adoptive
stepmother”. When he left his post in Jilin and returned to the capital last year, he suggested to me that, since the
following year would be his stepmother’s 50th birthday, I hold a ceremony to give her the status of a wife. I said,
“You go and talk to her yourself.”
Daoyu declined the offer modestly.
“Being a concubine is no humiliation, but to forget one’s own humbleness and scheme for high standing is real
humiliation. Out of love for your father you want to honour me as your mother. This shows your kindness. But for
the sake of honour, I cannot accept it.”
Gui could do nothing but withdraw. I respect her modesty highly.
In the 5th mongh of this year, I had a gathering with some of my Fujian friends to celebrate Daoyu’s birthday.
When I showed this recod of Daoyu’s life to my friends, they all knew very well that it was not a false
commendation. Of Daoyu’s five sons, only the fourth, Cong, is good at classical Chinese. Chen Daqfu often
teases me:
It won’t be too difficultfor your son to surpass your aqchievements.”
If my son Cong can indeed surpass me, his writing will certqinly bring glory to his mother in her old age. But
in this I will not be playing a part.\fn{ According to an introductory note, the author died four months after having written this
account}
274.80c Excerpts from On The Pillow That I Myself Embroidered With Landscape\fn{by Zeng Yi (1852-1927)}
China (F) -1
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1
I bought some silk to embroider the landscape of a spring river,
And then composed a new poem that is as beautiful as those Six Dynasties poems.
2
How can a distant hill be as slim and firm as my poetic mind,
The howling west wind is urging the leaves to fall.
The cool moon cannot be shut in by the hills;
Autumn sounds, in quest of it, travel to my pillow.
207.109 Excerpt from Testimony Of A Confucian Woman: The Autobiography Of Mrs. Nie Zeng Jifen
(1852-1942)\fn{by Mrs. Nie Zeng Jifen (1852-1942)} Peking, China (F) 9
1
I was born on the eighteenth of May 1852, the year that the Taiping Rebellion swept across China. I grew to
young womanhood in the 1850s and early 1860s while the flames of that great rebellion consumed the provinces
of central China from which my family had sprung.
But I came into the world in north China, in the imperial city, Peking. My father, Zeng Guofan (1811-72) was a
powerful official of the imperial government, vice-president of one of its principal ministries, the Board of Rites.
His official career and his personality, about which I will say much more, influenced every aspect of my life until
his death in 1872, and even thereafter.
The house on Gujia Street where I was born in the small hours of the morning was large. It accommodated our
family, which—in addition to my father and my mother, Madam Ouyang (1815-74)—included two brothers, four
sisters, and several servants.
My first-born brother died of smallpox when he was only three, and a fifth sister, afflicted with a weakness of
the spleen, had succumbed to dysentery. Still sorrowing for her untimely death, my family especially welcomed
me and lavished on me their love and attention.
At the time of my birth, my paternal grandparents—Zeng Linshu (1790-1857) and his wife, Madam Jiang
(1785-1852)—were living at their family home in the Xiangxiang District of the central Chinese province of
Hunan, just west of the provincial capital, Changsha. My mother’s ancestral home was in the Hengyang District
of Hunan. Her parents, Ouyang Cangming (1787-1869) and Madam Qiu (1787-?), were in their early sixties,
having married in 1807, the year my grandfather began his studies in preparation for the imperial civil service
examinations.
No sooner had I come into the world than Father’s career began to in- fluence the course my life would follow.
On July 28, 1852, orders from the court directed Father to proceed to Jiangxi Province in the southeast to preside
over the conduct of the imperial civil service examinations. He set out on August 9, leaving us in the capital, and
arrived at Xiaochi in northern Anhui Province, more than four hundred miles south of Peking, on September 8.
There, news that his mother had died reached him. He immediately entered mourning and altered his course
westward for his parents’ home in the Xiangxiang District of Hunan. The situation in Hunan was perilous; the
Taipings had placed Changsha under siege.
When the news of my paternal grandmother’s death reached our family in Peking, my mother also entered
mourning—together with the children—and began preparations for our return to Hunan. Father’s Hunanese
friends and colleagues, who had received their civil service degrees the same year as he, went to great pains to
assist us, even dispatching a special messenger to determine a route secure from the threat of rebel military
activity. My father, however, made arrangements for my mother’s brother, Ouyang Muyun, to join us in Peking
and escort us to Xiangxiang. My mother and we children set out from Peking in the care of Uncle Muyun on what
proved to be a long and arduous journey. I would not set foot in the imperial capital again for more than eighty
years.
I was nourished on the journey to Xiangxiang by a wet nurse Mother engaged on the eve of our departure. This
woman had been employed by a neighbor named Li, but she was a southerner and eager to return to her home in
the south. Because of the inadequacy of her own milk, Mother had previously engaged a northern wet nurse;
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however, Mother never cared for the northern woman’s personal traits, and she was pleased to have this
newcomer join our caravan.
We traveled overland for more than six hundred miles to Xiangyang in northern Hubei, then by boat for several
hundred miles down the Han River to Hankou. From there we sailed west on the Yangzi through Dongting Lake
and south on the Xiang River to Changsha, a journey of well over a thousand miles. It was a difficult trip. We
were frightened many times along the way by the sounds of fleeing troops. Mother was exhausted. My eldest
brother, Zeng Jize (1839-90), lost his footing and almost slipped into the water. Fortunately, Uncle Muyun saw
him and pulled him back to safety.
After we arrived in Xiangxiang we lived in the Golden Hall, a residence built by my grandfather, Zeng Linshu.
His father, Zeng Yuping (1774-1849), had lived in a residence called the White Jade Hall in the countryside of
Xiangxiang District. When the family property was divided, fertile lands went to his oldest brother. Zeng Yuping
did not contest this; as a result, all he inherited was the White Jade Hall and unproductive land in various other
places, which he gave to Grandfather’s younger brother. Grandfather built the Golden Hall as a separate
residence.
In February 1853, the Taiping siege of Changsha having been lifted, Father, in response to an imperial edict,
set about training the Hunan Braves (the famed Xiang Army), who ultimately were victorious over the Taipings.
In November he received orders to lead his forces eastward against the Taipings, who had established their capital
at Nanjing in 1853, and then attacked westward into Hubei. In February of the following year, Father led a flotilla
northward from Hengzhou on the Xiang River against the Taipings who were advancing southward from Hubei
into Hunan. Later that summer forces under Father’s command expelled the Taipings from Hunan and continued
their advance northward, seizing the Taiping stronghold at Wuchang in Hubei at the confluence of the Han and
Yangzi rivers in the fall of 1854.
Meanwhile, in October 1854, Father declined an imperial appointment as governor of Hubei, but he continued
to direct the struggle against the Taipings under the title of vice president of the Board of War. In 1855 he led his
forces eastward into Jiangxi. Uncle Zeng Guoquan (1824-90), having passed the metropolitan examinations in the
civil service, also took command of militia units battling the Taipings. The following year, 1856, Father’s forces
fighting in Jiangxi were reinforced by units under the command of Uncle Zeng Guohua (1822-58).
In 1854, while Father was leading the struggle against the Taipings in Hubei and Jiangxi, I left my parents’
home and went to live as the adopted daughter of Father’s youngest brother, Zeng Guobao (1828-63). He and his
wife, Madam Deng, had no children of their own, so, following the customary practice for childless couples, they
adopted Jiqu, the son of my father’s brother Zeng Guohuang (1820-85). Since Zeng Guobao and Madam Deng
also wanted daughters, they asked to adopt my fourth sister, Jichun, and me. Madam Deng moved us from the
Golden Hall to the town of Zitian to be closer to her mother. From then until I was eleven I was raised in their
home.
When my grandfather Zeng Linshu died on February 27, 1857, my father and Uncle Zeng Guoquan resigned
their commands and hurried home to Xiangxiang to mourn. Father had been directing operations at Ruizhou in
central Jiangxi, and Uncle Zeng Guoquan was at Ji’an, about a hundred miles to the south. Both had to journey
approximately two hundred miles westward to reach Xiangxiang.
Another tragedy befell our family that year when Madam He, the first wife of my brother Jize, died in
childbirth while residing in the Golden Hall. Strangely, her mother also had died there; the house acquired
somewhat of a reputation for misfortune. When Uncle Zeng Guoquan’s wife became pregnant, she was fearful of
dwelling there. Consequently, she engaged a wizard to exorcise the evil spirits that seemed to inhabit the place.
My father was at home at the time, mourning and feeling especially depressed and melancholy. He happened to be
dozing during the day when he heard the disturbance created by the exorcist. Father upbraided him angrily.
Before long, in the winter of 1857, Uncle Zeng Guoquan moved his family to the manor house across from the
Golden Hall at the head of the valley of the Zeng family.
In June 1858 Father’s mourning was interrupted by orders from the court to provide relief to the imperial
forces battling the Taipings in Zhejiang. He set out from Xiangxiang on July 13, again entering Jiangxi. Later that
year, in November, Uncle Zeng Guohua fell in battle at Sanhe in central Anhui Province. His forces suffered a
crushing defeat from Taiping units under the command of Chen Yucheng (d.1862).
In July 1859 Father was ordered to the southwest province of Sichuan to block an anticipated Taiping
offensive. His orders were changed en route, however, and he stopped at Wuchang, where he began planning for
the recovery of Anqing, the strategic river port in Anhui Province held by the Taipings since 1853. He was
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encamped in Anhui in early 1860 when he received the news that his uncle, Zeng Jiyun (d.1860) had died at the
ancestral home in Xiangxiang.
Unable to leave his command, Father requested forty days’ leave for mourning but returned to his duties before
a month had passed. Shortly thereafter an edict named him Acting Governor General of the Liangjiang Provinces
(Jiangxi, Jiangsu, and Anhui). He then moved his headquarters to Qimen in southern Anhui; from there he could
direct the attack on Anqing. On August 10, he was confirmed as Governor General of the Liangjiang provinces
and Imperial Commissioner for the Suppression of the Taipings.
In September 1860, when news reached Father’s headquarters that British and French forces pressing for treaty
revision had invaded north China and occupied Peing, he petitioned the court for permission to advance on the
capital. However, the initiation of peace talks leading to the conclusion of the Peking Conventions made the
presence of his forces in Peking unnecessary; he was instructed to remain in Anhui.
This was a dangerous time in Father’s military career. His headquarters at Qimen was under constant attack by
superior Taiping forces throughout the autumn and winter of 1860-61 until he was relieved by Hunanese units
commanded by Zuo Zongtang (1812-85). Then, in September 1861, units commanded by Uncle Zeng Guoquan
recaptured Anqing from the Taipings, and Father shifted his headquarters to that city, whence he would launch his
attack on the Taiping capital, Nanjing, several hundred miles downstream.
It was more than three years since the emperor had summoned Father from mourning in Xiangxiang to renew
the struggle against the Taipings. During those years our family had strengthened ties with other gentry families in
Hunan through the second marriage of my brother Jize, in 1859, and the marriage of three of my older sisters in
1861 and 1862. Jize’s second wife, Madam Liu, was the daughter of the renowned Hunanese military leader Liu
Rang (1816-73) who had fought for many years at Father’s side.
My oldest sister, Jijing, married Yuan Yusheng of the Xiangtan District of Hunan in late 1861. Yuan was the
son of Yuan Fangying, a holder of the jinshi degree (1845) and a former district magistrate of Songjiang in
Jiangsu. But the younger Yuan was neither a scholar nor a gentleman. My sister endured his arrogance and illmanners, but within a decade she succumbed to illness.
In March 1862 my second oldest sister, Jiyao, married Chen Song-sheng of the Chaling District of Hunan. He
was the son of Chen Yuan-dui, who had passed the civil service examinations and obtained the jinshi degree in
1838, the same year as Father. Later he served as a magistrate at Ji’an in Jiangxi and at Chizhou in Anhui before
falling in battle against the Taipings. The younger Chen was a person of perverse disposition and straitened
finances. Although my sister’s life with him was difficult, she felt deeply for him and did not complain.
In May of the same year, my third sister, Jichen, married Lo Yunji. His father was the famed anti-Taiping
leader Lo Zenan (1808-56), who rose from a government student to receive the highest imperial recognition for
his personal qualities of character. He later served with Father as a leader of the Hunan Braves, distinguishing
himself in battle and earning an appointment as taotai of the Ningbo, Shaoxing, and Taizhou Circuit in Zhejiang,
with the additional title of Financial Commissioner. But he was mortally wounded in combat with Taipings in
1856. Jichen’s marriage to the son of Lo Zenan was also an unhappy one. She had a domineering mother-in-law
who bade her scour the chamber pots and do the bidding of the servant girls.
When Father learned of the treatment that his daughters Jijing and Jichen suffered in their husbands’ homes, he
expressed his deep concern, but there was little he could do to improve their lot. He did, however, urge Jijing’s
husband, Yuan Yusheng, to mend his ways. He also asked my brother Jize to try politely to help Yuan overcome
his failings. Father further counseled Jichen to suffer patiently the harsh treatment of her mother-in-law. I will say
more about their married lives and about my fourth sister’s marriage as well. Unfortunately, they all had unhappy
lives with their husbands.
On March 7, 1862, my adoptive mother, Madam Deng, died during an epidemic which ravaged the countryside
in Xiangxiang. I then moved back to the Golden Hall to be with my natural mother, Madam Ouyang, in the
household of my father. Early in 1863 my adoptive father, Uncle Zeng Guobao, also passed away at his military
encampment in the Congyang District of Anhui, having taxed himself physically beyond endurance.
When I returned to my father’s home in 1862, I began my formal education. My brother Zeng Jihong (184881) and I studied with a schoolmaster, Mr. Deng Yinjie.
At first I attempted the Lunyu (The sayings of Confucius), but, fearing that I would be unable to master these, I
changed to the Youxue, selections from the Liji (Book of Rites) Chuli Shang (Summary of the Rules of Ceremony,
Part 1), a text that assumes that learning begins in the second decade of life. I didn’t understand the importance of
diligence in the classroom; consequently, my accomplishments were very limited. Subsequently, when
schoolmaster Deng Yinjie’s son joined the class, my studies were terminated because he was not of our family. I
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spent my time instead making shoes and stockings with my sisters, for Mother, despite her aristocratic
background, was very frugal and employed few servants.
Our family was reunited at Father’s headquarters in Anqing in 1863. On November 10, Mother and her sons,
daughters, daughter-in-law, and grandchild set out from our home in Hunan to the governor general’s residence in
Anqing. My second sister, Jiyao, was the only one of the children who did not accompany her. Escorting us on the
journey were the schoolmaster Deng Yinjie and my mother’s brother, Muyun. My brother Jize had preceded us to
Anqing.
The family traveled in Father’s personal launch prepared specially by Admiral Peng Yulin (1816-90). The four
bulkheads were spread with white silk on which Admiral Peng himself had painted plum blossoms. The launch’s
decorations and furnishings were far superior to those of ordinary vessels. On the stem was a tower from which
one could look into the distance. It was called the first ship of the Yangzi. Along the way we saw the scenery at
the Yueyang Tower overlooking the northern shore of Dongting Lake and Huanghe (Yellow Crane) Tower in the
mountains near Wuchang in Hubei. As they came into our field of vision we admired them, but we were unable to
go ashore,
In Anqing, the former residence of Taiping general Chen Yucheng—also known to the Taipings as Brave
Prince and to his enemies as the four-eyed dog—was Father’s temporary headquarters. Within the headquarters
the women’s quarters had only a single courtyard. In front was an official personnel office, in the rear a courtyard,
and on the left side there was some vacant land. Father made a minor addition of three rooms in order to house his
two daughters and their husbands separately. Furthermore, he made separate doors so that entry and exit were by
different paths. When Father arrived in a new place he liked to make a planting of bamboo, so there was bamboo
surrounding this building. He also liked to construct observation towers from which one could look into the
distance. Consequently, he added a small tower atop the three rooms. Moreover, each evening he climbed the
tower atop the main building and prayed to Heaven. No incense and joss sticks were set out. There was simply a
ceremonial cushion for kneeling and nothing more. The cost of all repairs and rebuilding came from Father’s
official salary. He did not use cash from public funds.
When Mother brought the family east to Anqing from our native place in Hunan, only one old woman servant
accompanied her. Mother paid her eight-hundred cash each month. My oldest sister, Jijing, who had married into
the Yuan family, had one young maidservant. My third sister, Jichen, who had married into the Lo family, had
none. The heavy work in the house was done by my mother’s servant. In Anqing we purchased a maidservant,
paying more than ten strings of cash for her. When Father learned of this he rebuked us sharply. So we presented
her to the Guo family, who later were related to us through the marriage of their daughter to my brother Jihong.
Father’s governance of the household was thus austere and frugal. My sister-in-law and sisters dared not have a
maidservant or the old woman dress their hair.
When I was young, I was bothered with head lice; therefore, I kept my hair short. I was eleven before I began
letting it grow. Because my hair was short and I was young, the old woman called Ding dressed my hair. When I
was twelve, the gathered topknot was popular. One had to wrap the hair around a wire frame. I heard of this style
and wished to imitate it, but I made the topknot too large. Father saw it and jokingly said,
“I must call the carpenter and have him enlarge the frame of the main gate so that you can walk through.”
He was usually solemn with his sons and daughters; however, he occasionally made jokes. Once he said to my
mother,
“Our youngest daughter looks like the Buddha Amitabha.” In the Xiangxiang patois looking like the Buddha
Amitabha means appearing to be a little simple-minded.
Although I was only a small child when I was at the governor general’s residence, like my older sisters I never
set foot outside the gate. However, from the observation tower [was able to see the processions going forth on
stilts to welcome the local gods, and I also learned something of the conditions in the city.
On July 19, 1864, Nanjing was recaptured. Father went east to inspect the troops and then returned to Anqing.
On October I, 1864, the whole family set out for Nanjing. We moved into the Governor General’s residence on
October 10. When the Hunan Braves retook Nanjing, they searched for and captured the remnants of the Taiping
forces and burnt their dens. The great mansions, for the most part, were reduced to ashes, as, of course, was the
Palace of the Heavenly King in which the Taiping leader, Hong Xiuquan (1813-64), had resided. However,
because General Chen Yu=cheng (Brave Prince) had died previously, his palace was empty and thus was spared.
Therefore, Father used it temporarily as the Governor General’s residence. Later, when Li Hong-zhang (18231901)34 became Acting Governor General of the Liangjiang Provinces in 1865, he lived in the newly built
Jiangning prefectural residence.
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At home, Father always regulated our behavior closely in accordance with the rules of ritual. I recall when we
entered the Nanjing Governor General’s residence we had not yet completed the mourning period for Uncle Zeng
Guobao, who had died the previous year. I wore a lined jacket of blue wool and yellow silk trousers sewn with
green lace, bequeathed to me by my deceased sister-in-law, Madam He. Father saw this and criticized it as being
extravagant in a time of mourning. So I hurriedly switched to a pair of green trousers belonging to my third sister.
These trousers were also bequeathed by Madam He.
Father also insisted on the strictest standard of frugality. The women in the family handed down and used
among themselves the things that my sister-in-law had bequeathed. It was not easy to buy things in the
countryside then, and Madam He’s things were insufficient for our use. I recall when Jiyao, my second oldest
sister, was preparing to marry; she had a gold earpick weighing seven-tenths of an ounce and worth twenty-odd
strings of cash. One day it was stolen; mother was so upset that she didn’t sleep for several nights, worrying that
her daughter would have no ornament to adorn her head in her husband’s home.
On January 3, 1865, Jiyao and her husband arrived in Nanjing from Changsha. Since our female servants were
inadequate for our needs, my mother engaged an old woman named Hou from the Refugee Bureau at a monthly
wage of eight hundred cash.
When Tao Zhu (1779-1839) was Liangjiang Governor General (1830-39), this woman had entered service as a
wet nurse for his son. Later, the Tao family sought refuge from the Taipings in Hunan. The old woman’s husband
and children were lost in the confusion brought about by the war. After the rebels occupied Nanjing, the city
underwent a lengthy siege by imperial troops. The old and the weak in rebel-controlled areas were gradually
released and dispersed, and Uncle Zeng Guoquan established the Refugee Bureau to accommodate them. That is
how it came into existence.
When our family eventually returned to Hunan, the old woman Hou was unwilling to accompany us, so we
recommended her to Li Hong-zhang’s mother. Subsequently, when Li Hong-zhang was Acting Liangjiang
Governor General, she was still alive and in sound health. Moreover, she had accumulated some savings and
purchased ground for a grave for herself. She reckoned that to have served in the residence of the Liangjiang
Governor General thrice in one lifetime was indeed her good fortune.
While Father was in the military he never built a domicile for himself. However, during the reign of Emperor
Xianfeng (1851-62) he constructed a study, called the Siyun Hall, at our home in Hunan. The Hunan custom when
putting the roof on a new building is to recite a few phrases to celebrate the raising of the main beam. The
workers praised Father, singing with a Xiangxiang accent,
“The Liangjiang Governor General is too small. You must go to Nanjing and be Emperor.” For “small” this
Hunan popular saying used the word for “delicate.” One can see the general ignorance of the country people at
that time.
Each time Uncle Zeng Guoquan retook a great city from the Taipings he reported the victory, requested leave,
and returned home for a stay. He brought misfortune on himself by his efforts to acquire real estate. In 1859 he
built an impressive new home modeled after the architecture of an official residence. The front entrance was like
those in government offices, and there were several gates. The local people were rather free with their remarks
about it. When Father heard of it, he sent instructions to tear it down. I can still recall the ridgepole on the roof of
the theater that was part of this residence; it was a blue ceramic floral pattern of curved lines that had been fired in
Jiangxi.
Father did not buy land or residences, but in 1855, Uncle Zeng Guohuang bought land for Father in Hengyang
on the Xiang River, about one hundred miles south of Changsha. In 1867 he had a building, called the Fu Hou
Hall, erected on this land at a cost of seven thousand strings of cash. Father chided him for doing this. Although
Uncle Zeng Guoquan’s and Father’s circumstances were different, they were alike in that neither was conceited
because of his fame.
When Father served as an official in Peking his income was small. Each year he scrimped in order to send
money to his parents, though the amount was very small. While he was commanding the Hunan Army, he sent
them only ten or twenty taels a year. By the time he had achieved success and a distinguished position, his father,
Zeng Linshu, had already passed away. Therefore, Father no longer sent funds home. When he was Governor
General of Zhili (1868-71), he accumulated twenty thousand taels from his salary.
In 1865 the Nian rebels still ravaged north China. In May, the commander of the imperial troops, Prince
Senggelinqin (d. May 14, 1865), suffered a crushing defeat at Caozhou in western Shandong Province and died a
hero’s death.
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The court ordered Father to lead troops to north China to pacify the Nian. He set out on June 18. When the
time for Father to depart arrived, my sister Jichen availed herself of an auspicious day to take the son she had
borne in the Governor General’s residence on April 13 back to Hunan. Her mother-in-law, a ferocious and stern
woman, was the concubine of Lo Zenan. My sister was reluctant to go, and as the time for parting drew near she
was ever sorrowful and loving. When Father came from the Governor General’s residence to board the ship, the
infantry and naval forces of the whole city fired salutes to send him off. The noise was piercing and kept on
without end. My sister’s child became sick with fright. After they boarded the boat, the illness worsened, and they
had to return to the Governor General’s residence. Cures proved ineffective and in the end, the baby died.
In May 1866, while Father was encamped with his troops at Xuzhou in northern Jiangsu directing operations
against the Nian, the family began the journey from Nanjing to return to our home in Hunan. Among the family
members was my new sister-in-law, Guo Yun (1848-1916), a woman of the Guo family of the Qishui District of
Hubei. She had married my brother Jihong on May 15 of the previous year at the Governor General’s residence in
Nanjing. By the time we left Nanjing, Uncle Zeng Guoquan had re-entered civil service as Governor of Hubei. He
asked Mother and the family to stay at Wuchang and pass the summer at his residence.
On September 18, Guo Yun gave birth to my nephew Guangjun in the Duogui Hall of the Hubei governor’s
residence at Wuchang. In the child’s first month we began the journey back to Hunan.
Guangjun grew in wisdom and learning. Encouraged by his mother, in 1889, at the age of twenty-three, he
passed the civil service examinations for the highest degree—a distinction never achieved by his father, who died
in 1881 discouraged by his lack of academic success. Guangjun was inducted into the Hanlin Academy in 1889,
where he became the youngest member of that distinguished body.
On November 30 my fourth sister, Jichun, married into another Guo family of Xiangyin in Hunan. The sedan
chair bearing the bride was dispatched via boat. My mother personally accompanied her to the home of the
groom, returning in three days by boat to Xiangxiang. My sister’s husband, Guo Yiyong, was the oldest son of
Guo Songtao (1818-91), who in 1876 became China’s first minister to a Western nation, ambassador to the Court
of St. James’s. The younger Guo had native intelligence and was accomplished intellectually, but he died when he
was only twenty-four years old.
After my sister married, she and Guo Songtao’s concubine could not get along with each other. My sister’s
daily fare was brown rice and turnips. Guo’s concubine was stingy and did not give Jichun her monthly expenses
of one string of cash. One can imagine how difficult Jichun’s life was.
Jichun’s difficulties were in part the result of Father’s frugality and his expectations of others in the family.
Earlier, when Uncle Zeng Guo-bao died, he left an estate worth more than seven thousand taels. Uncle Zeng Guoquan supplemented this to make ten thousand taels and gave orders to give my fourth sister and me one thousand
taels each. Father, however, had personally written out directions that when a daughter was married, the dowry
should not exceed two hundred taels. In 1859, when his army was encamped in Jiangxi, he wrote in his diary on
August 22:
“This morning I dispatched Pan Wen-zhi and two senior attendants with a letter to my family and two hundred
taels: one hundred for Zeng Jize’s wedding and one hundred for the wedding of my niece Wushi, one roll each of
flowered satin and corded silk material to make clothing for Zeng Jize together with silk linings and two twelvefoot lengths of material, one broadcloth suit material and one carnlet skirt material, to make clothing for my niece
Wushi together with silk linings.”
When Mother gave my fourth sister in marriage, she limited the dowry out of respect for Father’s wishes.
When Uncle Zeng Guo-quan heard of this, he was aghast, saying,
“How can there be such a thing?”
But when he opened up the dowry chest and inspected it, he believed it. He repeatedly sighed, lamenting the
situation. He knew that it would be very difficult for this amount to suffice. Consequently, he presented my sister
with another four hundred taels.
Throughout his life Father was scrupulously incorruptible, and he insisted that family members also refrain
from accepting even small favors. As a consequence, Mother never acquired the precious gifts that were the
customary perquisites of the wives of high officials. Once, however, I recall that the wife of Admiral Huang Yisheng (1818-94) very much wished to have my mother become her adopted mother. She presented Mother with a
pair of green jade bracelets and a pearl. One year on Mother’s birthday she gave her a reeled pongee bed canopy.
Mother kept it and used it as part of my dowry. I have used it right up to the present, and it has not worn out.
Although Father insisted on frugality in his family, he provided generously for the welfare of deserving
officials and their families. In 1861, the wife of the old scholar Shao Weixi (1810-61) of Hangzhou, capital of
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Zhejiang, had fled with her children to Shanghai to avoid the rebels. Shao remained in Hangzhou and gave his life
in defense of the city. When Father heard of this, he dispatched the steamship Weilingmi to bring Mrs. Shao, her
two sons, and a married daughter to Anqing. Each month he gave them twenty taels for food and lodging. Later,
when Mrs. Shao and her oldest son died, her second son and son-in-law accompanied their bodies back to
Zhejiang. Mrs. Shao’s daughter remained alone in Anqing. Father then directed Mrs. Shao’s daughter to
acknowledge our mother as her adopted mother, and she came to live temporarily in the Governor General’s
residence.
This daughter had a gift, a pearl, which she had hidden in her clothing when she fled Hangzhou. It was
subsequently presented to Uncle Zeng Guoquan’s wife, who also had a pair of pearl flowers linked with gold
which had been presented to her by officers under her husband’s command after they left the service. These things
were precious. In addition to this, our family had stored away china and curios that included all types of jade
bottles and precious ornaments, extraordinary things rarely seen. In the summer of 193o, a fire in the Changsha
Gunpowder Works reached the family residence and destroyed most of them.
*
November 6, 1867, was Father’s fifty-seventh birthday. He was encamped at Zhoujiakou in eastern Henan
directing the campaign against the Nian when he received orders to return to his former post as Governor General
of the Liangjiang Provinces. Though we did not then realize it, age and the responsibilities of high office had
already taken a heavy toll on Father’s health. He would be with us for only a few short years. This year aso
marked the passage of other happy milestones for our family: my maternal grandparents entered their eightieth
year and their great-grandchild passed the first year of life. We sposored a theatrical performance for the people of
our district to celebrate our good fortune.
2
Father arrived in Nanjing and resumed his duties as governor general of the Liangjiang provinces on April 10,
1867. A year passed, however, before the family came from Hunan to join him there. Meanwhile, Jize’s wife gave
birth to his second daughter at our home in Hunan on March 2, 1867. My other brother, Jihong, who at age
twenty-one was already serving in the prefectural office in Nanjing, was stricken with smallpox. After he
recovered, in the winter of 1867, he returned to Hunan.
In the fall, Father’s sister-in-law, Madam Zeng Guo-huang, took her son Jiqu (who had been adopted into the
family of Uncle Zeng Guo-bao at the same time that I was to study with a tutor at the Nanjing governor general’s
residence. Jiqu’s wife and child accompanied him. His education had been neglected from his youth. Now, in
addition to studying with tutors, Father required Jiqu to compose a letter to his family every five days and submit
it for review. Late in 1868, Jiqu returned to Hunan. He later served for many years as an official in Guangdong.
In April 1868 we came east from Hunan to Nanjing, and on April 20 we moved into the new governor
general’s residence. Since we were all living under the same roof, Father took this opportunity to teach us
diligence, frugality, and early rising and to ensure that we learned to sew, cook, and work hard; he personally
admonished us and was not at all liberal or indulgent. He frequently would say that there is a limit to one’s good
fortune and benefits. If we squander them in our youth, then as old people we will experience hard times. All men
should do more things that benefit others—not just those things which are our duty. When I recall what I have
accomplished in life and the benefits I have had, I can see that they have all come about from this basic teaching.
As I write, women’s education is being modeled on the West; it is aimed at enjoyment and views extravagance
and indolence as natural. The influence this has had on society and the nation can already be seen. Therefore, I am
respectfully publishing this work schedule, which Father gave us, in the hope that it will contribute to the
education and revitalization of our people:
Time
After breakfast
9:00 AM-1:00 PM
After the noon meal
5:00 PM-ll:00 P.M.

Type of Work
culinary arts
make clothing
detailed work
rough work

Specific Tasks
make ordinary dishes, pastries, wines, sauces, etc.
spin cotton, twist thread
fine needlework, embroidery
make men’s or women’s shoes, sew clothes

He accompanied it with the following instructions:
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In our family the sons must do four things: reading, classical study, calligraphy, and composition; none can be
neglected. The women must cook, make clothes, and do fine and rough work. None of these can be neglected. I have
taught this for years, but it still has not become a set pattern. Henceforth, every day I will personally inspect your
accomplishments in the tasks that I have set for you. Culinary arts will be inspected daily. Making of clothing will be
inspected once in every three days. I will inspect the thread you spin and the balls of yarn you have twisted. I will
inspect the fine needlework and embroidery every four days; rough work, once per month. Each month you must
complete one pair of men’s slippers. There will be no inspection of women’s slippers.

Father directed his daughters-in-law, the wives of his brothers’ sons, and me to follow this schedule. My
married sisters were also expected to follow it from the day they arrived in our home. It was based on the idea that
in China, in olden times, women who developed literary skills often tended to be vapid and spurned hard work.
He exhorted us further with this poem:
If a family is diligent, it will prosper.
If a person is diligent, he will be strong.
If one can be both diligent and thrifty
Then one’s fortunes will never decline.
July 13, 1868

Even now as I recall these words written to me more than half a century ago, I am struck by their applicability.
My family had dwelt in the countryside of Hunan for generations, deep in the mountains, far removed from the
river. The area was unrefined; the people were hardworking and simple. My father traveled north and south. He
personally observed the dissolute and empty ways of the cities, and he was quick to perceive the troubles that lay
ahead. Although Father was immersed in the responsibilities of high office, he had a deep-seated fear that his
family members would become infected with extravagant and indolent ways; he made up his mind that eventually
he would return again to the countryside to live in order to keep up the family traditions of industry and frugality,
tilling the soil, and learning.
While we lived in Nanjing Father required us to learn how to prepare delicacies for banquets, but he always
dined alone in his study; however, on New Year’s Eve his sons and nephews joined him for a banquet. Mother
brought me, my sisters-in-law, and the other women of our family to eat with her in the main dwelling. Exotic
delicacies or roasts were strictly prohibited at our table. The staff also observed this; it became an established
custom. Ordinarily, when entertaining guests, we only had such things as sharks’ fins cooked in soy sauce and
sugar, strips of cuttlefish, and bean curd soup.
In 1868, Guangxuan, the oldest of Jize’s two daughters, was pledged in marriage to Li Youxian of Hefei,
nephew of Li Hongzhang. Her prospective husband’s family wanted her to be educated. This resulted in another
opportunity for me to further my formal education; Jize gave Guang-xuan instructions daily on the Ming and Qing
versions of the Tongjian Gangmu (Selective Mirror of History) and the outlines of the official dynitstic histories,
and I listened in on them. Later on, when Jize no longer had the leisure for teaching, I went over the readings
myself.
Furthermore, while we were in the Governor General’s residence, Father had a ship’s hall built. In it was a
model globe more than six feet in diameter that had been made at the arsenal. We children gained a general
understanding of geography from it. My brother Jihong had a talent for mathematics; he instructed me in
traditional Chinese algebra, right triangles, and finding squares and cubes, what is now called algebra and
geometry. I was quite able to grasp it.
Jize first taught me the abacus. From this I learned arithmetic calculations. The arithmetic that we employed at
that time still followed the old methods, not those used today. Jihong’s wife, Madam Guo, also frequently
followed along with the discussions. The joy of learning I experienced at that time was the greatest I have known.
It was from about this time also that the health problems that beset our family commanded an ever greater
share of my interest. In Nanjing, behind the newly built Governor General’s residence, Father had planted a
vegetable garden. When the vegetables were ripe, he told us to gather them and prepare cooked dishes. One day in
late summer, I picked a cucumber and prepared it for eating. Mother ate excessively of it and developed severe
gas pains. She took medicine for a long time but did not get better. Then she seemed to have a parasite in her eyes,
which resulted in a loss of vision in her right eye. It became difficult for her to move around. The next year, after
we moved to Zhili, she went to Dr. Hao in Baoding who performed acupuncture on the left eye. His technique was
wanting; consequently, she lost the vision in that eye as well.
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On December 17, 1868, Father, having received orders transferring him to the post of Governor General of the
metropolitan province of Zhili, set out for the north. We remained temporarily at the Nanjing Governor General’s
residence because Mother was suffering from severe coughing and shortness of breath; Jize also stayed to attend
her. In the winter we moved into the Jiangsu Provincial Examination Hall.
On May 1, 1869, we accompanied Mother to the Governor General’s residence in Zhili. We went east by boat
from Nanjing to the Grand Canal and then north to Qingjiang in northern Jiangsu, where we changed to carts and
continued north. It was very hot and dusty. By the time we reached the Governor General’s headquarters at
Baoding in central Zhili most of us were sick. Mother traveled either in the sedan chair or in an official carriage.
The rest of us rode in mule carts, shaking and jiggling. It was unbearable.
Mother spoke often of the time she accompanied Grandfather Zeng Linshu to the capital in 1840. On that trip
they encountered a harsh winter, severe cold, and short days. One maidservant, carrying a small child, rode in a
mule cart. Often it was after dark when they arrived at an inn. Then they were up before dawn. They warmed
themselves with their own breath and patted quilts up around their heads.
Gradually they turned to ice. The children whimpered and cried out endlessly. Sometimes both mothers and
children cried. The bitter conditions of that journey were still vivid in Mother’s memory. This trip was much more
bearable.
In Baoding, Jize was stricken with dysentery. He was treated incorrectly and developed a stomach ailment.
Most of my nieces and nephews were sick also. Mother’s health continued to decline. In the autumn and early
winter of 1869 she suffered from an inflammation in the head and coughing. It was December before she began to
improve.
On June 21, 1870, the people of Tianjin in eastern Zhili rose up in protest against the abuses of the French
Catholic missionaries in that city. A violent confrontation between the French consul, M. Fontanier, and Liu Jie,
the prefect of Tianjin, led to rioting which resulted in Fontanier’s death, the death of twelve French missionaries
and their Chinese servants, and the destruction of church property.
Father received an imperial edict to conduct an investigation into the cause of the incident. At that time he was
suffering from a loss of vision in his right eye and recurring bouts of dizziness; he was unable even to get out of
bed. He had requested two months’ leave; however, when he received the orders he reacted immediately, without
regard for his personal comfort. Recalling his earlier encounters with danger and adversity, he vowed to give his
life if need be. First, for two days after receiving the edict, he personally wrote out his final instructions; then he
set out on the mission.
In August, while Father was still conducting the investigation in Tianjin, Governor General Ma Xinyi (182170) of the Liangjiang Provinces was assassinated by a former Taiping soldier. The court ordered Father transferred
to Nanjing to fill the Liangjiang post once more. He declined vigorously, but the court insisted. Consequently,
following the conclusion of the investigation of the Tianjin Massacre and the execution of those responsible for
the violence, on October 17, Father went to the capital.
It was also the occasion of his sixtieth birthday. In Peking he received gifts from the Emperor. Mother and we
children left later from Baoding and traveled south on the Grand Canal in November. When we arrived in
Nanjing, we stayed temporarily in the salt intendant’s residence. Although there was a flower garden in the
residence, we had to go through the place where the staff was housed in order to reach it. Because of this, we
never went there.
In February 1871 my second oldest sister, Jiyao, and her husband, Chen Songsheng, arrived at our residence in
Nanjing. They had set out from Hunan in the winter of the previous year; however, they encountered a fierce
blizzard en route and were unable to reach the official residence before the new year.
That spring Mother suffered severely from a seasonal malady. Her legs swelled and her urine carried blood. A
foreigner from the Nanjing Arsenal, Dr. Halliday Macartney, administered some Western medication and she
recovered.
On March 8, Jize[‘s wife gave birth to a son named Guang-ming. Shortly after, on March 16, Jihong’s wife
also gave birth to a son. This was their third child, and they named him Guang-quan. In August Guang-ming died.
Jihong’s wife felt such pity for the terrible grieving of Jize’s wife that she let her select one of Jihong’s sons to
raise until she and Jize had a son of their own. When Jize’s wife heard this, she was overcome with happiness. She
asked me to tell my parents. I told Father while I was helping him to prepare for a rest in his quarters. When he
heard the news, he said happily,
“This prompt adopting of a brother’s son is in accord with the practice in Li Hong-zhang’s family. Why even
talk of returning him at a later date?”
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On January 2, 1872, when we again moved into the new Governor General’s residence, Guang-quan was taken
to the home of my brother Jize.
After we moved into the new residence Father’s physical condition seemed to grow worse with each passing
day. On March 2, 1872, while meeting with guests, the sinews in his feet suddenly tightened up. After a few
moments he was alright again. He entered the women’s chambers and spoke with his second daughter, Jiyao,
saying,
“I just now felt death was at hand. Surprisingly, I was able to recover.”
On March 5 he went out visiting. Suddenly, he wanted to speak and could not; he seemed like one about to
have a seizure. After a dose of medicine he was alright. Everyone urged him to ask for leave and rest for a while.
He said,
“If I request leave, when will there be an end to it!”
Moreover, he asked Mother about the circumstances of his father’s death. She told him that Zeng Linshu had
died on the fourth day of the second month (of the lunar calendar). When she finished speaking, he said,
“I will meet death unexpectedly on some other day. It couldn’t happen on the same day.”
In the second month on the fourth day (of the lunar calendar), Father sat for a while in the women’s chambers
after eating. He tasted cut oranges my sisters and I had brought in. Then he went for a stroll in the large garden on
the west side of the official residence. After walking throughout the entire garden, he wanted to climb the tower
but could not do so because the construction was not complete. He strolled for a long time.
Suddenly, his feet kicked forward repeatedly. Jize, at his side, asked,
“Do your shoes feel uncomfortable?” He replied,
“My feet feel numb.”
Hastily Jize and an orderly, who had been following them, supported him under the arms. Gradually, he lost
the power to walk; by then he was already having spasms. They quickly called for a chair in which they supported
him, raised him up, and brought him into the drawing room. The household gathered around, but Father was not
able to speak again.
He sat still for about forty-five minutes, and then he died. During his suffering, my second sister cut a piece of
flesh from her arm for him to eat, in the belief that it would revive him, but it was to no avail. It was the fourth
day of the second month, March 12,1872, between 7:00 and 9:00 P.M.
1853

205.49 Excerpt from The Reform Of The National Salt Administration\fn{by Chang Chien (1853-1926)} Haimen
County, nr. Nantung, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 6
The Chinese Government Salt Administration is founded upon laws and customs over a thousand years old.
The old system being still preserved, it presents a very complicated and confusing situation which is rather
difficult to comprehend. Since the aim of the reform is to sweep a way the antiquated, defective system, there
would seem to be .little necessity to go over the present conditions of the Salt Administration, but were it not
understood, one might be led to think that the reform programme was in some respects superfluous and
unnecessarily prolonged, overlooking the fact that it covers a transitional period. Hence a brief explanation is
necessary.
There are seven maritime provinces where salt is produced from sea water, namely, Feng-tien, Chihli,
Shantung, Kiangsu, Chekiang, Kwangtung, and Fuklen. There are two provinces, Yunnan and Szechwan, where
salt is obtained from salt wells. Shansi, Shensi, Kansu and Mongolia, derive their salt supply from salt-water
lakes.\fn{The names in this study were current when it was written in 1913:H}
There are various methods employed in the manufacture of salt. In Hwaipei, Kiangsu, Chekiang, Fukien, and
Kwangtung, salt-pan evaporation is used. In Hwainan, Kiangsu, Sungkiang and Chekiang, both the board and fire
evaporation methods are in general use, whilst in Szechwan and Yunnan salt is produced chiefly by fire
evaporation. The sun evaporation process chiefly prevails in Shansi, Shensi and Mongolia. Such are the methods
generally adopted throughout the country.
As far as quality of salt is concerned, salt-pan evaporation produces the best results. Salt there prepared has a
refined taste, and there is little waste in the process of evaporation. Such salt commands the best market.
Measured by the increasing amount of brine waste, the fire evaporation and board evaporation stand next to the
salt pan evaporation process. The well salt in Szechwan and Yunnan is also of varying grades. The best Szechwan
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salt is generally very white and clean, and there is little waste in evaporation. The Shansi, Shensi, Kansu and
Mongolian salt is slightly bluish in colour and tastes slightly bitter. It is inferior to the sea salt.
The cost of production is lower by sea water evaporation than by other methods. During the months of May
and June, the weather being favourable and production abundant, it costs only from 10 to 30 cents per picul.\fn{1
picul = 110 lbs} But both the fire and board evaporation processes increase the cost of production, which ranges
from about 40 cents to $1.00. The cost of the best Szechwan salt is the hightest, about $1.70 to $1.80 per picul.
Taking the country as a whole, salt obtained by sun evaporation is about 70% of the total production. Therefore
the average cost of production, that is, the price at which the salt is collected at the salt factories, is about 50 cents
per picul.\fn{A note reads: In order to avoid confusion the silver dollar currency is taken as the standard in any discussion in regard to
taxes and the price of salt. ($1.00 is taken as equal to 100 cents). I am assumming he refers to the US dollar, but is deliberately avoiding
saying so:H}

Statistics are not available to show the total annual production of salt, but we shall not be far wrong in
assuming that the demand and supply have generally remained fairly constant and are about equal to each other,
since salt famines or any noticeable over-production of salt are unknown. An examination into the total annual
consumption will give us, therefore, some idea of the total annual production. Here again there are no complete
and reliable statistics showing the annual total consumption. The Government report for 1911\fn{ The last year of the
Ching Dynasty} gives incomplete figures for the total annual consumption of taxed salt at 26,867,936 piculs, as is
shown in the following table:
NAME OF PROVINCE

Manchuria
Chihli
Kiangsu
Liang Cheh
Fukien
Liang Kwang
Shantung
Shansi
Yunnan
Kansu
Szechwan
TOTAL

TOTAL SALT CONSUMPTION

-

3,840,000 piculs
3,974,982 "
4,896,888 "
1,700,620 "
772,000
"
1,954,821 "
2,095,744 "
1,589,400 "
512,300
"
22,581
"
5,508,600 "
26,867,936 piculs

The above statistics were collected by the late Manchu Government in 1911, but are decidedly incomplete.
Under the present system of Salt Monopoly Administration, it is safe to assume that the consumption of untaxed
salt is about equal to that of taxed salt. The Government Report only covers the salt that has paid the gabelle duty,
and this covers only fourteen of the provinces, including Manchuria. That the amount of salt which has escaped
the salt tax is enormous is evident from a number of considerations. The salt manufactured along the sea coast
generally does not pay duty. An untold amount of salt is squeezed by the salt merchants by means of nonstandardized weights, as for example, in Hwainan, Kiangsu, one yin weighs. over 700 catties, where it ought to
weigh only 600 catties, and the Chekiang yin fixes the amount at 350 catties, but usually it weighs over 500
catties. Such practices exist in every province. Besides, the boatmen and carters. employed in the transportation of
salt make a living by smuggling salt which is sold en route. The inspectors, as a rule, share a certain percentage of
the smuggled salt, called Kung yen. Then there are the organized bandit smugglers along the Yangtze River and
Tai Hu, carrying on their unlawful pursuits in organized fleets of salt boats. Arrests made by the Salt Preventive
Service become insignificant when compared with their large number. Again, the Salt Police themselves are
engaged in trading in the untaxed salt. They invariably accept bribes from smugglers, because their reward for the
arrest is small compared with the amount of bribe offered. Sometimes, they report only a small fraction of the
arrested salt, and make a gain by selling the rest direct to the people. If high prizes were offered, the police
themselves would buy the untaxed salt from salt factories, report to their chief as if it were smuggled salt and
receive the reward. It would indeed take much time to exhaust the many ingenious methods of smuggling and
trading in untaxed salt, ever and everywhere practised.
In such ways as these the salt goes from the producer to the consumer untaxed. When all is considered, the
amount of untaxed salt is indeed enormous, and in the absence of reliable statistics it would not be far wrong to
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assume that the amounts of taxed and untaxed salt are about equal. Accordingly, the total annual consumption of
both taxed and untaxed salt may be roughly put at about 52,000,000 piculs.
In support of the above statement, let us take another estimate based upon the per capita consumption of salt.
The population of China is g~nerally spoken of as 400,000,000. The Customs Report, published in 1907, gives the
total population at 417,000,000, whilst the census statistics collected by the Board of Interior in 1902 show it to
be 425,000,000. Considering the difficulty of collecting any population statistics in China, the difference is not
wide. The following table is taken from the Board of Interior Report for China Proper:
POPULATION OF CHINA PROPER
NAME OF PROVINCE
POPULATION

Chili
Shantung
Shansi
Honan
Kiangsü
Anhwei
Kiangsi
Chekiang
Fukien
Hupeh
Hunan
Shensi
Kansu
Szechwan
Kwangtung
Kwangsi
Kweichow
Yunnan
TOTAL —

—
29,937,000
—
38,247,900
—
12,200,000
—
25,316,820
—
23,980,235
—
23,672,341
—
26,532,213
—
17,580,692
—
22,876,540
—
35,280,685
—
22,169,678
—
8,450,182
—
10,386,3i6
—
68,724,890
—
31,865,281
—
8,142,330
—
7,650,282
—
12,73J,574
425,745,019

According to the same census report, China Proper has a total population of 425,000,000; Manchuria,
17,500,000; Mongolia, Chinese Turkestan, Tibet, 7,800,000. The population for the whole country is about
450,000,000. As the conditions in Mongolia, Tihet and Chinese Turkestan are different from those obtaining in
China Proper, the general Salt Administration system cannot be made applicable there at once. Therefore,
7,800,000 should be subtracted from the total, leaving the population over which the Salt Administration applies,
to be 442,500,000.
Amongst the nations of the world, the lowest figure for the per capita consumption of salt is 10 catties in
Sweden, and the highest, 18 catties in Japan. In Holland, the per capita consumption is 17 catties; Austria, 16
catties; France, 14 catties; Germany and India, 12 catties; and Italy and Russia, 11 catties.
The salt consumption capacity of the Far Eastern nations is certainly greater than that of the West, and China
can well be compared with Japan. However, in the Northern part of China, the salt consumption is less than in the
South. According to recent investigations that I have made the per capita consumption of salt in Kiangsu and
Chekiang ranges from 16 catties to 18 catties. Kiangsu and Chekiang are both maritime provinces, and the
consumption of salted marine products is not included. We may safely conclude, therefore, that the per capita
consumption in the South is above 16 catties. After making a liberal allowance for the smaller per capita
consumption in the North, the average will be certainly above 12 catties, which is a very conservative estimate for
the whole country. Multiplied by the total population, say 440,000,000, the total annuat consumption will amount
to 52,800,000 piculs. This does not differ materially from our preceding estimate, and it cannot be far wrong.
According to the report of the Salt Administration Bureau, issued for the year 1910 under the Manchu
Government, the total revenue from the Salt Gabelle amounted to $48,224,969, which, at the rate of $1.50 to
Tls.1.00,\fn{I.e., $1.50 = 1 tale} is equal to $72,337,435. However, it does not truly represent the salt tax revenue, for
it includes, besides the salt tax proper, the price tax, the additional tax, and various provincial taxes and Salt
Administration expenses, such as expenses for the preventive service, land tax, salt land tax, revenue from
Government salt transportation and tribute money from salt merchants. But the returns from Fengtien, Kirin and
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Szechwan made the mistake of including the capital for Government transportation in the table, which makes it
necessary to subtract Tls.3,000,000 from the total, thus leaving the more closely approximate figure for the total
revenue to be TIs.45,200,000, equivalent to about $68,000,000.
The tax rate differs in different parts of the country. The Liang Hwai and Yunnan salt pays the highest rate,
Tls.3.30 per picul. The lowest rate prevails in Manchuria and Fukien, where it is less than Tls.1.00 per picul. In
the Liang Kwang, it is between Tls.2.40 and Tls.2.50, and in Chihli it is Tls.2.00 per picul. In Shangtung, Liang
Cheh (Chekiang and part of Kiangsu) it is between Tls.1.50 and Tls.1.60. In Szechwan and Hotung (Shansi) the
rate is Tls.1.70 to Tls.1.80 per picul. The average rate is about Tls.1.75 per picul (for the whole country) which is
equivalent to about $2.70 per picul. This excludes, however, the various official fees and salt merchants’
expenses, which are added to the tax under the old system. In a word, it is within safe limits to say that the total
tax burden per picul is over $3.00.
The Chinese Government Salt Administration is in the nature of a monopoly, which consists of two parts: the
Government monopoly and the merchant monopoly. In Manchuria, the Government monopolistic control is direct
and complete, and this is the best part of the present Salt Administration. The monopolistic division of territories
and districts differs in different provinces, but the general prevailing system, whether in Government monopoly or
merchant monopoly, consists of a series of definite consumption territories or districts, that is certain monopoly
selling areas. For example, if a merchant, undertaking to transport and sell the salt of a certain producing territory
to a certain prescribed district, oversteps the limits of his monopoly selling area, the salt, even if it is taxed would
be declared illegal.
To this are added various minute regulations, the sole purpose of which is the restraint of the salt trade through
the different stages of distribution. The monoply of salt distribution is further specialized into two functions,
namely: the Chang Shang that is, the middleman merchants who purchase the salt in the producing districts and
sell it to the Yuen Shang or to the official agent; and the Yuen Shang or the special authorized merchants, who
purchase the salt from the Chang Shang and transport it to the monopoly selling districts to be sold either to the
retail salt merchants or to the retail salt shops, often owned by themselves. Frequently, the functions of the Chang
Shang and Yuen Shang are combined in the same person. However, it is unnecessary to enter into this in any
detail, as it has little connection with the present discussion.
The methods of tax collection are different in different provinces. Sometimes the tax is paid in advance, whilst
in many places only a certain percentage is prepaid, and after the salt reaches its distribution the full payment is
made. The great multitude of salt taxes, designated by various fanciful names, are complicated beyond
description. Besides the salt tax proper, which belongs to the central Government, there are the various provincial
taxes, and taxes for charity funds, which are levied, at so much per catty. In a word, there is no definite system in
the Salt Administration and tax collection. With twenty years’ work, I have not yet been able to find out all its
conditions. Such defects, however, will soon be remedied and any further detail will only confuse the mind of the
reader.
*
After this brief preliminary survey we may now discuss the plan of the reform. Before proceeding any further,
we must announce our aims, for which the necessary reforms are to be effected.
1. The first aim is to unify and systematize the Government Salt Monopoly Administration, which shall be
placed directly under the control of the central Government. The tax rate and tax collection, the system of
purchase, transportation, and sale of salt shall be put on a uniform basis, for the whole country.
2. The same fix rate shall be maintained and thus the annual salt tax revenue shall not only be kept from
decreasing, but shall be made to double itself within a few years. .
3. The salt tax burden shall be equalized, and in the non-producing regions salt shall be obtainable at a fair
price. (In some of the non-producing regions. the price is often as high as 15 cents per catty).
4. All the illegal purchasing, selling and carrying of salt shall be made impossible, so that there will be no salt
consumed without being taxed. Along the transportation routes, there shall be no post or inspection, and in
districts of consumption, no salt police. The Government salt distribution and tax collection offices, police and the
various inspection posts shall be all abolished. All salt shall be taxed at the place of production, and there will be
no need, therefore, of the complicated system of inspection and prevention, with the great army of inspectors and
police, along the route and in the districts of consumption.
5. The Yinti system or the monopoly selling districts,\fn{ Government prescribed monopoly selling districts which must
consume the salt from certain designated producing territories } shall be abolished, but the Yuen Shang, or the authorized salt
merchants,\fn{Merchants who are given the monopoly privileges of distributing and selling salt within certain prescribed districts }
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shall be protected and enabled to continue their business in the salt trade, and there shall be no encroachment
upon the occupation of the salt producers.\fn{A note reads: The salt manufacturers all belong to the working class}
6. It shall be our aim to make the price of salt, like other commodities, obey the law of supply and demand, and
vary according to its quality. The costs of production of salt being different, the Government selling price to the
salt merchant shall be made uniform by adding the tax to the average cost of production.
7. By improving the methods of production and manufacture, the costs of production of salt shall be annually
reduced, and proportional reduction shall be made in the Government selling price of salt.
8. To avoid any over-production and scarcity of salt, a balance shall be kept between the supply and demand.
With the various aims as stated above, it is only natural we should be enthusiastic in advocating a thorough
reform of the Salt Administration. The nucleus of the reform plan is the Government monopoly of the salt trade.
Whilst abolishing the old Chang Shang system, the Government shall establish agencies in the producing districts
to purchase the salt directly from the manufacturers, and after adding the tax, sell it to the Yuen Shang or the
transport merchants.
There are, therefore, three general principles in preparing the plan of the new system of Salt Administration.
The salt shall be manufactured by the salt-workers, collected by the Government, and transported by the
merchants.
We will now explain these three points and discuss the plan of reform along these lines.
*
The word “salt-workers” is here used to indicate those salt producers who are engaged to work for wages and
not for profit. The system includes both the production and manufacture of salt by the salt-workers, and excludes
any transaction of a commercial nature.
The old occupation of the Chang Shang was to purchase the salt from the producers and sell it to the Yuen
Shang or the official agent, a transaction which is of a purely commercial nature and is forbidden by the policy of
the new administration. The all-important object of the present plan is the direct Government purchase of salt
from the producers, no middleman being allowed to come between the producers and the Government.
Since the merchant has no right to purchase directly from the producers, the Government will have to purchase
back all the properties that belong to the Chang Shang, such as brine lands, sea-shore salt farms, evaporation
boards, evaporation furnaces and the various other kinds of means of manufacture. If the existence of any of these
properties offers no hinderance to the policy of the new administration, they shall be preserved as before.
If the declared object of any properly incorporated companies, that can be easily regulated by the Government,
is to improve the methods of manufacture and the quality of the salt at a low cost of production, they shall be
allowed to enter into the salt manufacturing industry, and shall be considered as a special class of manufacturers.
But the salt shall be directly bought by the Government exclusively.
To introduce necessary improvements in the production and manufacture of salt, the Government shall
establish special factories, which, however, will not be classified under the manufactllring system.
These two provisions seem to conflict with the principle of the manufacturing system. However, by
establishing direct Government purcqase and abolishing the Chang Shang system, the Government has no
antagonism to the Chang Shang and does not compete for their profit, but there are other evident reasons:
First, the old salt factories, each following its own way of management and scattered all over the country,
cannot be uniformily regulated, if individual ownership is retained; but if they are owned by the Government, the
factories can be systematized and consolidated as the case may be. (This was referred to under the fourth aim in
the second chapter).
Secondly, the costs of production differ widely in different parts of the country. Factories whose cost of
production is high and whose profit is small, are bound to go out of business. If they were ordered to be closed, it
would work great hardship upon both the Chang Shang and the producers. But through Government purchase and
ownership, such factories will be simply closed up, and work may be provided for the people thrown out of work.
In cases where the cost of production is low, the Government will make gradual improvement, and after a few
years, the cost of production throughout the whole country would be reduced. Thus the Government monopoly
selling price may be likewise reduced.
Thirdly, Chinese salt is very inferior in quality and improvements must be introduced in the methods of
manufacture; but it is impossible to expect the present Chang Shang to carry on this kind of work. Once the
Chang Shang system is abolished, either the Government or industrial companies can undertake to adopt new
methods for the production of the refined salt. The Government would be quite willing to allow the incorporation
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of such companies, if they could be easily regulated and offer no hindrance to. the complete carrying out of the
new Governnemt monopoly policy. (This is what is referred to under the fifth aim in the previous chapter).
It shall be decided after a thorough investigation whether the salt wells in Yunnan and Szechwan shall be
classified under merchant-ownership or under producers’ ownership.
The salt-workers manufacturing system may be further discussed from two other points of view:
1. The salt producing districts. (a) The limit of the salt producing districts and the location of the salt factories
shall be determined by the government. (b) Manufacture of salt from unsuitable brine shall be prohibited. (c) The
materials of manufacture, such as salt brine, salt clays and salt mines shall be strictly prohibited from being
bought, sold or transported. (d) The non-productive salt-farms, salt-water lakes and salt-wells shall be closed. (e)
The Government shall purchase at anofficial price and terminate the uses of the salt-farms, salt-wells and the
salt.walter lakes which are so scattered as to make Government regulation and control difficult, or whose output is
small either because of the low percentage of salt contained in the brine or because of the high cost of production.
(f) The Government shall purchase, at a fair price, those factories whose existence is inconsistent with the
principle of the Government monopoly purchase.
2. Government Regulation of the Manufacturers. (a) All salt manufacturers shall be required to apply for
Government permit. (A census shall be taken of the manufacturers already engaged in the salt manufacturing
industry, and they shall be required to be registered in order to continue their old occupations.) (b) In cases were
the factory premises and the constructIon materials belong to the manufacturers, or where they were formerly
alloted to them by the Government, the manufacturers shall be required to make a report to the Government, and
the properties shall be surveyed and registered. (c) The Government shall examine and register all the tools of
production and manufacture. (d) It shall be forbidden to manufacture salt containing a deleterious amount of
foreign matter in any way injurious to health. (e) The output and the methods of manufacture shall be regulated by
the proper Government authority in charge of the producing district. (f) The salt shall be all sold directly to the
Government collection agency, and shall not be allowed to be carried, sold, or given away to any other party. …
1854

181.51 Reminiscences of an Early Chinese Minister\fn{by Huie Kin (1854- )} “in a poor village in Taishan
County”, Guangdong Province, China (M) 6
On a clear, crisp, September morning in 1868, or the seventh year of our Emperor Tongzhi, the mists lifted,
and we sighted land for the first time since we left the shores of Kwangtung over sixty days before. To be actually
at the “Golden Gate” of the land of our dreams!
The feeling that welled up in us was indescribable. I wonder whether the ecstasy before the Pearly Gates of the
Celestial City above could surpass what we felt at the moment we realized that we had reached our destination.
We rolled up our bedding, packed our baskets, straightened our clothes, and waited.
In those days there were no immigration laws or tedious examinations; people came and went freely.
Somebody had brought to the pier large wagons for us. Out of the general babble, someone called out in our local
dialect, and, like sheep recognizing the voice only, we blindly followed, and soon were piling into one of the
waiting wagons. Everything was so strange and so exciting that my memory of the landing is just a big blur.
The wagon made its way heavily over the cobblestones, turned some corners, ascended a steep climb, and
stopped at a kind of clubhouse, where we spent the night. Later, I learned that people from various districts had
their own benevolent societies, with headquarters in San Francisco’s Chinatown. As there were six of them, they
were known as the “Six Companies.” Newcomers were taken care of until relatives came to claim them and pay
the bill. The next day our relatives from Oakland took us across the bay to the little Chinese settlement there, and
kept us until we found work.
In the sixties, San Francisco’s Chinatown was made up of stores catering to the Chinese only. There was only
one store, situated at the corner of Sacramento and Dupont streets, which kept Chinese and Japanese curios for the
American trade. Our people were all in their native costume, with queues down their backs, and kept their stores
just as they would do in China, with the entire street front open and groceries and vegetables overflowing on the
sidewalks.
Forty thousand Chinese were then resident in the bay region, and so these stores did a flourishing business.
The Oakland Chinatown was a smaller affair, more like a mining camp, with rough board houses on a vacant lot
near Broadway and Sixteenth Street. Under the roof of the houses was a shelf built in the rear and reached by a
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ladder. Here we slept at night, rolled in our blankets much in the manner of Indians. …
My first job was in a family as general help, earning $1.50 a week with board. There lingers still in my
memory the vision of the ubiquitous apple sauce on the table, which I soon got so sick and tired of that I would
have given anything for a Chinese meal. Our culinary tastes play an important part in the psychology of
homesickness. We were told on Scriptural authority that the one thing that marred the otherwise joyous exit of the
Israelites from the land of their serfdom and their triumphal journey to their new home in Canaan was the longing
for the meats and drinks they were accustomed to in Egypt, and when the good Lord heard their pleading and sent
them a flock of wild geese, or something of that sort, the people ate so heartily that many died of acute
indigestion.
One of the homely remedies we have in China for homesickness is to take along a bit of native earth, mix it
with water, and drink it when one is in a strange land. I do not know what its therapeutic effect is on our internal
workings, but at least it soothes one’s feelings. …
*
Chinatown then\fn{1886; this section deals with Kin’s missioary work in New York City } lay on both sides of Mott Street
and was filled with gambling houses, which, in open daylight, carried on their nefarious trade, stripping poor
workingmen of their earnings. It was a little Monte Carlo, but without its glamour, and its uncrowned prince was
Tom Lee, head of the On Leong Association and known among Americans as the “Mayor of Chinatown.”
We were then young, full of ardor to right the wrongs of the world, and decided to wipe out the evil business,
even though we knew that the most powerful organizations were behind it, and the city police, for some reason,
were maintaining a tolerant attitude towards it. We secured the backing of Mr. Anthony Comstock, secretary of
the Society for the Prevention of Crime. We went into the gambling houses dressed as ordinary workmen, mingled
with the habitues and got to know the proprietors or operators by sight. With the incriminating information in
hand, we had warrants issued, and even took part in the raids, quite unaware of the personal risk we were running.
Very soon Guy Maine,\fn{Aka Yee Kai Man}, Joseph Singleton,\fn{Aka Chew Mon Sing} and I were spotted men.
The gamblers threatened us with physical violence if we did not leave them alone; and when they found us
unmoved, approached us with attractive offers to share their profits.
One evening some armed men tried to waylay me along a certain street which I usually took to return to the
mission, but somehow I took into my head to return by a different way and thus avoided the encounter.
On another occasion, when we were leaving the Tombs, after having successfully prosecuted some gamblers, a
man came up from behind and aimed something at my head; fortunately, Mr. Allen Williams knocked the assailant
down before he could do any harm.
Mr. Allen Williams was the agent to an insurance company from which I had just taken out a policy. It was a
coincidence that he should be there, but the rumor spread in Chinatown that the insurance company maintained a
bodyguard for Huie Kin. Taking out life insurance policies was then quite a novel thing with our people.
Another incident of a similar kind happened a few years later. It was Sunday and, as usual, church service was
to commence at 2 P.M., and men would drift in and find a welcome, whether they were members or strangers. As
I was leaving my study to go up to the pulpit, I noticed three men entering the church whom I suspected to belong
to the group that had attempted to kill me. I told Mrs. Huie of my suspicion, leaving her to deal with them as best
as she could without disturbing the audience.
Mrs. Huie met them in the vestibule, greeted them cordially, as was her custom, and ushered them to seats in
the very front row in the church. The men sat down sheepishly, stayed about five minutes, and slipped out. I do
not believe any permanent good was done by our activities, but we did stir things up so that the police had to close
the gambling houses. They remained closed for a year or so.
Once a meeting held at the Second Avenue Presbyterian Church was addressed by a lady missionary from
China. A number of our people, as well as I myself, attended. The lady spoke fervently for the cause of
evangelizing China’s millions, and drew a vivid and impressive picture of the social and spiritual transformation
that Christianity was making in the land of Old Cathay. The address was well received by the audience until the
speaker, in her desire to bring out the contrast between Christian and heathen civilization, overdid herself in
painting a black picture of Chinese homes without a ray of redeeming love—little children crushed under
inhuman cruelty, women denied an education and treated as the plaything of the predatory male, etc. The storm
broke when she generalized that all Chinese men beat their wives without cause. One Chu vehemently
remonstrated in his broken English against this obvious exaggeration:
“Fourteen year in China, no Christian, no beat wife one time.”
I also stood up to say that in my own village I had never seen a man beating his wife. The lady asked me how
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many wives my father had. I replied that he had only one wife, my mother; and as a return thrust, I added that it
seemed that even preachers in Christian America sometimes could not avoid difficulties with their wives. This
roused ripples of laughter in the audience, for just at that time the newspapers were featuring the domestic
troubles of a prominent minister in the city. …
*
Our people have a belief that marriages are made in heaven, hence the importance of consulting fortune tellers
beforehand to make sure that the birth cycles of the prospective bride and groom harmonize with each other, thus
insuring matrimonial happiness. In the West people make matches first, and then consult the fortune mender
(psychiatrist, psychotherapist, and what not) afterwards.
Whether marriages are made in heaven or on earth, there is such a thing as love at first sight, an inner urge and
conviction beyond the reach of conscious reasoning that one has found his life-mate. That was how I felt when I
first met Miss Van Arnam. Even the fact that she was of another race made no difference to me, and neither could
the social prejudice against international marriages stand in my way.
Our common interest in mission work brought us together frequently, and, like any young man bent on
winning a fair maiden, I made use of every opportunity to cultivate her good opinion and strengthen the bonds
that held us together. I frequented the prayer meetings at the Dewitt Memorial Chapel, Twenty-Ninth Street and
Seventh Avenue, where Miss Van Arnam had her practical training.
No doubt at first she merely regarded me as an interesting Chinaman engaged in Christian work, and attributed
my presence at these prayer meetings to religious zeal. I invited her to help us at the mission and consulted her
about our work. More and more her interest in the Chinese people grew, acquaintance deepened into friendship,
and friendship ripened into life comradeship.
I confided the matter to Dr. George Alexander, my pastor and chairman of our Mission Committee. With his
usual acumen, the good doctor asked to see the young lady. So I took Miss Van Arnam to see him. Salutations
over, Dr. Alexander, with infinite tact, asked whether she had thought of the fact that centuries of a different
culture lay behind the life of the young man whom she had decided to accept as her husband.
Miss Van Arnam replied that she realized the difference in our racial and cultural backgrounds, but she
believed that back of us both was the Lord God, who created all races of one blood and meant them to live
together in mutual service. We left with our pastor’s blessing.
We next called on her parents at Troy to obtain their consent to the marriage. Mr. Van Arnam said that he liked
me personally well enough, but how could he entertain the thought of his daughter living under the stigma of
having married a Chinaman? Her pastor, a kindly old gentleman of the conservative school, was genuinely
perturbed.
“You marry a Chinaman?” he said to her. “Why, you could marry any man in the Troy Conference. … And
have you considered where would your children stand?”
Miss Van Arnam’s reply was at once dignified and to the point. She said that if God should bless our home
with children, she would bring them up in the fear of the Lord and educate them for a useful life in the world,
trusting that they would be able to take their place, the equal of any other young men and women. She saw her
mother alone, who told her that she was old enough to know what she was doing and that she would not stand in
the way of her happiness.
We were quietly married by Dr. Alexander on April 4, 1889, the ceremony being witnessed by a small group of
intimate friends, including Mr. K P. Lee, of the Chinese Legation, and Mr. Chang Foyin, of Columbia Law
School.\fn{Probably Kwi-pan Lee and Chang Hon-yen, both former students of the Chinese Educational Mission } After the church
service, a reception for the Chinese community was held at our Mission.
For our honeymoon, we visited Washington, D.C., where, through the introduction of the Legation, we called
on President Harrison, who very graciously presented to Mrs. Huie a bouquet of flowers from the White House
Conservatory. …
*
In the summer of 1903 we spent our vacation in visiting the World’s Fair at St. Louis, Mo., and seeing old
friends on the Pacific Coast. In San Francisco we met Dr. Sun Yat-sen, then a political refugee from China with a
big prize on his head. As he was proceeding to New York, we urged him to stop at our Mission. This he did, but
he got there before we returned. Our Bertha who received him explained that no accommodation was available
except a small room at the head of the stairs on the fourth floor with only a sky-light.
Without saying who he was, Dr. Sun took the little room and moved in with his suitcases. Later he was
transferred into a bigger and better lighted room. Here he spent the summer months and with him were the
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brothers Wang Chung-hui and Wang Chung-yao, sons of my old friend Rev. Wang Yu Cho of Hong kong, at that
time studying at Yale and at Columbia respectively. What they were working on nobody in the house had any
inkling of, but we were later told that the first draft of the Constitution of the Chinese Republic was made there.
Dr. Sun was advocating a more drastic policy, namely, to overturn the Manchu Regime and make China a
Republic. Kang\fm{You-wei Kang, a reformer} and Sun could not see eye to eye in this matter. The business interests
were opposed to a revolution. Dr. Sun’s following was mostly among the laboring and student classes. When he
was staying at our place, a threatening letter came demanding that we oust him or else our Mission would be
boycotted by the Chinese people. In reply, I made a public announcement that the Mission was not interested in
politics and was open to all comers whatever their political views.
In time Dr. Sun’s persistent and self-sacrificial efforts bore fruit. Especially the younger elements, students and
workers alike, rallied around him and joined his secret revolutionary organization, the Tung Meng Hui, precursor
of the Kuomintang. A fascinating and fluent speaker, well informed about world affairs and backed by his
unselfish devotion to the national cause, undaunted courage and a romantic career, Dr. Sun could hold his
audiences spellbound for hours at a time, whether they numbered by the hundreds and thousands or only a
handful.
He was at his best when in the quiet of the night, with a small group of followers gathered around the
lamplight—as often happened in the back rooms of the little laundries in New York City—he spoke to them about
the military reverses and diplomatic failures of China and expounded his programme for the liberation and selfrule of the Chinese people. He often appeared weary and worn in body, but always enthusiastic for his cause and
never downhearted.
His next visit to New York was in July 1910 when he returhed from England shortly before the Revolution
actually broke out at Wuchang in central China. Dr. Sun spent the evening with us, talking about his plans until
three in the morning. He said that everything was ready for the revolution to start but they needed more funds and
suggested that on his return from San Francisco and Portland in the fall, he be introduced to some American
sympathizers who were financially able to help the movement. I did speak to Mr. Thomas Denney of Wall Street,
a classmate of Mr. Yung Wing at Yale.
But Dr. Sun did not come back. He was in England when the Wuchang uprising in November 1911 precipitated
the revolution and he hurried back to the old country to head up the new Republican Government in Nanking. …
*
From the very beginning a great deal of my time was taken up with helping individuals in trouble, such as
illness, lawsuits, misunderstanding with their American landlords, financial difficulties, home problems, etc. Like
other immigrants, the Chinese people find life difficult in America on account of differences in language and
ignorance of the customs, which in turn cause misunderstanding with the people of other races. Such difficulties
can become very serious, but they are also easily adjusted, if properly handled by those who happen to know the
language and usages of the land, and have friends on both sides of the line.
Hence people came to me for such friendly advice and help that 1 could give without difficulty, though
involving much time and energy. When a foreigner is in good health and able to earn his own livelihood, he can
well take care of himself, but when he gets sick, is laid up, and without employment, he is pitifully helpless. He
cannot afford private medical attention and yet does not know where the hospitals are or how to get in. So every
year, I brought a good number of sick Chinese to the hospitals. …
Charlie Hin kept a basement laundry and came to our Sunday School at 14 University Place. One winter
Sunday, he was not at the Mission. We found him sick with pneumonia in his basement laundry, almost dying. He
refused to go to the hospital, for he had heard of doctors taking out the patients’ eyes while they were under ether.
1 assured him I would personally go with him and visit him every day. He got well, and thencforth he could not
say enough about the clean linen and fine treatment they gave him at the hospital; he thought that the doctors and
nurses were like angels.
While he was convalescing in the hospital, I told him that 1 had an invitation from our Chinese minister at
Washington, D.C., and had to be away for several days. Charlie got excited and wanted me to take him out of the
hospital that very day. This was impossible; his importunity won and I had to cancel my trip. …
The Mission door bell rang vigorously at 4 o’clock, one March morning. On opening the door, I found a
Chinese brother who had walked up from Chinatown in the rain.
He rushed into the church, saying, “I come worship, I come worship,” knelt before the pulpit and “kowtowed”
as he would in a temple. I stayed with him, gave him some hot drink, and quieted him. He kept complaining,
“I lost my soul; man died in Chinatown taken my soul away; can’t you see I have only a head, soul gone?”
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I told him that he had come to the right place and that we would do all we could to have his soul restored to
him. We arranged for him to be taken care of in a hospital for mental disorders. The man got well, recovered his
reason and was never troubled again with the malady.
In one year, I introduced as many as eighty-one sick persons to the hospitals. That was in 1923, two years
before my retirement. I became a familiar figure to the gate-keepers, and the patients were known as “Huie’s
patients.” I knew the doctors and nurses and social workers at the Presbyterian Hospital best of all, and for their
care of the Chinese patients, these strangers without a home and often without friends or relatives, I can never
adequately express my indebtedness.
I recall in particular Dr. Charles Young, Superintendent of the Hospital, and Dr. Fisher preceding him. I would
take up a sick man and Dr. Young would put his arm in mine and together we would go to a ward. He would speak
to the head nurse:
“This is Huie’s patient.” This was sufficient: however crowded the ward, a bed was found for “Huie’s patient.”
They were all wonderful to the Chinese. Often a patient had nothing with which to pay his hospital bill; I
would appeal to the Superintendent and he would remit the fee. In return, every year I went around among the
Chinese restaurants and laundries to take up a collection for the hospital.
All sorts of people sought my help, both known and unknown to me. Whenever a case seemed hopeless, it
would be referred to me. One night, I received word that a white woman in Chinatown wanted to see me. She was
dying and wanted to speak to a clergyman. I went down with Mrs. Huie.The front door of the building, opening
on the Bowery, was found locked. We went through the Chinese theatre, down a rope ladder, through a subbasement, up a flight of stairs and got to her room. We talked with her, prayed with her and comforted her as best
as we knew how, a young woman of another nationality, an actress by profession, who had drifted into the
Bowery and was dying of the dreaded T.B. She passed away the next day.
Tom, 15, was a difficult boy to manage. His uncle thrashed him, and he in turn hit the uncle. He was charged
with attempted murder and committed to the Jefferson Market Court detention house. Our Mission was then at 26
West 9th Street, not far from the Market. I went to see the boy and sent him some Chinese food every evening. At
the trial, I was present. He put his arms around my neck, clung to me and promised that he would be good, if I
would take him home. I pleaded with the judge and the judge agreed to leave him in Mrs. Huie’s custody. We had
him in the old house with our own children for several weeks until he found work.
Tom’s uncle, of course, did not like my interference in his family affairs and for a long time avoided me and
our Mission. Years afterwards I met him, explained that my interference was for the boy’s own good, and we were
reconciled. …
Some years ago it was a common practice for Chinese to be smuggled into the United States from Canada. At
Plattsburg, N.Y., they would try to get in and be arrested. Certain lawyers who were in the business on a
commission basis, namely, a fixed sum for a successful entry, would get as witnesses Chinese residents with
registration papers, to testify that they had known the individuals in question in San Francisco, were present at the
shaving of the baby’s hair (which was equivalent to a baptism certificate), etc. In this way they would get into the
country, with good registration papers issued to them as native-born.
My contention was that so long as a Chinese was in the country, with or without registration paper, he should
not be molested. It was up to the Government to keep them out, but once within the country, they should be left
alone.
An amusing incident occurred in Buffalo. A Chinese had bought a ticket for China and was on his way. At
Buffalo, he was arrested and detained, because he could not produce his registration paper. I was asked to go and
straighten up the case. I called on the Commissioner of Immigration and explained that the man was really on his
way to China; he had no registration paper, but there was his ticket for the journey.
The Commissioner would not believe us and said that the United States Government would deport the person.
So I got the man to give me his ticket and collected the refund for him, while the United States provided him with
a free trip back to the old country.
Ling Fong was an inmate of a bad house. Word came through to the Mission that she wanted our help to secure
her freedom. We got Mr. William Beecher interested in the case.
Mr. William Beecher was a well known lawyer of New York, once a district attorney and son of Dr. Henry
Ward Beecher, the famous preacher. We arranged for her to escape from the house. She stayed for a week in the
Beecher home and then came to our house. At that time, we were living at Sackman Street, Brooklyn. The keepers
of the house discovered her escape and traced her movements to our place. So a group of them came and
demanded her return.
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It so happened that, only a few minutes before, the girl had left with Mrs. Harriet Carter, a Baptist mission
worker, to attend a court session in New York. There was a street car station at the back of our block and it
seemed that the men had come around to the front of the house one way and the women had gone the other way
and so they did not meet. Mrs. Huie alone was in with our son Irving.
The men fiercely demanded the Chinese girl. Mrs. Huie:
“There is no Chinese girl here.” The men:
“You have her.” Mrs. Huie:
“Then look through the place, and if I have her, take her away and my house too.”
The men searched the place, looked into closets, crawled up the attic, and of course, left in a threatening mood
but empty-handed. At the trial, Mr. Beecher prosecuted the girl’s keeper; she was given her freedom and brought
back to our house. Two weeks later she was transferred to a Home for Girls at 23 East 11 th Street, where she made
herself very useful. The Superintendent became much interested in her and spoke to her about her spiritual
welfare. One morning before daybreak, Ling Fong excitedly rapped at the Superintendent’s door and called,
“Get up, get up; I talk to God, He talk to me.”
She was baptized by Dr. Alexander. Afterwards she married a Chinese restaurant proprietor, maintained a
beautiful home and adopted a number of orphaned children, whom she cared for and sent through school. …
The forty years of my ministry were filled with cases of the kind I have here given, helping my countrymen in
time of distress. It is true some of the younger people went through the Mission to positions of high standing in
business and in political life, but they are a very small minority. The majority were composed of humble
workingmen and tradesmen—strangers in a strange land, unknown beyond the narrow circle of their own
nationality, whose existence in the community was without significance and left not a record because they were
without vote or citizenship. But I was glad that my lot was cast among them and that in living among them and
working for them, I seemed to get a clearer insight into the mind and spirit of that Great Galilean, who lived so
close to his people, that their joys became his joys, and their sorrows, his sorrows. Without trumpeting and
heralding, the work of our Mission Church was carried on from year to year, hidden away in a humble corner of
the gigantic metropolis, ministering to a neglected but self-respecting nationality group of five thousand souls.
39.188 Excerpt from The Travels Of Lao Ts’an\fn{by Liu T’ieh-yün (1854-1909)} China (M) 11
… The land does not hold back the water; every year comes disaster|The wind beats up the waves; everywhere
is danger.\fn{A note reads: Following the form of traditional novels, each chapter is prefaced by a couplet consisting of two lines of six
to eight sinographs, strictly parallel in form. The couplets are frequently unintelligible until the contents of the chapter are known. In this
case, the first line refers to the illness of Mr. Huang (Yellow), which symbolizes the annual floods along the Yellow River, while the second
line refers to the ship in danger of being wrecked, which symbolizes the precarious condition of the Chinese ship of state. Thus the first
chapter introduces in allegorical form two of the main themes of the book, flood control and political reform .}

The story tells that outside the East Gate of Tengchoufu, in Shantung, there is a big hill called P’englai Hill,\fn
{A note reads: Tengchoufu, now usually known as P’englai, is a city on the extreme north shore of the Shantung Peninsula. The P’englai
Pavilion, originally built under the Sung dynasty, is said to be on the spot from which Ch’in Shih Huang-ti (reigned as emperor 221-209
B.C.E.) is reputed to have sent a Taoist sage, Hsü Fu, with three thousand men and women and a cargo of seeds to an island in the east.
Tradition claims that the Japanese are the descendants of these people. The Han Emperor Wu (reigned 140-86 B.C.E.) is said to have seen
the island of P’englai from here. The fame of the view is due to a mirage, probably caused by a group of Tocky islands off the coast, which
are thus the original of the Chinese Islands of the Blessed: P’englai, Fangchang, Yingchou, in which men and animals never die and where
the palaces are of gold and silver. These islands, often referred to as the “Fairy Islands,” are the eastern counterpart of Mount K’unlun,
the home of the Western Queen Mother, another abode of immortals. Their names are still seen on banners at funerals .} and on this hill

a pavilion called the P’englai Pavilion. It is most imposing with its “painted roof-tree flying into the clouds” and
its “bead-screens rolled up against the rain.”\fn{ A note reads: A good example of the allusiveness of Chinese writing. This is an
abridged quotation from the poem at the end of Wang Po’s famous preface to The Pavilion of King T’eng .} To the west it overlooks
the houses in the town, with mist hanging over ten thousand homes; to the east it overlooks the waves of the sea,
undulating for a thousand tricents. It is a regular custom for the gentlemen of the town to take wine-cups and wine
with them to the pavilion and spend the night there, to be ready the next morning before it is light to watch the sun
come up out of the sea.
However, no more of this for the present.
It is further told that there was once a traveler called Lao Ts’an. His family name was T’ieh, his ming was of
one character, Ying, and his hao, Pu-ts’an. He chose Ts’an as his hao because he liked the story of the monk Lan
Ts’an roasting taros.\fn{A note reads: The Chinese have a multiplicity of names. The most common are: the hsing, family name or
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surname; the ming, personal name, given by the family, sometimes of two characters (one of which is frequently common to all of one
generation in a family), sometimes, as here, of only one character; the tzu, a fancy name assumed on coming of age; and the hao or style, a
fancy name chosen by the man himself or his friends. Besides this a man may have an additional hao or pieh-hao, a nickname. The author’s
hsing is Liu, his ming, E, and his tzu, T’ieh-yün. He has used one character of it, T’ieh, meaning Iron, as his hero’s family name, and added
Ying, meaning Heroic or Daring, as his personal name. Lan Ts’an was the nickname of a Buddhist priest of the T’ang period who started
his career as a menial in a monastery on Hengshan, the sacred mountain of the south, in the T’ien-pao period (742-756). It is told of him
that “he was lazy (lan) by nature, and fond of eating leftover scraps (ts’an), and was therefore called Lan Ts’an.” When Li Pi, a famous
statesman, visited the monastery, he went one night to see Lan Ts’an, who was poking a fire and roasting taros. Lan Ts’an pulled out half a
taro and gave it to Li Pi saying, “Don’t say much. Be prime minister for ten years.” When he died the Emperor gave Lan Ts’an the title of
Ta Ming Ch’an Shih (Illustrious Master of Meditation). The Pu in Pu-ts’an means “to mend or repair.” The hao then meaps “he who
mends broken things or leftovers,” and probably refers to the profession of medicine .} Since he was a pleasant sort of person,

people deferred to his wish and began to call him Lao Ts’an, which eventually became a regular nickname. He
was a Chiangnan\fn{A note reads: Chiangnan (or Kiangnan), literally, “South of the River,” is used sometimes for the territory south
of the Yangtze River but here for the provinces of Kiangsu and Anhwei, which formed one province at the beginning of the Ch’ing period .}
man. By the time he was thirty he had studied quite a lot of prose and poetry, but because he was not good at
writing eight-legged essays,\fn{A note reads: Pa ku wen, literally, “essays with eight thighs (or sections),” were essays written in
the rigid, artificial style required for the official examinations. They were required to be written in eight pi (sections or paragraphs), and
were usually limited to a total of 450, 550, or 600 characters .} he had taken no degrees and therefore nobody wanted him as

a tutor. He was too old to learn a business and therefore did not attempt it. His father had been an official of the
third or fourth rank but was too stubbornly honest to make money for himself, and after twenty years of officeholding he could only afford to travel home by selling his official clothes! How do you suppose he could have
anything to give his son?
Since Lao Ts’an had nothing from his family and no definite occupation, he began to see cold and hunger
staring him in the face. Just when he was at his wits’ end, Heaven took pity on him, for along came a Taoist priest,
shaking a string of bells, who said that he had been taught by a wonderful healer and could treat a hundred
diseases. He said that when people met him and asked him to heal their diseases he had a hundred cures for every
hundred treatments. So Lao Ts’an made obeisance to him as his teacher, learned the patter, and from that time on
went about shaking a string of bells and filling his bowl of gruel by curing diseases. Thus he wandered about by
river and lake for twenty years.
When our story begins, he had just come to an old Shantung town called Ch’iench’eng,\fn{ A note reads:
Ch’iench’eng (“Thousand Chariots”) was a Han-period city about one hundred miles northeast of the present Tsinanfu. Sufficient territory
to support a thousand chariots was a theoretical unit in early Chinese administration .} where there was a great house belonging

to a man whose family name was Huang (Yellow) and whose ming was Jui-ho. This man suffered from a strange
disease which caused his whole body to fester in such a way that every year several open sores appeared, and if
one year these were healed, the next year several more would appear elsewhere. Now for many years no one had
been found who could cure this disease. It broke out every summer and subsided after the autumn equinox.
Lao Ts’an arrived at this place in the spring, and the major-domo of the Huang household asked him if he had a
cure for the disease. He said:
“I have many cures; the only thing is that you may not do as I tell you. This year I will apply a mild treatment
to try my skill. But if you want to prevent the disease from ever breaking out again, this too is not difficult; all we
need do is to follow the ancients whose methods hit the target every time. For other diseases we follow the
directions handed down from Shen Nung and Huang Ti, but in the case of this disease we need the method of the
great Yü.\fn{A note reads: Shen Nung, the Divine Husbandman, was a culture-hero, inventor of agriculture and medicine. The
connection between husbandry and herbal medicine is obvious. Huang, the Yellow Ancestor, was the reputed author of the Nei Ching
(Classic On Internal Medicine). Yü the Great was the first institutor of flood control and reputed to have been the successor of the mythical
Emperor Shun.} Later, in the Han period, there was a certain Wang Ching\fn{ A note reads: A Han-period official who was
well versed in astronomy, mathematics, and the Classic Of Changes and practiced various forms of meditation. In the time of Ming Ti
(reigned 58-76), he had great success in controlling floods. He rose to be Prefect of Luchiang in the present province of Anhwei .} who

inherited his knowledge, but after that nobody seems to have known his method. Fortunately I now have some
understanding of it.”
The Huang household therefore pressed him to stay in the house and to give his treatment. Strange to say, although this year there was a certain amount of festering, not one open sore appeared, and this made the household
very happy.
After the autumn equinox the state of the disease was no longer serious, and everybody was delighted because
for the first time in more than ten years Mr. Huang had had no open sores. The family therefore engaged a
theatrical company to sing operas for three days in thanksgiving to the spirits. They also built up an artificial hill
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of chrysanthemums in the courtyard of the west reception hall.\fn{ A note reads: Such a hall was a regular part of a large
Chinese house.} One day there was a feast, the next a banquet, all very gay and noisy.
On the day when our story begins, Lao Ts’an had finished his noon meal, and having drunk two cups of wine
more than usual, felt tired and went to his room, where he lay down on the couch to rest. He had just closed his
eyes when suddenly two men walked in, one called Wen Chang-po, the other Te Hui-sheng.\fn{ A note reads: Wen
Chang-po means “Leader in Literary Composition.” Te Hui-sheng means “Student of Morals and Wisdom.” } These two men were
old friends of his. They said:
“What are you doing at this time of day, hiding away in your room?”
Lao Ts’an quickly got up and offered them seats saying:
“I have been feasting so hard these two days that I needed a change.” They said:
“We are going to Tengchoufu to see the famous view from the P’englai Pavilion and have come especially to
invite you. We have already hired a cart. Put your things together quickly and we will go right away.”
Lao Ts’an’s baggage did not amount to much—not more than a few old books and some instruments—so that
packing was easy, and in a short time the three men were getting into the cart. After an uneventful journey\fn{ A
note reads: Literally, “eating in the wind and sleeping in the dew,” a conventional phrase .} they soon reached Tengchou and there
found lodging beside the P’englai Pavilion. Here they settled and prepared to enjoy the phantasmagoria of a
“market in the sea” and the magic of “mirage towers.”\fn{ A note reads: This refers to the famous mirage to be seen from
Tengchoufu.}
The next day Lao Ts’an said to his two friends Wen and Te:
“Everyone says the sunrise is worth seeing. Why shouldn’t we stay up to see it instead of sleeping? What do
you say?” They answered:
“If you are so inclined, we will certainly keep you company.”
Although autumn is that time of year when day and night are about equal in length, the misty light that appears
before sunrise and lingers after sunset makes the night seem shorter. The three friends opened two bottles of wine,
took out the food they had brought with them, and, what with drinking and talking, before they were aware of it
the east had gradually become bright. Actually it was still a long time before sunrise; the effect was due to the
diffusion of the light through the air.
The three friends continued to talk for a while. Then Te Hui-sheng said:
“It’s nearly time now. Why don’t we go and wait upstairs?” Wen Chang-po said:
“The wind is whistling so, and there is such an expanse of windows upstairs that I’m afraid it will be much
colder than this room. We’d better put on extra clothes.”
They all followed this advice and taking telescopes and rugs went up the zigzag staircase at the back. When
they entered the pavilion, they sat at a table by a window and looked out toward the east. All they could see were
white waves like mountains stretching away without end. To the northeast were several flecks of blue mist. The
nearest was Long Hill Island; farther off were Big Bamboo, Great Black, and other islands. Around the pavilion
the wind rushed and roared until the whole building seemed to be shaking. The clouds in the sky were piled up,
one layer upon another. In the north was one big bank of cloud that floated to the middle of the sky and pressed
down upon the clouds that were already there, and then began to crowd more and more upon a layer of cloud in
the east until the pressure seemed insufferable. The whole spectacle was most ominous. A little later the sky
became a shining strip of red. Hui-sheng said:
“Brother Ts’an, judging from the look of things the actual rising of the sun will be invisible.” Lao Ts’an said:
“The winds of heaven and the waters of the sea are sufficient to move me; even if we do not see the sunrise the
journey will not have been in vain.”
Chang-po meanwhile had been looking through his telescope. Now he exclaimed:
“Look! There is a black shadow in the east that keeps rising and falling with the waves; it must be a steamship
passing.”
They all took their telescopes and looked in that direction. After a while they said:
“Yes! Look! There is a fine black thread on the horizon. It must be a ship.”
They all watched for a while until the ship had passed out of sight. Hui-sheng continued to hold up his
telescope and looked intently to right and left. Suddenly he cried”
“Ayah! Ayah! Look at that sailing boat among the great waves. It must be in danger.” The others said:
“Where?” Hui-sheng said:
“Look toward the northeast. Isn’t that line of snow-white foam Long Hill Island? The boat is on this side of the
island and is gradually coming nearer.”
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The other two looked through their telescopes and both exclaimed:
“Ayah! Ayah! it certainly is in terrible danger. Luckily it’s coming in this direction. It has only twenty or thirty
tricents to go before it reaches the shore.”
After about an hour the boat was so near that by looking closely through their telescopes the three men could
see that it was a fairly large boat, about twenty-three or twenty-four chang long.\fn{A note reads: A chang is a measure
of length equivalent to ten feet. The whole description of the boat that follows is symbolic of the Chinese ship of state. The twenty-three or
twenty-four chang represent the twenty-three or twenty-four provinces into which China was divided before the revolution of 1911. The
captain is the Emperor. The four helmsmen are the four Grand Secretaries or perhaps the members of the Grand Council of State. The six
masts with old sails are the six boards for government departments. Of the two new masts the one with slightly worn sails is probably the
Foreign Office, created in 1861. Until the Western powers forced themselves on the Chinese there was no Foreign Office, as traditionally
China was considered to be the only civilized state in the world, all other peoples being tributaries. The new mast with new sails is
probably the Board of Admiralty, created in 1890. The men looking after each mast are the two presidents of each board, one a Chinese
and the other a Manchu.} The captain was sitting on the poop, and below the poop were four men in charge of the

helm. There were six masts with old sails and two new masts, one with a completely new sail and the other with a
rather worn one, in all eight masts. The ship was very heavily loaded; the hold must have contained many kinds of
cargo. Countless people, men and women, were sitting on the deck without any awning or other covering to
protect them from the weather—just like the people in third-class cars on the railway from Tientsin to
Peking.\fn{A note reads: The Peking-Tientsin railway was opened for traffic in 1900. Liu T’ieh-yun was specially interested in the
building of railways.} The north wind blew in their faces; foam splashed over them; they were wet and cold, hungry
and afraid. They all had the appearance of people with no means of livelihood. Beside each of the eight masts
were two men to look after the rigging. At the prow and on the deck were a number of men dressed like sailors.
It was a great ship, twenty-three or twenty-four chang long, but there were many places in which it was
damaged. On the east side was a gash about three chang long, into which the waves were pouring with nothing to
stop them. Farther to the east was another bad place about a chang long through which the water was seeping
more gradually.\fn{A note reads: The gash three chang long represents Manchuria, usually referred to in China as the Three Eastern
Provinces. At the beginning of the twentieth century these were already threatened by Japan and Russia. The other “bad place to the east”
is Shantung, already threatened by Germany and Great Britain .} No part of the ship was free from scars. The eight men

looking after the sails were doing their duty faithfully, but each one looked after his own sail as though each of the
eight was on a separate boat: they were not working together at all. The other seamen were running about
aimlessly among the groups of men and women; it was impossible at first to tell what they were trying to do.
Looking carefully through the telescope, you discovered that they were searching the men and women for any
food they might be carrying and also stripping them of the clothes that they wore.
Chang-po looked intently and finally couldn’t help crying out wildly:
“The damnable blackguards! Just look, the boat is going to capsize any moment, and they don’t even make a
show of trying to reach the shore, but spend their time maltreating decent people. It’s outrageous!”
Hui-sheng said:
“Brother Chang, don’t get excited. The ship is not more than seven or eight tricents away from us. When it
reaches land, we will go on board and try to make them stop—that’s all.”
While he was speaking, they saw several people on the boat killed and thrown into the sea. The helm was put
about, and the ship went off toward the east. Chang-po was so angry that he stamped his feet and shouted:
“A shipload of perfectly good people! All those lives! For no reason at all being killed at the hands of this
crowd of navigators! What injustice!”
He thought for a while and then said:
"Fortunately there are lots of fishing boats at the bottom of our hill. Why don’t we sail out in one of them, kill
some of that crew, and replace the others? That would mean the salvation of a whole shipload of people. What a
meritorious act! What satisfaction!”
Hui-sheng said:
“Although it might be satisfying to do this, still it would be very rash, and I’m afraid not safe. What does
Brother Ts’an think?”
Lao Ts’an smiled at Chang-po and said:
“Brother Chang, your plan is excellent: only I wonder how many companies of soldiers you are going to take
with you.: Chang-po answered angrily:
“How can Brother Ts’an be so blind! At this very moment the lives of these people are in the balance. In this
emergency we three should go to rescue them without delay. Where are there any companies of soldiers to take
with us?” Lao T’'an said:
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“In that case, since the crew of that ship is not less than two hundred men, if we three try to kill them won’t we
only go to our own deaths and accomplish nothing? What does your wisdom think of that?”
Chang-po thought for a while and decided that Lao Ts’an’s reasoning was sound; then he said:
“According to you, what should we do? Helplessly watch them die?” Lao Ts’an answered:
“As I see it, the crew have not done wrong intentionally; there are two reasons why they have brought the ship
to this intolerable pass. What two reasons? The first is that they are accustomed to sailing on the ‘Pacific’ Ocean
and can only live through ‘pacific’ days. When the wind is still and the wayes are quiet, the conditions of
navigation make it possible to take things easy. But they were not prepared for today’s big wind and heavy sea,
and therefore are bungling and botching everything. The second reason is that they do not have a compass. When
the sky is clear, they can follow traditional methods, and when they can see the sun, moon, and stars, they don’t
make serious mistakes in their course. This might be called ‘depending on heaven for your food.’ Who could have
told that they would run into this overcast weather with the sun, moon, and stars covered up by clouds, leaving
them nothing to steer by?
“It is not that in their hearts they do not want to do the right thing, but since they cannot distinguish north,
south, east, and west, the farther they go, the more mistakes they make.
“As to our present plan, if we take Brother Chang’s suggestion to follow them in a fishing boat, we can
certainly catch them, because their boat is heavy and ours will be light. If when we have reached them we give
them a compass, they will then have a direction to follow and will be able to keep their course. If we also instruct
the captain in the difference between navigation in calm and stormy weather and they follow our words, why
shouldn’t they quickly reach the shore?”
Hui-sheng said:
“What Lao Ts’an has suggested is the very thing! Let us carry it out quickly; otherwise the shipload of people
will certainly be doomed.”
The three men descended from the pavilion and told the servants to watch their baggage. They took nothing
with them except a reliable compass, a sextant, and several other nautical instruments. At the foot of the hill they
found the mooring place of the fishing boats. They chose a light, quick boat, hoisted the sail, and set out in pursuit
of the ship. Luckily the wind was blowing from the north so that whether the boat went east or west there was a
thwart wind and the sail could be used to the full.
After a short time they were not far from the big boat. The three men continued to watch carefully through
their telescopes. When they were a little more than ten chang away, they could hear what the people on the boat
were saying. They were surprised to find that, while the members of the crew were searching the passengers,
another man was making an impassioned speech in a loud voice. They only heard him say:
“You have all paid your fares to travel on this boat. In fact, the boat is your own inherited property which has
now been brought to the verge of destruction by the crew. All in your families, young and old, are on this boat.
Are you all going to wait to be killed? Are you not going to find a way of saving the situation? You deserve to be
killed, you herd of slaves!”
The passengers at whom he was railing said nothing at first. Then a number of men got up and said:
“What you have said is what we all in our hearts want to say but cannot. Today we have been awakened by you
and are truly ashamed of ourselves and truly grateful to you. We only ask you, ‘What are we to do?’”
The man then said:
“You must know that nowadays nothing can be done without money. If you will all contribute some money, we
will give our energy and lifeblood for you and will lay the foundations of a freedom which is eternal and secure.
What do you say to this?”
The passengers all clapped their hands and shouted with satisfaction.
Chang-po, hearing this from a distance, said to his two companions:
“We didn’t know there was a splendid hero like this on the boat. If we had known earlier, we needn’t have
come.” Hui-sheng said:
“Let us lower part of our sails for the time being. We don’t need to catch up with the ship. We’ll just watch
what he does. If he really has a sound scheme, then we can very well go back.” Lao Ts’an said:
“Brother Hui is right. In my poor opinion this man is probably not the sort who will really do anything. He will
merely use a few fine-sounding phrases to cheat people of their money—that’s all!”
The three then lowered their sails and slowly trailed after the big boat.
They saw the people on the boat collect quite a lot of money and hand it over to the speaker. Then they
watched to see what he would do. Who could have known that when the speaker had taken the money he would
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seek out a place where the crowd could not touch him, stand there, and shout to them loudly:
“You lot of spineless creatures! Cold-blooded animals! Are you still not going to attack those helmsmen?”
And further:
“Why don’t you take those seamen and kill them one by one?”
Sure enough, some inexperienced young men, trusting his word, went to attack the helmsmen, while others
went to upbraid the captain; they were all slaughtered by the sailors and thrown into the sea. The speaker again
began to shout down at them:
“Why don’t you organize yourselves? If all you passengers on the boat act together, won’t you get the better of
them?”
But an old and experienced man among the passengers cried out:
“Good people! On no account act in this wild way! If you do this, the ship will sink while you are still
struggling. I’m certain no good will come of it.”
When Hui-sheng heard this, he said to Chang-po:
“After all, this hero was out to make money for himself while telling others to shed their blood,” Lao Ts’an
said. “Fortunately there are still a few respectable and responsible men; otherwise the ship would founder even
sooner.”
When he had spoken, the three men put on full sail and very soon were close to the big boat. Their poleman
pulled them alongside with his hook, and the three then climbed up and approached the poop. Bowing very low,
they took out their compass and sextant and presented them. The helmsmen looked at them and asked them
politely:
“How do you use these things? What are they for?”
They were about to reply when suddenly among the lower ranks of seamen arose a howl:
“Captain! Captain! Whatever you do, don’t be tricked by these men. They’ve got a foreign compass. They
must be traitors sent by the foreign devils! They must be Catholics! They have already sold our ship to the foreign
devils, and that’s why they have this compass. We beg you to bind these men and kill them to avoid further
trouble. If you talk with them any more or use their compass, it will be like accepting a deposit from the foreign
devils, and they will come to claim our ship.”
This outburst aroused everybody on the ship. Even the great speechmaking hero cried out:
“These are traitors who want to sell the ship! Kill them! Kill them!”
When the captain and the helmsmen heard the clamor, they hesitated. A helmsman who was the captain’s
uncle\fn{A note reads: Presumably one of the princes, uncles of the emperor .} said:
“Your intentions are very honest, but it is difficult to go against the anger of the mob. You had better go away
quickly.”
With tears in their eyes, the three men hurriedly returned to their little boat. The anger of the crowd on the big
ship did not abate, and when they saw the three men getting into their boat, they picked up broken timbers and
planks damaged by the waves and hurled them at the small boat. Just think! How could a tiny fishing boat bear up
against several hundred men using all their force to destroy it? In a short time the fishing boat was broken to bits
and began to sink to the bottom of the sea.
If you don’t know what happened to the three men, then hear the next chapter tell.
*
At the foot of Mount Li the traces of an ancient emperor;|By the side of Lake Ming the song of a beautiful girl.
It has been told how the fishing boat Lao Ts’an was in was damaged by the mob and sank with him into the
depths of the sea. He realized that there was no hope for his life. All he could do was to close his eyes and wait.
He felt like a leaf falling from a tree, fluttering to and fro. In a short time he had sunk to the bottom. He could
hear a voice at his side calling to him:
“Wake up, Sir! It is already dark. The food has been ready in the dining hall for quite a long time.”
Lao Ts’an opened his eyes in great confusion, stared around him, and said:
“Ay! After all it was but a dream.”
Some days later Lao Ts’an said to the major-domo:
“The weather is now getting colder; your honorable master is no longer ill and the disease will not break out
again. Next year if you need my advice I will come again to serve him. Now your humble servant wishes to go to
Tsinanfu to enjoy the scenery of the Ta Ming Lake.”\fn{ A note reads: Ta Ming Hu, the Great Clear Lake, fed by the numerous
springs of Tsinan, occupies the whole of the north of the old city, covering about a quarter of the total area within the city walls .} The
major-domo repeatedly urged him to stay, but without success, so that night he prepared a farewell feast and
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presented Lao Ts’an with a packet containing a thousand ounces of silver as an honorarium. Lao Ts’an said a few
words of thanks and put it away in his baggage. Then he said good-bye, got into his cart, and started off. The road
was among autumn hills covered with red leaves and gardens full of chrysanthemums so that he did not feel at all
lonely. When he reached Tsinanfu and entered the city gate, the houses with their springs and the courtyards with
their weeping willows seemed to him even more attractive than the scenery of Chiangnan. He found an inn called
Promotion Inn on Treasury Street, took his baggage off the cart, paid the carter his fare and wine money, had a
hasty evening meal, and went to bed.
The next day he got up early, had a light breakfast, and then took a turn up and down the streets shaking his
string of bells in pursuit of his calling. In the afternoon he walked over to the Magpie Bridge\fn{ A note reads:
Ch’ueh-hua Bridge. The magpie is a bird of good omen .} and hired a small boat. After rowing north for a short distance, he
reached the Lihsia Pavilion,\fn{A note reads: The city of Tsinan was formerly known as Lihsia, which means “Beneath Li.” Lishan
is the old name of the mountain about two miles south of the city .} where he stopped the boat and went in. Entering the main
gate, he found a pavilion from which most of the paint and lacquer had peeled. On the wall hung a pair of tuilien\fn{A note reads: Vertical plaques.} with the inscription:
In Lihsia this pavilion is the oldest;
In Tsinan there are many famous scholars.
In the upper right comer was written: “Composed by the Kung Pu Tu’s.” In the lower left was, “Written by Ho
Shao-chi of Taochou.”\fn{A note reads: Tu, the Kung Pu (“Official of the Board of Works”), better known as Tu Fu (712-770), was
one of the greatest poets of the T’ang period. The lines of the poem are misquoted. The first should be: “In the west of the lake this pavilion
is the oldest.” Tu Fu visited Tsinan, and the poem from which these lines are quoted is said to have been written to commemorate a banquet
at the Lihsia Pavilion to which the three poet friends, Tu Fu, Li Po, and Kao Shih, were invited by an important dignitary called Li Yung .}

There were several buildings near the pavilion, none of any great interest. He returned to his boat and, rowing to
the west, before very long reached the enclosure of the memorial temple to T’ieh Kung.\fn{ A note reads: Ho Shao-chi
(1799-1873), a distinguished calligrapher, was principal of the Lo-yuan Academy at Tsinan from 1858 to 1860 .}
Do you know who T’ieh Kung was? He was the T’ieh Hslian who at the beginning of the Ming period caused
a lot of trouble to the Prince of Yen. Later generations have honored him for his loyalty to the lawful emperor. For
this reason even today at the spring and autumn festivals the inhabitants come to this place to burn incense.\fn{A
note reads: T’ieh Kung was Governor of Shantung under the second Ming emperor, Hui Ti (reigned 1399-1403). Hui Ti was a minor
when he came to the throne and antagonized his uncle, Chu Ti, who had been given control of a large area in the northeast with the title
Prince of Yen. Chu Ti rebelled against his nephew, finally defeating him and becoming emperor with the reign title Yung Lo (reigned 14031425). T’ieh Hsuan was loyal to Hui Ti and opposed the Prince of Yen. He and his whole family were killed by the usurper .}

When he reached the T’ieh Kung Temple, Lao Ts’an looked toward the south and saw facing him on the
Thousand Buddha Hill\fn{A note reads: Thousand Buddha Hill (Ch’ien Fo Shan) is another name for Lishan. The mountain contains
innumerable Buddhist grottoes.} groups of monastic buildings among the gray-green pines and blue-green cypresses.
The trees were crowded together, some red with a fiery red, others white with the white of snow, some indigo
blue, others jade green, a few patches of maple red showing among the rest. It was as though a great painting by
the Sung artist Chao Ch’ien-li\fn{ A note reads: A painting by this artist belonged to the author and was probably in his mind when
he wrote this sentence.} had been made into a screen several tens of tricents long.
He sighed with sheer delight.
Suddenly the sound of a fisherman’s song reached him. He bent his head to see where the sound came from
and found that the Ming Lake had become as smooth and clear as a mirror. The Thousand Buddha Hill was reflected in the lake and appeared with perfect clarity. The buildings, the terraces, and the trees down there were extraordinarily gay and varied and seemed even more beautiful and clear than the hill above. He knew that beyond the
south shore of the lake was a busy street, but a bank of reeds completely concealed it. It was now their blossom
time, and the stretch of white bloom reflecting the vapor-filled beams of the setting sun was like a rose-colored
velvet carpet forming a cushion between the hill above and the hill below. It was indeed a fascinating sight.
Lao Ts’an thought to himself:
“Such an enchanting scene! How is it there are no visitors to enjoy it?” He looked for a while longer and then
turned round and read the tui-lien on the columns of the great gate. The inscriptions were:
On four sides lotus blossoms, on three sides willows;
A city of mountain scenery, half a city of lake.
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He quietly bowed his head and said:
“It’s absolutely true!”
He then entered the great gate, and immediately opposite him was the ceremonial hall of T’ieh Kung. To the
east was a lotus pond, around which went a zigzag gallery, and at the east end of the lotus pond was a circular
gate. Beyond this was an old three-unit building with a weatherworn horizontal plaque on which were four characters forming the name “Ancient Water Spirit Shrine.”\fn{ A note reads: This is one of the few places mentioned that the
translator was unable to identify on a visit to Tsinan. The term “Water Spirit” is used to refer to several famous individuals in Chinese
history who were drowned, usually for some righteous cause. It is also the name of the narcissus plant .} In front of the shrine were a

pair of weatherworn tui-lien on which was written:
A cup of cold spring water is offered to the autumn chrysanthemums;
At midnight the painted boat pushes its way through the lotuses.
Leaving the Water Spirit Shrine, he went down to his boat and rowed to the back of the Lihsia Pavilion. On
both sides the lotus leaves and lotus flowers crowded around the boat. The lotus leaves, which were beginning to
shrivel, brushed against the boat with a sound, ch’ih-ch’ih. Water birds, startled by the coming of people, flew
cawing into the air, k’e-k’e. The ripe lotus pods kept catching on the side of the boat and scattering through the
windows.
Lao Ts’an casually picked several pods, and while he was eating the seeds the boat reached the Magpie Bridge.
Here he felt himself back in the press of human life. There were men carrying loads and men pushing small carts.
There were a blue felt sedan-chair carried by two bearers and behind the chair a yamen runner wearing a hat with
a red tassel and carrying a folder full of letters under his arm. He was running with his head down as though his
life depended on it and mopped his brow with a handkerchief as he went. Several five- or six-year-old children in
the road did not know how to keep out of people’s way. One of them was accidentally knocked over by a chairbearer and got up crying, “Wa, wa!” His mother quickly ran up asking, "Who knocked you down? Who knocked
you down?" The child could only cry, "Wa, wa!" She asked him again and again. At last through his tears he got
out the words, "The chair-bearer!" The mother raised her head and saw that the chair had already gone two or
three tricents. She therefore took her child by the hand and muttering imprecations, chi-chi, ku-ku, went home.
As Lao Ts’an walked slowly south from the Magpie Bridge to Treasury Street, he happened to look up and saw
pasted on a wall a strip of yellow paper about a foot long and seven or eight inches wide. In the middle of it were
written three characters, “Recital of Drum Tales.”\fn{ A note reads: Shuo Ku Shu is a form of entertainment in which a story is
sung to the accompaniment of one or more stringed instruments, the performer marking the rhythm by striking a small drum on a stand and
clapping a pair of castanets. This art is still quite popular in Peking and other northern cities, most of the performers being women
(attractive for their looks as well as their singing), though the best are men. The singing is accompanied by conventionalized gestures and
a great variety of facial expressions. The subjects are drawn from the common store of Chinese legend and fiction .} At the side was a

line of small characters, “On the Twenty-Fourth at the Ming Lake House.” The paper was not yet quite dry, so he
guessed it had only just been put up. He did not know what it was about since he had never seen anywhere else an
announcement of this kind.
As he went along the road, he continued to puzzle over it. He heard two carriers talking:
“Tomorrow the Fair Maid is telling stories. Let’s leave our work and go to listen.”
And when he reached the main street he overheard a conversation behind a shop counter:
“Last time you had a holiday to go and hear the Fair Maid sing; tomorrow it’s my turn.”
Along his whole path the gossip was mostly on this subject. He wondered to himself:
“What sort of person is this Fair Maid? What sort of tales are they? Why is the whole town so excited about
this announcement?” He allowed his feet to lead him and very soon reached the door of Promotion Inn. He
entered the inn and the servant asked him:
"What will you have for supper, Sir?”
Lao Ts’an gave his order and then took the chance to ask:
“What sort of local entertainment are these Drum Tales? Why is everyone so excited about them?” The servant
replied:
“You don’t know, Sir! Drum Tales used to be a sort of popular country music in Shantung. Old stories were
recited to the accompaniment of a drum and a pair of pear-blossom castanets, together called ‘pear blossom and
big drum.’ There was nothing unusual about it. But recently Fair Maid and Dark Maid, two sisters from the Wang
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family, have appeared. The Fair Maid’s personal name is Little Jade Wang. She is the most amazing creature you
ever heard of. When she was twelve or thirteen years old she learned this art of storytelling, but she soon began to
des-pise the country tunes and said they were dull. She started going to the theater, and as soon as she heard a
tune, she could sing it, whether it was a hsi-p’i or an erh-huang or a pang-tzu-ch’iang.\fn{A note reads: Hsi-p’i and
erh-huang are the two commonest types of melody used in the modern northern opera. When the two alternate in the same piece, the
mixture is spoken of as p’i- huang. Hsi-p’i is generally sharp and shrill, and erh-huang is softer and more melodious. Pang-tzu-ch’iang is a
style of operatic music characterized by the use of the pang-tzu, a piece of wood struck violently to emphasize the rhythm. These three types
of opera music came into favor about 1800 .} When she heard Yli San-sheng’s, Ch’eng Chang-keng’s, or Chang Erhk’uei’s\fn{A note reads: These three famous actors are still frequently referred to in discussions of opera in the present day .} tunes,

she could sing them right off. When she sings, she can go as high as you like. She can hold a note as long as you
want. She got hold of those southern-what-do-you-call-’em-k’un ch’iangfn{A note reads: K’un-ch’iang or k’un-ch’ü, is a
southern style of singing, quieter and more refined than those already mentioned, but performed less nowadays. In the Ming dynasty reign
period, Chia-ch’ing (1522-1566), Liang Ch’en-yti, a poet and musician of K’unshan in Kiangsu, learned a number of folk songs from Wei
Liang-fu, a noted singer of his district, and converted them into art songs which were then used in drama .} melodies as well. No

matter what sort of style or melody, she puts them all into the singing of Drum Tales. In two or three years’ time
she created this kind of singing, and now, when people hear her sing, whether they are northerners or southerners,
gentry or ordinary folk, there is nobody who is not stirred to the depths of his soul. The notices are up, so tomorrow she will sing. If you don’t believe what I say, go and hear her, and then you will see. Only if you want to hear
her, you’d better go early. Although the performance starts at one o’clock, if you go at ten o’clock there won’t be
any seats.”
Lao Ts’an heard what he said but did not take it very seriously. The next day he got up at six o’clock and first
went to see the Shun Well\fn{A note reads: Named after the legendary Emperor Shun who is supposed to have farmed the land at the
foot of Lishan. See the couplet at the head of the chapter. There are several other mountains in China that claim to be the scene of Shun’s
activities.} inside the South Gate. Then he went out of the South Gate to the foot of Lishan to see the place where,

according to the tradition, the great Shun plowed the fields in ancient times. When he returned to his inn, it was
already about nine o’clock, so he made a hasty breakfast and then went to the Ming Lake House, where he arrived
before ten o’clock.
It turned out to be a large theater. In front of the stage were more than a hundred tables, and to his surprise
when he entered the gate he found all the seats taken, except for seven or eight empty tables in the middle section.
These tables had red paper slips pasted on them which said, “Reserved by the Governor,” “Reserved by the
Director of Education,” and so on.
Lao Ts'an looked for a long time but could not find a place. Finally he slipped two hundred cash to an attendant, who arranged a short bench for him in a gap between the tables. On the stage he saw an oblong table on
which was placed a flat drum. On the drum were two pieces of iron and he knew that these must be the so-called
pear-blossom castanets. Beside them was a three-stringed banjo. Two chairs stood behind the table, but no one
was on the stage. When you saw this huge stage, quite bare except for these few things, you couldn’t help wanting
to laugh. Ten or twenty men were walking up and down among the audience with baskets on their heads, selling
sesame-seed cakes and yu-t’iao\fn{A note reads: Fritters or crullers (literally, “oil-strips”).} to those who had come to the
theater without having breakfast.
By eleven o’clock sedan-chairs began to crowd at the door. Numerous officials in informal dress came in one
after another, followed by their servants. Before twelve o’clock the empty tables in the front were all full. People
still kept coming to see if there were seats, and short benches had to be wedged into the narrow spaces that were
left. As this crowd of people arrived there were mutual greetings, many genuflections, and a few low bows.\fn{ A
note reads: The genuflection (ta-ch’ien-erh) is the salutation of the Manchu: the left leg bent, the right stretched behind, the right knee and
right hand almost touchjng the ground. The low bow is the common formal Chinese salutation consisting of a low bow with the hands
hanging loosely below the knees and hidden by the sleeves, after which the clasped hands are raised to the level of the eyes .} Loud and

animated conversation, free and easy talk, and laughter prevailed. Apart from those at the ten or so tables in front,
the rest of the audience was made up of tradespeople, except for a few who looked like the scholars of the place.
They all gossiped away, ch’i-ch’i, ts’a-ts’a, but since there were so many people, you couldn’t hear clearly what
they were saying. In any case, it was nobody’s business.
At half-past twelve a man wearing a long blue cloth gown appeared through the curtained door at the back of
the stage. He had a longish face, covered with lumps, like the skin of a Foochow orange dried by the wind. But
ugly as he was, you felt that he was quiet and sober. He came out on the stage and said nothing but sat down on
the chair to the left, behind the oblong table. Slowly he took up the three-stringed banjo, in a leisurely way tuned
up the strings, and then played one or two little melodies, to which, however, the audience did not listen with
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much attention. After this he played a longer piece, but I don’t know the name of the tune. I only remember that as
it went on he began to pluck the strings in a circular motion, with all his fingers one after another, until the
sounds, now high, now low, now simple, now intricate, entered the ears and stirred the hearts of the listeners so
with their variety that there might have been several tens of strings and several hundreds of fingers playing on
them. And now continuous shouts of approval were heard, not interfering, however, with the sound of the banjo.
When he had finished this piece, he rested, and a man from the wings brought him a cup of tea.
After a pause of several minutes a girl came out from behind the curtains. She was about sixteen or seventeen
years old with a long duck’s egg face, hair done into a knot, and silver earrings in her ears. She wore a blue cotton
jacket and a pair of blue cotton trousers with black piping. Although her clothes were of coarse material, they
were spotlessly clean. She came to the back of the table and sat down on the chair to the right. The banjo-player
then took up his instrument and began to pluck the strings, chen-chen, ts’ung-ts’ung. The girl stood up, took the
pear-blossom castanets between the fingers of her left hand and began to clap them, ling-ling, tang-tang, in time
with the banjo.
With her right hand she took up the drumstick and then, after listening carefully to the rhythm of the banjo,
struck the drum a sharp blow and began to sing. Every word was clear-cut and crisp; every note smooth-flowing
like a young oriole flying out of a valley or a young swallow returning to the nest. Every phrase had seven words
and every part several tens of phrases, now slow, now fast, sometimes high, sometimes low. There were endless
changes of tune and style so that the listener felt that no song, tune, melody, or air ever invented could equal this
one piece, that it was the peak of perfection in song.
There were two men sitting at Lao Ts’an’s side, one of whom asked the other in a low voice:
“I suppose this must be the Fair Maid?” The other man said:
“No, this is the Dark Maid, the Fair Maid’s younger sister. All her songs were taught her by the Fair Maid. If
you compare her with the Fair Maid, it’s impossible to estimate the distance that separates them! You can talk
about her skill, but the Fair Maid’s can’t be put into words. The Dark Maid’s skill can be learned by others, but
the Fair Maid’s can’t possibly be learned. For several years now everybody has tried to sing like them. Even the
singsong girls have tried! And the most anyone has done is to sing two or three phrases as well as the Dark Maid.
As to the Fair Maid’s merits, why, there’s never been anybody who could do a tenth as well as she.”
While they were talking, the Dark Maid had already finished singing and went out at the back. And now all the
people in the theater began. to talk and laugh. Sellers of melon seeds, peanuts, red fruit, and walnuts shouted their
wares in a loud voice. The whole place was filled with the sound of human voices.
Just when the uproar was at its height, another girl appeared at the back of the stage. She was about eighteen or
nineteen years old, and her costume differed in no detail from that of the first. She had a melon-seed face and a
clear white complexion. Her features were not particularly beautiful; she was attractive without being seductive,
pure but not cold. She came out with her head slightly bent, stood behind the table, took up the pear-blossom
castanets and clapped them together several times, ting-tang. It was most amazing! They were just two bits of
iron, and yet in her hand they seemed to contain all the five notes and the twelve tones.\fn{ A note reads: The five notes
are those of the traditional Chinese scale, and the twelve tones are those of the ancient bamboo pitch pipes .}Then she took up the
drumstick, lightly struck the drum twice, lifted her head, and cast one glance at the audience.
When those two eyes, like autumn water, like winter stars, like pearls, like two beads of black in quicksilver,
glanced left and right, even the men sitting in the most distant corners felt: Little Jade Wang is looking at me! As
to those sitting nearer, nothing need be said. It was just one glance, but the whole theater was hushed, quieter than
when the Emperor comes forth. Even a needle dropped on the ground could have been heard.
Little Jade Wang then opened her vermilion lips, displaying her sparkling white teeth, and sang several
phrases. At first the sound was not very loud, but you felt an inexpressible magic enter your ears, and it was as
though the stomach and bowels had been passed over by a smoothing iron, leaving no part unrelaxed. You seemed
to absorb ambrosia through the thirty-six thousand pores of the skin until every single pore tingled with delight.
After the first few phrases her song rose higher and louder till suddenly she drew her voice up to a sharp highpitched note like a thread of steel wire thrown into the vault of the sky. You could not help secretly applauding.
Still more amazing, she continued to move her voice up and down and in and out at that great height. After several
turns her voice again began to rise, making three or four successive folds in the melody, each one higher than the
last. It was like climbing T’aishan\fn{ A note reads: This and what follows is an accurate description ofT’aishan (Mount T’ai) in
Shantung, the most famous sacred mountain in China. The South Gate of Heaven is a gateway at the head of the gorge up which the
Pilgrim Way climbs, and passing through it the traveler reaches the various temples scattered over the top. It is clearly visible from the
plain four thousand feet below when viewed from the south, but cannot be seen from the west approach which our author has in mind .}
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from the western face of the Aolai Peak. First you see the thousand-fathom cleft wall of Aolai Peak and think that
it reaches the sky. But when you have wound your way up to the top, you see Fan Peak far above you. And when
you have got to the top of Fan Peak, again you see the South Gate of Heaven far above Fan Peak. The higher you
climb, the more alarming it seems—the more alarming, the more wonderful.
After Little Jade Wang had sung her three or four highest flourishes, suddenly her voice dropped, and then at a
powerful spirited gallop, in a short time, with a thousand twists and turns she described innumerable circles like a
flying serpent writhing and turning among the thirty-six peaks of The Yellow Mountains.\fn{ A note reads: In Anhwei
Province, two hundred miles west of Hangchow .} After this the more she sang, the lower her voice became; the lower she
sang, the more delicate it was, until at last the sound could be heard no more. Every person in the theater held his
breath and sat intently, not daring to move. After two or three minutes it was as though a small sound came forth
from under the ground.
And then the voice again rose like a Japanese rocket which shoots into the sky, bursting and scattering with
innumerable strands of multicolored fire. The voice soared aloft until endless sounds seemed to be coming and
going. The banjo-player too plucked his strings with a circular movement of all his fingers, now loud, now soft, in
perfect accompaniment to her voice. It was like the wanton singing of sweet birds in a spring morning in the
garden. The ears were kept so busy that you couldn’t decide which note to listen to. Just as it was becoming most
intricate, one clear note sounded, and then voice and instrument both fell silent. The applause from the audience
was like the rumbling of thunder.
After a while the uproar abated slightly and from the front row one could hear a young man of about thirty say
with a Hunan accent:
“When I was a student and came across that passage where the ancient writer describes the merits of good
singing in the words ‘The sound circles the beams and stops not for three days,’ I could not understand what was
meant. If you think of it in the abstract, how can sound go round and round the beams? And how can it go on for
three days? It was not until I heard Little Jade Wang sing that I realized how appropriate the words of the ancient
writer are. Every time I hear her sing, her song echoes in my ears for many days. No matter what I’m doing my
attention wanders. Rather I feel that the ‘three days’ of ‘stops not for three days’ is too short. The ‘three months’
of the saying about Confucius, ‘For three months he knew not the taste of meat’\fn{ A note reads: Analects, 7.13. The
complete verse is: “When the Master was in Ch’i, he heard Shun (music in the style of the legendary Emperor Shun), and for three months
he knew not the taste of meat. He said, ‘I thought not that music could be made as excellent as this!’” .} would describe it much

more adequately.” Those around him all said:
“Mr. Meng Hsiang expresses it so aptly that he arouses my envy.”\fn{ A note reads: Meng-hsiang was the hao (“style”)
of Wang Yi-min of Wuling, Hunan, who in 1896 received an appointment to the Yellow River Conservancy under Governor Chang Yao.
Wang Yi-min wrote a poem describing the singing of Little Jade Wang, and it must be this poem that the author had in mind when he wrote
his description.}

While they were talking, the Dark Maid again came on to sing. After her the Fair Maid appeared again. Lao
Ts’an heard a man near him say that this piece was called “The Black Donkey.” It merely told the story of a
scholar who saw a beautiful maiden riding by on a black donkey. Before describing the girl, it told all about the
good parts of the black donkey, and when at last it came to tell about the maiden, in a few words it was finished. It
was sung entirely in “rapid recitative”; the further it went, the faster it got. The poem by Po Hsiang-shan\fn{ A note
reads: The famous T’ang poet, Po Chti-yi. The line quoted in the text comes from a long narrative poem called the “Song of the Guitar.” }
expressed it perfectly:
Big pearls and little pearls fall into the jade platter.

The marvelous thing about it was that though she recited so quickly that you would have thought the listeners
could not follow, every word was clear; not one was lost to their ears. Only she could obtain this clarity. But even
this piece, it must be owned, was inferior to the preceding one.
It was not yet five o’clock, and everybody assumed that Little Jade Wang would sing once again. It would be
interesting to see what her next piece would be like. …
204.1 & 284.17 A. General Remarks On Translation B. Excerpt from Yen Chi-tao wen-ch’ao: “Two
Criticisms” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its
content]\fn{by Yen Fu (1854-1921)} Fuzhou, Fujian Province, China (M) 2½
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A
Translation involves three requirements difficult to fulfill: faithfulness, comprehensibility and elegance. Faithfulness is difficult enough to attain but a translation that is faithful but not comprehensible is no translation at all.
Comprehensibility is therefore of prime importance. Since China’s opening to foreign trade by sea, there has
been no lack of interpreters and translators. But if you assign them any book to translate and tell them to meet
these two requirements, few can do so. The reasons for their inability are: superficiality, partiality and lack of
discrimination.
This book\fn{Sir Julian Huxley’s Ethics and Evolution} is based on the new knowledge of the West acquired during
the last fifty years and was one of the author’s later works. My translation attempts to present its profound
thought. It does not follow the exact order of words and sentences of the original text but reorganizes and
elaborates. However, it does not deviate from the original ideas. It is more an exposition than a translation as it
seeks to elaborate—an unorthodox way of transmission. Kumarajiva said:
“Whoever imitates me would fail.”\fn{The text has fall:H}
There will be many others coming after me in translation work; I sincerely hope that they will not use this
book as an excuse for their failings.
*
Terms in Western language texts are defined as they occur, somewhat similar to digressions in Chinese. What
comes after elaborates what goes before and completes the sense and structure. A sentence in a Western language
consists of from two or three words to tens or hundreds of words. If we should follow this construction in
translation, it would not be comprehensible, and if we should delete and abridge, we might miss some of the ideas
expressed in the original.
When the translator has understood thoroughly and digested the whole text he will then be able to rewrite it in
the best manner possible. Since the original is profound in thought and involved in style, which are difficult to
convey together, he should correlate what precedes and what follows to bring out the theme. All this effort is to
achieve comprehensibility; for only when a piece of translation is comprehensible can it be regarded as faithful.
*
The I Ching says:
“Fidelity is the basis of writing.” Confucius said,
“Writing should be comprehensible.” He also said,
“Where language has no refinement, its effects will not extend far.”
These three dicta set the right course for literature and are the guidelines for translation. In addition to
faithfulness and comprehensibility, we should strive for elegance in translation.
This is not just for extending the effects far. In using the syntax and style of the pre-Han period\fn{ The so-called
“Classical Chinese”:H} one actually facilitates the comprehensibility of the profound principles and subtle thoughts
whereas in using the modern vernacular one finds it difficult to make things comprehensible. Oftentimes,
straining the meaning but slightly to fit the language can result in gross misinterpretations.
Inevitably I had to make a choice between these two media, not that I have a preference for the eccentric. My
translation has been criticized for its abstruse language and involved style. But I must say this is the result of my
determined effort at comprehensibility. The treatise in the book is largely based upon logic, mathematics and
science as well as astronomy. If a reader is not familiar with these studies, even if he is of the same nationality and
speaks the same language as the author, he won’t be able to comprehend much, far less by reading a translation.
*
New theories have been advanced in quick succession, giving rise to a profusion of new terms. No such terms
could be found in Chinese. Though some Chinese expressions approximate the original, there are yet
discrepancies. Confronted with such a situation, a translator can only use his own judgment and coin a term
according to the sense. But this is easier said than done.
For instance, Part I of this book consists of more than ten prolegomena. These are simple introductory remarks
on the profound treatise. I first translated “prolegomena” as chih yen (discursive remarks). But Hsia Sui-ch’ing
(Tseng-yu) of Ch’ien-t’ang said this term was trite and suggested hsuan t’an (discursive talks), which is found in
the Buddhist scriptures. When the venerable Wu chih-fu (Ju-lun) of T’ung-ch’eng saw my translation, he said that
since chih yen had become trite and hsuan t’an was derived from Buddhism, and neither was not what an
independent mind would adopt, it would be better to follow the precedent set by the ancient Chinese philosophers
of giving a heading to each chapter. Sui-ch’ing argued that in that case each chapter would become an essay by
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itself and this would be contradictory to the original plan of treating one theme in the book. However, in the terms
hsuan t’an and hsuan shu (discursive commentary) the word hsuan means “attached”. It connotes a summary or
gist of some basic idea and does not correspond to the present sense. The term therefore should not be used.
So I followed the original heading, translating it as tao yen (introductory remarks) and, accepting Wu’s
suggestion, supplied a subhead to each chapter for the convenience of the reader.
This shows the difficulty of determining a term, and in going about the task one can hardly escape the criticism
of being half-baked.
Other terms such as wu ching (struggle for existence), t’ien tse (natural selection), ch’u neng (potentiality) and
hsiao shih (actuality) are my creations. The determination of a term often took a full month’s pondering. I leave it
to the discerning and wise to commend or condemn me.
*
The book deals mainly with the schools of thought since ancient Greece. Included are the renowned thinkers of
various periods whose thoughts have influenced the minds of the people of the West for some two thousand years.
Whoever engages in Western studies should know about them.
At the end of a chapter I record briefly the lives and achievements of these men for the reference of scholars
who may want to know about them and their times.
*
The prusuit of truth is akin to the practice of government in that both place a premium on the pooling of ideas.
Where the present work agrees or differs with other books, from what I know I note them in the postscript for the
reader’s reference. Now and then I inject my personal views in the spirit of “Seeking Friends” in the Shih Ching
(Book of Odes) and “Mutual Encouragement and Assistance” in the I Ching.
Whether my views are sound or not I leave to public judgment. I do not insist on my own rectitude. If anyone
should accuse me of being pretentious and seeking notoriety for myself, he misunderstands my intention in taking
great pains to translate this book.
B
1
Chinese understanding of the necessity of learning Western methods did not begin until after the defeat of
China by Japan in 1895. Since the lifting of the ban on Western merchants coming to China by sea, there have
been quite a few developments:
(1) the Tsungli Yamen;
(2) the Tung-wen Kuan;
(3) the Foochow Shipyard;
(4) the educational mission to send students to study abroad;
(5) the China Merchants’ Steam Navigation Company;
(6) manufacturing;
(7) the navy;
(8) the Ministry of the Navy;
(9) foreign military drill;
(10) the opening of schools;
(11) the dispatch of Chinese envoys abroad;
(12) the opening of mines;
(13) the establishment of telegraph and post offices; and
(14) the building of railways.
If we count everything, there are more than ten or twenty items. Most of these things have served as the
foundations on which Europe became rich and strong, but when we applied them in China, they were like a good
orange tree on the bank of the Huai River which, after it was transplanted, produced thick-skinned oranges. The
tree looks as if midway between life and death and we do not get the fruit we sought.
What is the reason?
I think the greatest difference between China and the West, which can never be made up, is that the Chinese
are fond of antiquity but neglect the present.
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The Westerners are struggling in the present in order to supersede the past.
Chinese consider a period of order and a period of disorder, a period of prosperity and a period of decline, as
the natural course of heavenly conduct of human affairs; while Westerners consider that daily progress should be
endless, and that what has already been prosperous will not decline, and that when things are well governed, they
will not be in disorder again—all of which they take as an absolute law of academic thought and political ideas.
2
The foundation and the use mean the same thing. The body of an ox should have the use of carrying heavy
things; the body of a horse should have the use of carrying something to a distance. I have never heard that the ox
is the body or the foundation, while the horse is for use.
The difference between Chinese and Western knowledge is as great as that between the complexions and the
eyes of the two races. We cannot force the two cultures to be the same or similar.
Therefore, Chinese knowledge has its foundation and function; Western knowledge has also its foundation and
function. If the two are separated, each can be independent; if the two were combined, both would perish …
If we consider that science consists of techniques, then the Western techniques are actually the foundation of
Western government. If we say that science does not consist of techniques, then the two things, government and
techniques, are both derived from science like the left and right hands.
I have never heard that the left and the right hands can be considered, respectively, as the foundation and the
superstructure.
269.55 Untitled\fn{by Dawu (1854-1927)} Nantong, Jiangsu Province, China (F) -1
The ten thousand conditions of the world have all dropped off,
All that is left is this true heart-mind invoking Buddha’s name.
With a single invocation I transcend the bitterness of this world,
Greed, anger, ignorance, and desire are completely uprooted.
In complete and naked purity I dwell in the tower of radiant light,
Having realized the dharmakaya, I am free from the wheel of suffering.
Once I fulfill my vow to attain the perfect purity of the Land of Bliss,
I will return to this world of suffering to liberate sentient beings.
197.154 Autobiography Of The Old Man Of The Pinetree\fn{by Chang Hsün (1854-1944)} nr. Fenghsin, Kiangsi
Province, China (M) 6
Those who are in charge of the general Clan Register of the Chang family in the province of Kiangsi have
repeatedly asked me for a record of myself. Alas, I am a person of small account, but the Register exists for the
purpose of preserving the memorials of the clan, whereby we manifest our respect for our ancestors. Though a
man of no outstanding ability I have no right to maintain silence as though I were a disgrace to my ancestors. This
being so, I will now, for the benefit of my family, put the main events of my life into the form of a narrative which
will I think be free from errors of fact.
My family dwelt for generations in the village of Ch’ih-T’ien (Red Field), to the south of the district-city of
Feng-hsin in the province of Kiangsi. I was born between 9 and 11 on the morning of the twenty-fifth day of the
tenth moon of the cyclical year chia-yin, that is to say the fourth year of the reign of Hsien-Feng.\fn{ 1854}
In 1861, during my eighth year, the district was overrun and harried by the Cantonese robbers\fn{ The T’ai-p’ing
rebels} and the inhabitants scattered in all directions, seeking safety. My grandfather, K’un-i, was the only one who
did not run away. He fell into the hands of the rebels, who tried to compel him to point out the houses of the rich.
He refused to do so, whereupon they fell upon him with curses and blows and slew him. In the same year
occurred the death of my mother, whose surname was Wei. In 1864 I went to school for the first time and in the
following year lost my father, whose name was Yen-jên. When my half-brother, Hsi-ch’iu, was scarcely a year
old, my stepmother, whose surname was Wên, also died.
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At this time I was fourteen; and henceforth my brother and I, alone and helpless, with only one another to look
to for sympathy, were daily beset by hardship and poverty. In the tenth moon of 1881 I married. My wife’s
surname was Ts’ao. Subsequently I travelled in Fuhkien and afterwards went to Ch’ang-sha in Hunan.
In 1884 the French made their attack on Annam, and the Governor of Hunan, P’an Ting-hsin, went to Kwangsi
to conduct military operations. I joined his forces, and was rewarded for my services with the button of the sixth
military grade. I was with the forces when they went through the Southern Frontier Pass. In the fifth moon we
followed on the track of the enemy to the Kuan-yin mountain, and in the eighth moon we fought at Ch’uan-T’ou.
I acquitted myself creditably; and Governor P’an, with the viceroy of the Two Kuangs, Chang Wen-hsiang, and
the commander-in-chief in Kwangsi, Su Yüan-ch’un, jointly recommended me to the Throne for a Peacock’s
Feather and the post of Second Captain with the brevet rank of First Captain.
In 1885, after the reduction of Wên-yüan city, the province of Langson and the two prefectural cities of
Ch’ang-ch’ing and Liang-chiang, I was again commended, in a memorial to the Throne, by viceroy Chang and
general Su and by the acting governor Li Ping-heng, and promoted to the rank of major. Subsequently I received
orders from General Su to serve with the right flank of the Kuang-wu army, which was stationed at the frontier.
There I remained for five years, in the course of which time I was promoted to lieutenant-colonel with the brevet
of full colonel.
In 1893 private business took me to Hupei, where my wife died in childbirth.
In 1894 the war with the Japanese over Korea broke out. The general officer commanding in Ssu-chuan, Sung
Ch’ing, wanted my help in connection with the affairs of the Manchurian I Chün (Resolute Army) of which he
had taken command, and in the eighth moon I arrived at Mukden. There I took command of a body of cavalry of
the vanguard division. One of our objects was to capture Tiger Hill and thus hold the key of the Yalu river, but this
plan did not take effect. As soon as peace was declared I went to Peking.
In 1895 I was appointed by Ts’en Ch’un-hsüan (minister of the Court of the Imperial Stud) to take command of
the newly-raised Shantung Guards, but as there was friction between minister Ts’en and the governor of the
province I gave up my post and paid a visit to Tientsin. There I first met Yüan Shih-k’ai, whose substantive post at
that time was taotai of Wen-chou in Cheh-kiang. He was then stationed at Hsiao-chan, beginning the training of
the new model army. He gave me a high appointment in the vanguard of his troops. I was next placed in command
of the engineer-battalion and the reserve battalion, and entrusted with other military duties in addition.
Just at that time, Grand Secretary Jung-Lu,\fn{ Afterwards father-in-law of the emperor Hsuan-T’ung } in his capacity of
Minister of the Council of State, made the experiment of placing the five Wu-Wei armies under the command of
Yüan Shih-k’ai’s department, and they became the army of the right wing.
In the fifth moon of the ke’ng-tzu year\fn{1900} the Boxer outbreak took place in Shantung. Yüan Shih-k’ai
became governor of that province, taking the army of the right wing with him, and he put me in command of the
vanguard. He also entrusted me with the duty of protecting communications. Our battalions destroyed the rebels
at Hai-feng and repeatedly routed them at Yang-hsin, Pin-chou, P’u-t’ai and Li-ching, so that within the area of
our operations there was not a rebel to be seen.
In the eighth moon Li Hung-chang, then Superintendent of Trade for the Northern Ports, sent orders that we
were to proceed to the south-east of Chihli, where affairs were in a critical state. Yüan Shih-k’ai put me in general
control of the cavalry, infantry and artillery battalions operating against the rebels along the northern roads. I
pursued the Boxers to Yen-shan and to the village of Hei-niu-wang in the district of Ch’ing-yün, and as far as
Ts’ang-chou. We had a series of victories. After this I was placed in command of the first infantry battalion of the
right wing.
In 1901 the Yellow River burst its banks at the village of Wu-yang-chia in the district of Hui-min. Under my
direction the various units under my command carried out the work of damming the overflow and constructing
dykes. It took more than four months to complete this task.
When the right wing had been under my training for three years I was recommended by Grand Secretary JungLu for promotion; and on a second recommendation from him I received the substantive rank of colonel.
Subsequently on the ground of my services in extirpating the rebels my name was noted for promotion to the rank
of a provincial commander-in-chief and brigadier-general. The Throne bestowed upon me the distinction of
Bat’uru with the designation “Strong and Brave.”
When Yüan Shih-k;ai became viceroy of Chihli I followed him to Paoting; and at the head of my troops I had
the honour of going to meet the Imperial Equipage at Tz’u-chou. On the fourteenth day of the eleventh moon I
had travelled as far as the Lin-ming Pass, where I encountered the imperial carriages and was granted an
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audience. On my return to Peking I received imperial commands to go on guard-duty at the southern gate of the
Forbidden City.
The following year\fn{1902} I commanded the detachments of horse and foot which acted as escort during the
imperial visit to the Eastern Mausolea. In the eighth moon I was made commanding officer of the forces at Chiench’ang in Ssu-ch’uan, but did not proceed as I was retained for duty with the imperial guard-corps.
In the third moon of kuei-mao\fn{1903} I was in attendance during the imperial visit to the Western Mausolea. I
was similarly employed by imperial command in connection with three other imperial progresses. In the
intercalary-fifth moon I was appointed to take charge of the reorganisation of the vanguard cavalry and the
remodelling of the constabulary and field troops beyond the Great Wall. Having marched through the Chu-yung
Pass I pursued and chastised a large body of mounted bandits who were infesting the district of Ta-t’ung and
Hsuan-hua. It took me a few months to tranquillise that country.
In chia-ch'en\fn{1904} the Throne graciously advanced me one step in official rank, and in recognition of my
services in pacifying the country beyond the Great Wall I received the distinction of Bat'uru with the designation
Pa-t’u-lung-a.\fn{A Manchu term signifying exceptional military virtue}
The same year witnessed the outbreak of war between Russia and Japan. Our country was neutral, but the
Russians plotted to make a stealthy raid on the Mongolian pasture-lands. So I posted troops at Hsuan-hua and met
this danger successfully. From Kalgan I proceeded through Dolonor to Tu-shih. Returning, I prepared a plan for
the protection of the frontier and submitted it to Yüan Shih-k’ai, who gave it his approval.
Two years later Yüan Shih-k’ai, who was in charge of army reorganisation, sent me telegraphic instructions to
the effect that when the Russia-Japan war was over it would be necessary for the government to select an officer
of high rank who understood military affairs to take over the territory which had been the battleground between
those two Powers; and he instructed me to go to Mukden. There, the governor-general Chao Erh-hsün appointed
me general commanding the Mukden army in northern Shengking, and also put me in charge of the cavalry and
infantry of the rear and right flank, with headquarters at Ch’ang-t’u.\fn{ A city north of Mukden} In the same year the
Throne recognised my services with the imperial guard corps and conferred upon me the insignia of the highest of
the nine official grades.
In the following year,\fn{1907} northern Shengking having been tranquillised, governor-general Chao
mentioned me favourably to the Throne, whereupon I was promoted to the rank of a commander-in-chief. In the
fourth moon, Hsu Shih-ch’ang, then a Minister of the Grand Council of State, became viceroy of the Three
Eastern Provinces\fn{Manchuria} and in a memorial to the Throne recommended that I should be placed in charge
of the reorganisation of the Manchurian Defence Corps, with command of the mobile forces. Thereupon I visited
Ninguta and Feng-mi-shan in the province of Kirin, and went north as far as Sui-hua in the province of
Heilungkiang. As a result of seeking out and destroying the strongholds of the bandits, who were mainly
concentrated near the Mu-tan river in the neighbourhood of the East Manchurian railway, I rescued all the Chinese
men and women, and the Russian traders and Japanese surveyors, who had been captured.
In wu-shen\fn{1908} I was appointed commander-in-chief for the province of Yunnan, but at the same time an
imperial edict ordered me to remain in the north in command of troops in Chihli and Feng-t'ien. The Throne also
conferred upon me the honour of the Yellow Jacket.\fn{ An honor said to be the most coveted form of reward for military
service, was also bestowed on General Gordon of Khartoum } My substantive post in Yunnan was shortly exchanged for a
similar one in Kansu. But in the ninth moon I was ordered by rescript to proceed to Peking, and on the occasion of
the Imperial Birthday I had the honour of receiving a Command to attend the state-theatricals in the Forbidden
City.
On the Demise of Their Majesties the empress-dowager and the emperor, I took part in the mourning rites.
In the first year of Hsüan-T’ung\fn{1909} Hsü Shih-ch’ang was summoned to the Grand Secretariat, and HsiLiang succeeded him as governor-general of Manchuria. Being dissatisfied with Hsi-Liang’s appointment I
accompanied Hsü Shih-ch’ang on his journey from Manchuria, and in spite of many messages urging me to return
I did not do so. In consequence of this, in the seventh moon Hsi-Liang submitted a memorial of impeachment,
charging me with prolonged absence from my post. However I received imperial commands to remain for duty in
Peking, and the memorial of impeachment was rejected.
In the tenth moon I accompanied the funeral procession of Her late Imperial Majesty to the Eastern Mausolea,
on which occasion I was in charge of the military escort. On the completion of the ceremonies at the Tomb, the
empress-dowager Lung-Yü returned to the Forbidden City and commanded me to remain at the Mausoleum in
charge of the guard which formed the escort of the four kuei-fei\fn{Imperial consorts of rank below the empress } so that
all ill-feeling between the empress-dowager Lung-Yü and the kuei-fei might be set at rest. After the funeral
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ceremonies were over I was commended for my services, and the empress-dowager conferred upon me an
honorific autograph scroll bearing as an inscription the four characters shu ch’i ch’ing fen—Pure Air Clear and
Fragrant.
In the tenth moon of keng-hsü\fn{1910} I was appointed to the command of all the Yangtse Defence troops and
joint superintendent of protective measures for the Yangtse Valley with headquarters at P’u-k’ou. The right to
memorialise the Throne directly was also conferred upon me.
In the seventh moon of the following year\fn{ 1911} I was transferred to the post of commander-in-chief of
Kiangnan.\fn{I.e. the provinces of Kiangsu and Anhui}
In the eighth moon of that year the Rebellion broke out.\fn{ Referring to the Revolution of 1911 } I at once asked for
permission to go to the relief of Wu-ch’ang, but this was refused; and the rebellion spread to Soochow. The
governor-general and the Tartar-general consulted me on the question of fighting or remaining on the defensive.
But all the military and civil officials in the city\fn{ Of Nanking} were timid in face of the revolutionary fury and the
advice they tendered accorded with their fear. I promptly told them what I thought of them, and said,
“Today you are all my fellow-officials; tomorrow, if you raise the white flag, in my eyes you will all be
rebels.”
They dispersed in a state of great agitation, and during the night they all stole away. Next day the ninth brigade
revolted. I drove them to the Rain-flower Terrace, and inflicted a severe defeat upon them. But the rebel forces
collected in great strength, and as I had no rations and no hope of reinforcements I withdrew my forces to the
north bank of the Yangtse, fighting a rearguard action during the withdrawal. I halted at Hsu-chou.
In the ninth moon I was appointed Governor of Kiangsu, and in the following moon received the acting
appointment of viceroy of Kiangsu and Kiangsi and also that of Imperial Commissioner for the southern ports.
The Throne also raised me to the sixth order of hereditary nobility.
In the twelfth moon\fn{The beginning of 1912} was issued the imperial edict whereby the form of government was
changed to that of a republic, and Yüan Shih-k’ai became provisional president. All the contending forces were
called upon to lay down their arms, and, in the public interest, to cease from warfare. The edict also commanded
the officers and soldiers of the imperial army to refrain from continuing the struggle through feelings of loyalty to
the Throne.
I held myself in restraint, and only stubbornness of character made me still cherish the hope of some day
seeing the old order restored. The Yangtse Defence troops were turned into the vanguard of the Military
Protection Army and I resigned my command of the anti-rebel forces in Chihli, Shantung and Honan.
In the following year, however, I moved my troops to Yen-chou,\n{ In south-western Shantung} and in the fourth
moon\fn{Still in 1912} Hsü Shih-ch’ang accompanied by T’ien Wên-lieh came to me to report president Yüan’s
proposal to abolish the governor-generalship of the Two Kiangs and to make me lieutenant-general of the Red
Bordered Banner Army. When about to take his departure, Hsü Shih-ch’ang asked me if I had any message for
president Yüan. I replied:
“I cannot show ingratitude for what I owe to Yüan; I cannot forget the duty of a subject to his sovereign. If
Yüan does no wrong to the imperial court, he will never be wronged by me. That is all I have to say.”
In the first moon of Kuei-ch’ou\fn{1913} president Yüan requested their majesties\fn{ The empress-dowager LungYü and the emperor Hsüan-T’ung} to remove to the Yi-Ho Park.\fn{ The Summer Palace} I raised strenuous objections to
this proposal and it was dropped. The distress felt by the empress-dowager on account of Yüan’ demand was the
cause of her illhess and death.
On the death of the empress-dowager I requested the government to issue a proclamation ordering a state
funeral, and permitting the people to wear mourning. At the head of the gentry, merchants, soldiers and civilians
of the regions under my control I conducted memorial rites in the capital of the prefecture.
About this time there was an agitation to abolish the cult of Confucius, and people seized the opportunity to
begin cutting down the trees\fn{ Of the Confucian temple at Ch’ü Fou in Shantung } and carrying off the sacrificial vessels.
I immediately despatched troops to protect the holy places, and was just in time to save them from the spoilers.
Later on, the government proposed to take possession of the whole of the sacrificial lands attached to the temple
of Confucius and to grant the Duke of Overflowing Holiness\fn{ The hereditary title of the head of the Confucian clan; he
was reputed to be the seventy-sixth lineal descendant of the sage } a fixed pension in lieu of his hereditary revenues. This
measure was also strenuously opposed by me and it was abandoned.
I do not venture to say that this happy result was due to my unaided efforts. I was merely the agent through
which the spiritual might of the Sage was manifested.
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In the sixth moon Huang Hsing headed a rebellious rising at Leng-chu in Kiangnan, seized Hsu-chou and
started an invasion of the north. Fang Yu-p’u, commanding officer of the fifth brigade, sent me warning of Huang
Hsing’s intentions; whereupon I sent a detachment of the troops under my command to go with speed and meet
the rebels at Han-chuang. There my troops fought and captured Erh-lang hill with a view to the capture of
Willow-Spring. As soon as order was restored at Leng-chu and Hsu-chou, Yüan Shih-k’ai made me commander
in-chief of the infantry battalions and high commissioner for the north of the Yangtse.
In the seventh moon I went south from T’ai-erh village and the Grand Canal and travelled over a thousand
li\fn{About 300 miles} in five days, receiving the submission of the whole territory between Tsingkiangpu and
Yangchow. Still proceeding towards the south I gained possession of the munitions of war in the forts on the north
bank of the Yangtse. As a result of this, Chinkiang\fn{ On the south bank} surrendered to me, and from there I moved
on and camped outside the Yao-hua gate of the city of Nanking. There I fought a critical action which resulted in
victory. During the night I made a successful surprise attack on Black-dragon hill and occupied the city of T’ienpao. At the beginning of the eighth moon I returned to Nanking.
In the course of these operations I was offered various decorations including the orders of the Excellent Corn
and the Striped Tiger, but I refused them all.
President Yüan then appointed me Tutuh\fn{An old title which was revived in the early days of the republic and was
equivalent to viceroy or governor-general } of the province of Kiangsu. I accepted this post because without it I should
have been unable to retain full military control. Thenceforth north and south were re-united and Yüan Shih-k’ai
was really president of the whole country. After this I submitted my resignation but the president refused to accept
it. In the twelfth moon the title of my post was altered to that of high inspecting commissioner for the Yangtse. I
took up my residence at Hsu-chou and distributed my troops along the river so as to control the important
strategic points.
In the sixth moon of i-mao\fn{1915} President Yüan converted the Wu-Wei Army into the T’ing-Wu army, and
made me commander-in-chief. I retained my post of high inspecting commissioner. In the eighth moon I visited
Peking and went to the Forbidden City to pay my respects to his majesty. I returned to Hsu-chou in the ninth
moon.
About this time the Ch’ou An Hui\fn{The Society for the Planning of Peace} commenced its activities. The central
government despatched telegrams to the provinces inviting expressions of opinion as to the problem of the form
of government. I replied vehemently opposing the scheme.\fn{ For Yüan's enthronement} Soon afterwards, however,
the Hung-Hsien reign-title was announced and it was decreed that I was to be raised to the rank of Duke.
I declined the honour. At the same time I submitted a memorial praying that the rights and privileges of the
Imperial Family be confirmed and that adequate protection be given to the palace and court. My memorial was
ignored.
In the spring of ping-ch‘ên\fn{1916} the provinces of Yunnan, Kueichou, Kuangsi and Kuangtung declared
independence one after another. The Hung-Hsien reign-title was cancelled. Then the question of using military
force to crush the insurrection was discussed. In the third moon as high inspecting commissioner and military
governor of Anhui I telegraphed to all the provinces inviting them to send representatives to a conference at
Kiang-ning\fn{A town on the right bank of the Yangtse, in Anhui, close to the border of Kiangsu and south- west of Nanking } to
deliberate on the question of sending a punitive expedition against the south. In the fifth moon, however, president
Yüan died, and the idea of military measures was abandoned.
In the fourth moon of ting-ssu,\fn{1917} several provinces again conspired with one another to declare their
independence of the Peking government. The military governors or their accredited representatives all met at Hsuchou and chose me as leader of the confederacy. This having been agreed upon, I proceeded to the north with
some of my troops in order to act as mediator.
On the thirteenth day of the fifth moon I brought about his majesty’s Restoration. By imperial edict I was made
Regent, and was also appointed minister for Northern Affairs and governor-general of Chihli.
The views of another military commander did not coincide with mine, and he advanced with his army to attack
me. On the twenty-fourth, a battle was fought in the capital. My troops were few and could not maintain their
position. The minister for Holland sent a car for me, and received me into the Dutch Legation.
In wu-wu,\fn{1918} in the ninth month I got rid of the entanglements of the affair described above.
In the fifth moon of kêng-shên\fn{1920} I moved from Peking to Tientsin.
During the past few years state-affairs have ceased to be a concern of mine. I have remained in seclusion at
home; and having ample leisure I have employed it in a desultory reading of the T’ung Chien\fn{A Chinese historical
work} and in the practice of calligraphy. I have nothing more to do with worldly matters; but I often call to mind
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how in my young days I emerged from poverty and obscurity and followed the profession of a soldier, and how
my fortunes have changed with the changing times.
I have now lived sixty-eight years and find myself affiicted with many infirmities. What indeed have I to say
of myself that is worthy of men’s attention? Nevertheless as a record must be made in the genealogical register of
my family, I have ventured to do as other men have done before me, and have written this brief outline of my
career.
I wish my young sons to know how hard and strenuous has been the life that their father has led, and hope they
may be fortunate enough to learn, from my history, how to guard against the perils of their own future.
Written and put away for future reference by me, Chang Shao-hsien,\fn{ One of Chang Hsün’s personal names} this
eighth moon of the hsin-yu year.\fn{September, 1921. Chang Hsiin alias Chang Shao-hsien, alias Old Man of the Pine-tree made
no further additions to this little account of his career except to record the birth of his eighth and ninth sons, their names being Meng-yüan
and Meng-fen. He died in his house at Tientsin on September 12th, 1928. The family obituary notice (always an elaborate document in
China in the case of important persons) was issued in the names of his six surviving sons. It records a few facts which are not given in the
autobiography. When he went to Peking in 1915 and was received in audience by the little emperor, \fn{Pu Yi (1906-1967)} then in his
ninth year, he also, as a matter of course, visited his former patron and chief, Yüan Shih-k’ai. Some of Yüan’s men ridiculed him for
keeping his queue; whereupon he swore an oath that he would keep it till he died, which he did. “If anyone tries to deprive me of it,” he
said, “we shall die together.” No one made the attempt. After referring to the leading part taken by him in the restoration movement, the
obituary goes on to say that Chang Hsün believed himself to be fulfilling a sacred duty. When the fighting went against him, and the cause
was lost owing to the defection of certain “faithless generals,” there were people who urged him to seek shelter and save himself, but he
replied thus: “The restoration was not due to the wish of his majesty; it came about through reverence for our sovereign. If now, in this hour
of crisis, I were to flee for safety and leave my young emperor in danger, how could my crime ever be expiated? Today there is no road for
me but that of death. From of old, it has been the custom for whole families to sacrifice themselves for a great cause. It is not the idea of
death or of the loss of wife and children and property that distresses me. What gives me pain is the harm I have done to my sovereign.”
Some of the bystanders, we are told, were moved to tears. “Then our father bared his arm and went on fighting with the utmost courage and
energy until the buildings around him were in flames. Then the Dutch minister sent a motor-car for him and he was forced against his will
to drive in it to the Dutch legation. The days he spent there were days of deep anguish and bitterness for him. During his last illness,” the
document continues, “the emperor sent messages of consolation and also sent one of his own physicians to prescribe for him. Hearing of
this, Chang Hsün descended from his bed and knelt on the ground, saying these words. ‘I am seventy years old. I should have died in the
hsin-hai year,\fn{1911, the year of the revolution } and did not. In the year ting-ssu\fn{1917, the year of the Restoration; Pu Yi reigned 07/0107/12/17} I should have died, and did not. Now death comes to me too late. Is it enough that I should merely suffer the agonies of remorse?
Alas, I have not repaid the throne one ten-thousandth part of what I owe.’ Then we heard the sound of weeping, and his tears fell on
coverlet and pillow. Nevertheless this outburst of emotion was followed by a partial recovery, and on the first day of the eighth moon he
was able to take a little nourishment. Then he sank again and on the following day he died.” His funeral took place in Tientsin and was
attended by the emperor’s representative. The local Chinese papers described it as one of the most magnificent funerals ever seen in that
city. Even the foreign newspapers gave prominence to the great spectacle. The Peking and Tientsin Times described it in part as follows,
under the headline THE ‘TIGER’ PASSES IN A BLAZE OF GLORY : “To a Westerner, the scene where the general’s remains lie in state is a
revelation of Oriental magnificence … There is his own silk flag, the banner of commander-in-chief of the Chinese army, and the ‘Tiger’
flag, the latter honour bestowed by the Boy Emperor … For over eight hours the procession, the largest and most imposing ever seen in the
city, wended its halting way through the British, French and Japanese Concessions, returning through the ex-Austrian, Italian and British
Concessions, back to the residence in Parkes Road. About four miles long, and with over 4,000 men figuring in it, this last spectacular show
is estimated to have cost well over $100,000. This is probably a modest estimate. There was remarkable evidence of Chang Hsün’s high
standing in imperial favour, for about thirty costly gifts from the late empress-dowager\fn{Empress-Dowager Longyu is meant:H} and the
Boy Emperor formed a conspicuous part of the procession.” The last gift of the emperor was one that the stout old monarchist would have
prized most highly of all. It was the bestowal of a posthumous title of “canonisation.” The title chosen was Chung Wu—“Loyal and Brave.”
It was one that had been conferred in the past upon several of the greatest warriors that China ever produced, from Chu-ko Liang of the
second century of our era to Yang Yü-ch’un, Teng Shao-liang, T’a-ch’i-pu and Li Hsü-pin of the nineteenth }
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205.75 Excerpt from China After The War: The China Of Tomorrow And The World\fn{by Hsu Shih-chang (18551939)} Honan Province, China (M) 20
1
In Part I of this volume we noted the scarcity of foodstuffs and raw materia1s and the problem of unemployment in the recent beligerent countries of Europe,\fn{ This book was published in 1920; its author was at the time President of
the Republic of China:H} and their attempts to recuperate from the resultant economic and financial burdens. In Part
II we surveyed the abundance of natural resources in China and the wonderful possibilities in the future
development of our industry and the increase of our production.
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These two facts clearly show how China and the world will be inter-dependent in their future development.
The war-stricken Europe is expecting to have China’s aid in its recuperation and reconstruction. It is true that the
United States and Japan have attained, out of the Great War,\fn{ Still a common euphamism for World War I:H } even a
better economic standing than before. But the advantage thus gained needs to be consolidated. In other words,
America and Japan, as well as Europe, are looking toward China for a solution of their urgent problems; namely,
where to secure an adequate supply of raw materials, a large market for the consumption of finished products, and
a good center for the investment of surplus capital and the employment of surplus talents.
Like the United States of America, China is vast in territory and rich in natural resources. Unlike the United
States, our industrial development is yet in its infancy, the yield from the earth being only thirty or forty per
centum of what it should be. If later our mineral wealth should be fully developed and our production
considerably increased, China and America may rank equal on both sides of the Pacific, and together supply the
world with their surplus raw materials. When that happy day comes, China will be in a position to fulfil the
world’s first hope; namely, that of being one of the largest suppliers of raw materials.
Besides our vast territory and natural wealth, China has also a larger population than most other countries in
the world. When their economic conditions are improved, the consumption capacity of the 400,000,000 people
will be remarkable. Heretofore the total foreign trade of Australia has been about equal to ours, and considering
the small population living on that continent, it means a very high consumption capacity, and therefore attracts
much attention. In figures it is about $160 Gold per capita per annum.\fn{In 1920, the world was still on the gold
standard:H} On the other hand, the per capita figure for China has been only $2.50 Gold. Of course, this low
figure is but temporary. With the rapid development of our industries, it is eminently possible that the per capita
consumption figure of our people may reach that of the Australians today, which means that our annual foreign
trade may be increased to $64,000,000,000 Gold, i.e. 64 times that of the trade of today. The total would be much
greater than that of Australia. This objective may be a whit ambitious, but it is fully within the bounds of possible
realization. When this stage of our prosperity is reached, China will be one of the largest international markets for
finished products and thus fulfil the world’s second hope.
In order to build up a foreign trade which shall be 64 times that of today, however, we must first increase the
productive as well as purchasing power of our people. This can best be done by developing our industries to the
fullest extent. In other words, we must develop our mining and manufacturing industries, provide adequate means
of communication and transportation, and supply other facilities that are necessary for industrial development.
Now, all these will require a great deal of foreign co-operation in the supply of capital and technical skill, and
scarcely a start bas been made in these directions. Once the industrial movement is well under way, the
opportunities for utilizing the surplus capital as well as technical skill of the prosperous countries will be great
and extensive. When that time comes, China will have fulfilled the world’s third hope.
Such being the situation, the statesmen in different countries are daily directing the attention of their people
toward China, and the greatest hopes are being built on the future of this country as a most important topic for
discussion by the press both in Europe and in America. The attitude is perhaps best portrayed by an editorial
which appeared in the New York Times some time in April, 1918. Briefly, it drew attention to the position of the
Pacific after the War, as the Far East would be in the future the greatest international market, and the Pacific
Ocean the most important highway for international trade. Here we have in a nut-shell the key to the future
development of China and the world in general. Bearing this in mind, let us proceed to review briefly China’s
foreign relations with the different Powers.
*
Ever since its establishment, the American Commonwealth, realizing the necessity of developing her vast
natural resources and the wisdom of keeping aloof from the entangling alliances of the European countries, has
adhered strictly to the maintenance of the Monroe Doctrine and directed her concentrated efforts toward internal
development rather than foreign relations. In the course of time, her commerce and industry have so far advanced
that the supply of her manufactured articles became much greater than the demand at home, and the surplus
production had to look for markets in foreign countries. So, in 1899 John Hay,\fn{ 1838-1905} then Secretary of
State,\fn{1898-1905} first made reciprocal commercial treaties with the European countries, and then succeeded in
making the other Powers accept the “Open Door” Policy and the principle of “equal opportunity” in China. In so
doing, he was prompted by his belief in the future commercial and industrial possibilities of China and the
important part the United States was to play on the Pacific. Having no protective tariff, China appeared to be the
best potential market, and so John Hay, in championing the “Open Door” Policy, was looking forward to more
intimate political as well as trade relations with China.
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However, the trade between the two countries has not been as great as was expected. Before 1914 our exports
to the United States amounted to only 11% of our total trade, and our imports from the United States only 7%.
Even during the Great War, when trade with Europe was practically at a standstill, and when commerce seemed
confined only to countries on the Pacific, the progress made in this direction was slow. In 1918 the amount of our
exports to America only rose to 22% of the total trade, and that of our imports from America to only 15%.
Whatever may be the reasons for this slow progress, America must have learned from the War the necessity of
restoring the world to a state of equilibrium on the one hand and of promoting international co-operation on the
other. This may account for the fact that she upholds the Monroe Doctrine in the Western Hemisphere while at the
same time advocates the Open Door Policy in the Orient.
From now on, it may be confidently expected that she will take an even greater interest in her Oriental trade;
and that our relations with her will be closer and more intimate than ever before.
*
Chinese relations with Great Britain began at a very early date. In 1860 Great Britain was accorded the
privilege of establishing a permanent legation at Peking. This, coupled with her firm foothold in Hongkong, has
enabled her to attain commercial supremacy in the Orient. It has always been the policy of British statesmen to
consolidate this position of advantage, and to open China to international trade without at the same time
deliberately impairing her independence. This line of policy fully coincided with the Open Door principle, and so,
when the latter was presented to the Powers for recognition, Great Britain was the first to endorse it.
During the past sixty years, Great Britain has entered into alliances first with France and then with Japan in
order to preserve the balance of power in the Orient. But she has never once deviated from the policy of
maintaining her friendly relations with us. Her commerce always enjoyed the premier position in the Far East
until the latter part of 1914, when it was seriously affected by the outbreak of the World War. Now that the
gigantic struggle is over, Great Britain is once more trying to restore her ante-bellum trade conditions. Last year
and this year there were held at Shanghai conferences of all British Chambers of Commerce in China, at which
ways and means of consolidating and increasing British commercial interests and influence in China were
discussed. At the first one, Sir John Jordan, then British Minister at Peking, was present.
Of the ways that have been adopted one is to establish a better understanding between the British and Chinese
merchants and is embodied in the formation of the so called A. B. C. Clubs in Tientsin and Shanghai—namely,
clubs composed of American, British and Chinese business-men for a common purpose. Being a great
manufacturing country, Great Britain has to find foreign markets for her finished products. This explains her
anxiety to re-establish herself at once in the Chinese market, since she needs our co-operation to bring it about. It
is needless to add that China welcomes it and will meet her more than half way in this laudable purpose.
*
The proximity of French Annam to Chinese territory, her interests in the Yunnan Railway which connects
Annam with the Chinese province of Yunnan, as well as the long history of diplomatic relations between these
two countries, give France a position in the Far East no less important than that of Great Britain or the United
States. Her post-bellum conditions also direct her attention more and more to China, and it will be profitable to
find out in what way the relations between these two countries may be made closer than before.
Since the close of the War, France has been directing her concentrated efforts toward the rehabilitation of her
devastated regions, the reinstallation of her crippled industries, and the restoration of her ante-bellum economic
standing in the world. Consequently her most pressing problem has been that of securing foodstuffs to feed the
nation and an abundant supply of raw materials for use in her industries. In this she looks for cooperation from
China and the Far East. According to recent information from the Shanghai Maritime Customs, French steamers
returning to French ports are generally heavily laden with foodstuffs and raw materials.
Crippled as are her industries at present, the acquisition of the cotton fields of Alsace,\fn{ The provinces of Alsace
and Lorraine, in German hands since 1870, were returned to France after World War I } the iron mines of Lorraine, and the rich
coal supply of the Saar Valley will soon bring about her economic revival,\fn{ The Treaty of Versailles ending the Great
War imposed a heavy monetary indemnity upon Germany, much of which came from economic activity in the Saar } and she cannot
ignore her possibilities in China as a market for her manufactuled articles in the future. Her far-sightedness has
convinced her that she must enlist the aid of intellectual China, if her economic future in this country is to develop
and to endure.
On the other hand, we also fully appreciate the soundness of her view point, since there is no way by which we
can understand the French people and co-operate with them economically other than by sending students to her
schools, and learning her view-points. Therefore, any effort made to bring about an intellectual rapprochement
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between the Chinese and French peoples, as the establishment of a department of Chinese classics in the Paris
University, will be welcome, for it speaks well for the future of the two countries.
*
The relations between China and Italy have always been cordial, although in Oriental trade Italy has never
ranked very high. Before the Great War, she had neither any special bank in this country nor any steamship line
running between Chinese and Italian ports.
Like France, the War has brought about great changes in Italy’s economic policies. Old industries have been
improved and new ones developed. Her spinning industry had made notable progress and her silks had been
considered the best of their kind in Europe. Although she formerly lacked machinery and chemicals, and imported
them from Germany, she had gradually developed these industries in her own country when the War cut off their
supply. Her annual production of iron has increased from 530,000 tons to at least doub1e that figure. In like
manner her chemical industry has made great strides, so that the country is now in possession of numerous
factories for the manufacture of gunpowder, explosives, dyes, drugs, and other chemicals. It appears as if Italy is
determined to capture the markets which have been lost to German iron goods and chemicals.
The attention which Italy is bestowing on her industries is not confined to the home markets; it is directed
toward the Far East also—the international market of the future. Rea1izing the importance of banking facilities in
the promotion of international trade, Italian business-men here established a Sino-Italian Bank in Tientsin with
branches in Peking and Shanghai. Arrangements are also under way for the opening of a shipping line, operating
between Chinese and Italian ports. This is of special importance, because it marks the beginning of a new era
between China and Italy.
Italy’s interest. in the Orient is further evidenced by the fact that in the spring of 1920, the Sino-Italian
Chamber of Commerce at Naples wrote to our Ministry of Agriculture and Commerce in Peking, suggesting how
trade between the two countries could be best promoted. They said that an exposition of Chinese goods was to be
held in Naples shortly, and that the most impottant Chinese commodities that could find an easy market there
were hides, wool, sesamum seeds, grouudnuts, beans, oils, cotton, bristles, cereals, brown sugar, porcelain, yellow
wax, coal, iron, carpets, animal horns, feathers, eggs, bamboo ware, human hair, sack-cloth, and straw-braid. In
compliance with their request, the Ministry of Agriculture and Commerce has communicated with the various
chambers of commerce in the country so that samples of the desired goods will be sent over to the exposition. It is
to be noted that the foregoing list of commodities which Italy wishes to secure from us contains only foodstuffs
and raw materials, and these China is fully able to supply.
*
Because of geographical propinquity, China and Japan are commercially more inter-dependent and their
relations are more complex. Japan being an Island Empire is looking to us for the supply of raw materials, as well
as for the consumption of her manufactured products. Besides, she also entertains the hope that we will utilize her
surplus capital and expert knowledge.
It is generally known that Japan produces little iron, cotton, or wool, and has on1y a very limited quantity of
coal. In one of his books, a Japanese publicist remarks that one of the lessons taught by the late War is the risk of
relying upon distant countries for the supply of principal raw materials. He is glad that China is very near to
Japan, being separated by only a small stretch of water, and therefore suggests that his countrymen secure
permission to develop our iron and coal mines, as well as to lend money to us for the improvement of our cattlebreeding and cotton cultivation. The cotton as found in China today is not good enough for making into yarn; but
if it is improved, it will be of immense service to the spinning and weaving industries of Japan. This clearly
indicates that the Island Empire is anxious to secure raw materials from us.
In 1912, Japan was our second largest importer, yet her imports to this country amounted to only Tls.
90,000,000, which was less than one-fifth of our total import trade of Tls. 480,000,000. During the War, however,
Japan made remarkable progress and became the foremost country in export trade in the Orient. This was brought
about by the blockade of Germany and Austria, the practical stoppage of English and French trade, and the
deviation of American exports toward belligerent Europe. Even then Japanese publicists began to preach that the
tremendous advantages thus gained had to be consolidated before the War was over. The keynote in all Japanese
writings, since the close of the War, has been the selection of the nearest market and one that offers the largest
scope for trade and the best facilities for transportation. So today, Japan is counting on China as an outlet for her
manufactured goods.
As regards the utilization of their surplus capital and technical skill in this country, the Japanese are no less
keen. Even during the war, they lent large sums of money to our Government and merchants for the development
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of economic enterprises. When the American Government proposed to form a new international Consortium to
finance China, the idea at once found approval among the Japanese capitalists, for they realized that here is a field
for their surplus capital as well as for their technical experts whose service will not only yield large returns, but
also contribute to the welfare of China. Japan as well as the other countries having interests in the Far East. The
future of China and Japan, therefore, will be one of increasing complexity, interdependence and intimacy.
*
Russia, our nearest neighbor, was among the first to have treaty relations with us. We began to trade with her
as early as the seventeenth century. Although she has a vast territory, rich resources and a large population, she is,
for the moment, suffering from serious internal disorganization, and so our relations have been more or less
suspended. As soon as her troubles are settled, trade will be resumed between the two countries and we may look
forward to the time when relations between China and Russia will become more cordial and close as befitting two
nations whose frontiers run together for thousands of miles.
*
Germany began to trade with us much later than either England or France. During the decade before the War,
her commerce made most wonderful progress and she became the largest producer of chemicals in the World. The
Great War came and her Far Eastern trade was suddenly stopped. After the Armistice was signed, however, her
manufacturers immediately became active again. The factories of Hamburg at once wrote to the Chinese Chamber
of Commerce at Shanghai, soliciting orders for their goods. More recently, large numbers of German businessmen have returned to this country.
All this points to the fact that before long commercial relations between China and Germany will be resumed
and a flourishing trade developed.
*
Commercially and politically speaking there has not been as much intercourse between China and Belgium as
between China and anyone of the foregoing countries. But she has taken an interest in our railroads, streetcars,
and certain mining industries. Besides, she has also a bank in Peking. Now that the War is over, she is entering
upon a policy of reconstruction. There is much that we can give to as well as obtain from Belgium and therefore
the future relations of the two countries will be more extensive.
*
There are over a million industrious Chinese people in the Dutch East Indies and in Dutch Borneo. These
colonies are becoming more and more prosperous every day, but much of the credit is due to the Chinese settlers.
There are now two Dutch banks in China and the products from the Dutch East Indies, such as sugar, coffee, and
rubber, find a ready market among us. So the possibilities of the future Sino-Dutch trade are great.
*
Before the War, Austria had concessions in China and also a direct shipping service. Since then, these
concessions have been restored to us, and the shipping service has been suspended. It is hoped that in the near
future our former friendly relations will recommence, and Sino-Austrian trade will be resumed on a footing of
equality and reciprocity.
*
Our commercial relations with Portugal began very early. With a firm foothold, at Macao, she played an
important part in our early foreign trade. Although in recent times her intercourse with us has not been developed
much further, it may be assumed that our cordial trade relations will be maintained.
*
Then there are courltries like Switzerland, Norway, Sweden, Spain, Denrnark, Brazil, Mexico, Chile, Cuba,
etc., with which China has established trade relations. Although the amount of trade has never been considerable,
yet it is certain that it will develop, as time proceeds.
*
In the future, as commuuication is expedited between the different parts of the world, the interchange of ideas
as well as commodities will be bound to increase and the world will be brought nearer to us than ever before. At
the same time, having gradually and steadfastly developed her manpower and her natural resources, China will
truly become an international market of such magnitude and importance that her prosperity will mean the
prosperity of the whole world, and the happiness of the chinese people, the happiness of the entire haman race.
2
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The universal object of establishing a government is to do the greatest good to the greatest number. And by the
greatest good we mean, first, the development of industries to enable the masses to earn a decent living; secondly,
the promotion of universal education to raise their intellectual and moral standard; and thirdly, the development of
a community spirit so that every member of the community will discharge properly his or her duties towards
society at large. For if the majority are poor and a few are rich, or if the majority are illiterate while a few are
educated, there will be not only dissatisfaction from within but also contempt from without. After all, the
prosperity of a country does not depend upon the wealth of just a few rich individuals; nor can it progress with the
work of just a few clever men.
There cannot be a sadder spectacle than to see the majority of the people living in a state of poverty and
ignorance. To promote the welfare of a community, industrial development and universal education must go hand
in hand. The former provides the body with material comforts while the latter prepares the mind for the
cherishment of higher ideals. Diplomacy, politics, military affairs, and all other governmental actions are only
ancillary to them; they are not the essential things.
On the other hand, the development of education and industries requires time and presupposes peace and order.
If the internal conditions or external relations of a country are disturbed, either of the two, if not both, will be
seriously handicapped in its development.
During the last four years, the world has been living in a horrible plight. Cries for peace were heard
everywhere; men and women longed to see it as they longed for the light of the day. East or West, the sentiment
was the same.
Fortunately the War was brought to a close and peace was restored. The politics of “Mailed Fist” militarism
that used to strike terror into men’s hearts is forever discredited, and no one dares mention its name again. Under
such conditions, we may say that China is being blessed with the opportunity of a lifetime; it only remains for us
to seize it and drive ahead.
Whether or not there will be a New China in the 20 th century better than the old one we have left behind will
depend largely on ourselves. Mindful of our duties to the Republic, we wish to express our views on the questions
of promotion of industries and of education.
*
We have already indicated that the world is banking lavish hopes on China as a supplier of raw materials and
as a consumer of manufactured goods. But no matter how rich our natural resources may be and whence the
capital may come, the work of developing them must be undertaken by our own people. Others cannot and must
not be expected to do it for us, since it would sow the seeds of future discord which must by all means be avoided.
Likewise, however big an international market China may be for the consumption of manufactured goods, our
people must first be enabled to develop the requisite purchasing power, or it will be impossible for us to continue
the importation of goods from abroad—a fact which is disastrous alike to China and to other countries.
By helping China to develop her natural wealth, the world will be helping itself. Then China will be able to
give to the other nations her surplus raw materials on the one hand and to increase her consumption of foreign
goods on the other. By this arrangement both parties are benefitted, and China, on her part, will have fulfilled two
of the world’s earnest hopes in her.
To put the matter In another light: if the rest of the world is starving or freezing in the cold, can China enjoy
peace and plenty; or vice versa, if this country is facing hunger and cold, can the rest of the world remain
unaffected?
The answer is plainly in the negative. Humanity enjoys or suffers as a whole, and there is no ultimate escape
from it. International peace and prosperity can only come through harmonious international cooperation.
*
As the root of all wars in the last analysis lies in the lack of proper adjustment of economic supply and
demand, it becomes our duty, if we want to insure peace and prosperity, to contribute freely to others what we
have in abundance. By increasing our mineral and agricultural products, we can supply them in large quantities to
other nations in exchange for their manufactures which we cannot produce at home. At the same time, home
industries for the manufacturing of articles of daily use should be encouraged whenever possible. Such an
arrangement will have a three-fold advantage: (1) the idea of economic specialization will be worked out; (2) the
dangers of international competition will be reduced to a minimum; and (3) all nations will enjoy the blessings of
legitimate trade in peace and harmony.
*

749

The policy which we are advocating is by no means a novel one; it has its precedents. Great Britain, besides
coal and iron, produces little else that is in the nature of raw materials. So she early turned her attention to the
development of manufactures and commerce, and has flourished on them.
On the other hand; the United States, being richly endowed with natural resources, proceeded to develop them
first of all. Today she is one of the largest producers of raw materials. Having organized her mineral and
agricultural enterprises, she is now pushing ahead her manufactures. The conditions of China are more like those
of the United States than of Great Eritain, and consequently she ought to follow the example of the former.
*
There is a further reason why the development of our manufactures should not be p1aced before, or receive an
equal emphasis as that of our agricultural and mineral resources. In manufacturing enterprises, large capital is
needed, expensive machinery has to be installed, technical experts and skilled workmen have to be secured.
Unless these elements obtain, it will not be profitable to undertake them.
In fact, China is weak in financial power, and has neither the supply of technical skill nor the necessary
experience. It would be unwise for her to plunge into that for which she is not yet ready.
On the other hand, the development of our agricultural and mineral wealth is not so difficult a problem.
Although modern agriculture and modern mining also require scientific knowledge and modern machinery, the
requirements are more easy to meet. Besides, the demand for these products is on the whole more steady, and
competition is less keen.
For these reasons, we can, in the near future, be surer of success in the field of agriculture and mining than in
that of manufactures.
*
In Part II, we have stated that small land holdings were developed in this country from the very earliest times.
It is a source of gratification to note that this system, though formerly discredited in the West, is now again
advocated by their economists. In China it still forms the basis of our social organization. Ever since the advance
from the agricultural to the industrial stage of civilization, the Western people have left their farms to go into the
cities. By getting employment in the thriving factories, they are earning better wages and so have advanced their
material welfare, but spiritually their strength is being sapped. Added to this there is the constant friction between
capital and labor, and when a dispute cannot be amicably settled, the community is for the time being
disorganized.
As this friction has been a constant menace to the equilibrium of society, there were proposals even before the
War to lay more emphasis on farming, and return to the small holding system. We may be pardoned for saying
that if the recent War had broken out ten years later Europe might not have suffered from so much industrial
disorder. Therefore, we would do well to preserve the old system and improve on it in the light of modern
experience.
*
On the other hand, it may be contended that it is this self-same small land holding system which has been
keeping back our agricultural progress, because small holders are generally conservative and do not co-operate
with one another. Unless otherwise compelled, they will continue to use the same old implements and the same
primitive methods of irrigation, and will learn nothing of scientific farming.
The answer to this is that there is nothing inherent in the existing system which prevents the introduction of
far-reaching reforms. What is lacking now is systematic organization through which many small holders can
combine to buy the necessary modern machinery, to construct improved irrigation systems, and to introduce
scientific methods of cultivation. We should preserve the virtues of the old dispensation while casting out the evil
practices. The problem seems to be a personal one where the fault does not lie with the system, which can be
made good or bad according to our determination to make good or bad use of it.
*
As regards mining, although it was not unknown to our forefathers, the industry is still in its embryonic stage.
At present there are some ten mines where modern scientific methods have been intoduced to extract coal, iron,
lead and antimony; otherwise the old primitive methods still obtain. This accounts for the small production returns
and is a situation which requires quick improvement.
*
Now, if we wish to develop our mineral and agricultura1 wealth properly, and in addition attempt to
manufacture a few simple articles of daily use, it is necessary that we should establish a central expert bureau
whose special duty it will be to foster and encourage such developmtmt. This bureau should have at least two
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auxiliary departments: first, a department for the investigation of production returns; and second, a chemical
analysis department.
The first department will investigate into the country’s supply of raw materials and foodstuffs as well as
manufactured articles of daily use, ascertaining statistics of their annual production, amounts consumed locally,
amounts exported to foreign countries, and amounts ordered from abroad. It will find out the conditions of
harvests, the kinds of soil, the geological conditions of different places, and the location of mines, including the
percentage of metal in the ore, the best methods for their development and the amount of capital required for
operating them. In addition, it will also look into the kind and quantity of our products that the different nations
may need, as well as our need of their products. These comparative particulars can be computed in terms of
months and years and tabulated for public ipformation, so that people will know exactly what and when to supply
and to sell; further, if expert advice is desired by private citizens for starting industries, it will be furnished free;
and even in the employment of technical men and purchase of machinery, the department may sometimes render
them useful service.
The second department will make an exhaustive analysis of the soils and ores of the different provinces and
also of manufactured articles which can be tested in the laboratory. The soil analysis will enable the farmers to
know the productivity of different kinds of soils as applied to cultivation, and also whether or not in each case
fertilizers will be necessary. Suppose that the soil is naturally suitable for cultivation; with scientific care, it can be
made to yield greater returns. On the other hand, if it is poor, it can easily be improved by scientific treatment.
This is why agricultural development has reached such an advanced stage in the United States: all because of
scientific care.
Mineral products are seldom found in a pure state; they are generally mixed together with other substances.
The department should analyze carefully the various kinds of mineral products, differentiate the compounds and
determine the percentages of pure metals they contain. In this way we shall know which mines are valuable,
which are less and which are not. Those that are valuable should be developed, and those that are less may be left
to a later date, so as not to waste any time, money or energy.
Likewise, manufactured articles are generally valued according to the grade of the materials contained therein.
Now, in order to ascertain the qualities of such materials, they must be chemically analyzed, and the results of
such analyses will enable the prospective purchasers to know the real worth of such articles. At the same time
they will also enable the Government to fix certain standards for their manufacture. Where special services of the
department are needed by anybody engaged in legitimate business, the chemists of the department will render him
assistance free of charge.
Such a central bureau, of course, requires a large staff of experts, and will take months or.even years to
develop, but when it is completely organized, there will be a fund of valuable information for our industries and
commerce, and the development of our farming and mining industries will then be greatly facilitated. However,
the efficiency of the bureau alone is insufficient. There are other cooperating agencies, such as tariff reform,
unification of the currency system, banking and transportatjon facilities, etc., which must be developed and
adjusted also, since tbey bear such an intimate relationship to the development of industries.
In these matters we have already delayed long enough, and further delay will mean disaster to the future of our
industrial development. Let us therefore cooperate to this end.
*
After a war, the longings for peace are naturally earnest, and universal, for with the establishment of peace
everything will return to its normal life. But in order that a peace might be enduring, it must be founded on the
principles of equality and justice. If the economic conditions of a country are not properly adjusted, there is social
unrest; if the general intelligence of the people is too much below the intellectual standard of their leaders, there
can be no harmonious cooperation. Such uniatisfactory conditions in one country are sufficient eventually to upset
the international equilibrium, and make a real and lasting peace impossible.
Ever since the abolition of the old system of competitive examination and the establishment of modern schools
in China, almost twenty years have elapsed. During this period, modern education has made little progress and
this has been due to the unsettled political conditions of the country. Everybody realizes the importance of
education and would welcome any furtherance of its interests, but few have given themselves to the work and
there have been no funds available for its promotion.
In 1912, the Ministry of Education worked out a plan of universal education for the country, which it would
take eight years to carry out. It is to be deeply regretted that the scheme has not yet been put into operation. If
henceforth, one and all in the country are determined to do it, especially as polical conditions both internally and
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externally are returning to the normal, we feel quite sure that wonderful progress can be made in a few years. It is
our hope that those who have the educational interests of the country at heart will devise ways and means to
improve the system, both intensively and extensively. For this purpose, comprehensive programs of reform are to
be prefered to spasmodic suggestions, and accordingly we venture to give a few hints as to the general policy
which should be followed in such programs.
As is well known, the objects or education. are to obtain good and useful citizens and develop men who will be
frugal, industrious, enterprising, independent, law-abiding and public-spirited. In ancient times our young men
were taught to sweep their own floor, and young women to wash their own clothing. Through the ages, exemplary
rulers have practised what they taught by ploughing their farms and living simple lives. This is why we have said
that industry and frugality have become our national characteristics.
Unfbrtunately, in recent years, with the inroduction of Western civilization, when the new and the old have not
yet been harmoniously blended, our people have begun to live easy and luxurious lives. This is because they have
overlooked the fact that civilization is not embodied in the splendor of its forms but in the grandeur of its ideals of
citizenship and character.
Thrift and industry may be known today by a phraseology different from that of the ancients, but the ideas at
the bottom are essentially the same and unalterable. In the West, there are such expressions as the “dignity of
labor” and “simplicity of life” which in reality are nothing but industry and thrift. These ideas are common to all
races and all times, whether Western or Eastern, ancient or modern, for they underlie success in every department
of activity, individual or corporate. In order to cultivate and propagate these virtues, the service of education must
be enlisted.
Before the War, different countries in the West had different educational policies which were worked out in
accordance with their needs. For example, Great Britain laid emphasis on the spread of knowledge of naval
affairs; Germany centered her attention on the consummation of military training and the United States sought to
foster the spirit of freedom and liberty. Yet with all these differences there is a fundamental policy common to
them all—namely, the encouragement of the virtues of thrift and industry. This is the secret why these nations all
prospered until the War took place.
Therefore, in this period of transition between the old and new systems of education, it is our imperative duty
to instil the ideas of thrift and industry into the minds of our future citizens, for otherwise it will be impossible for
us to make the new China a better one than the old. This can easi!y be done in our modern schools by teachers and
school administrators, in all lines of instruction and management. Being simple they need not be exaggerated or
embellished so as to appear as innovations.
This is the first suggestion which has occurred to our mind, if we wish to improve the quality of our public
education.
*
The strength of a country does not depend so much on the size of its population as on the degree of general
intelligence. In recent years there is a movement in Europe, America and Japan to discourage the increase of
populatjon and promote intensive education. In other words, these nations prefer to have fewer people, but want
them all to be better educated. This goal is far too high for China to attempt to approach. We do not yet have
universal education, and we shall be satisfied if all the four hundred millions have some degree of intelligence at
all, instead of having only one per centum of them receiving the benefit of school education.\fn{ He is saying that only
1% of the population of the entire country received any sort of formal education:H } When that is accomplished, it will still be a
great task for the government to provide education for the new generations that are yet to be born.
According to census estimates, there is on the average an annual addition of one man to every hundred of the
world’s population. This is probably much lower than the actual rate of increase in China, but it will already mean
an addition of four million people every year. In seven years—the length of the lower and higher primary courses
combined—there will be twenty eight million people attending schools, and the nation must have enough schools
to educate at least this number of people.
Then there are numerous others who have exceeded the age limit for attending schools but who are yet
deficient in the rudiments of knowledge. They will have to go to school also. If we add to this also the number of
those who are already attending middle schools, technical schools, and other higher institutions, the percentage of
school attendance throughout the country may be increased to twelve per centum of our population, or forty eight
million people. Unless and until we have this number attending schools; we cannot begin to talk of national
prosperity.
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Therefore, if we mean to make our country strong and prosperous, we must endeavor to make our education as
universal as possible. Although the path of promotion is strewn with difficulties, because of lack of funds, yet we
must overcome them. If we strive to cut down the superfluous army, practise rigid economy, and apply the plan of
the Ministry of Education—which is to establish schools place by place and year by year—the goa1 is not
impossible to attain.
For instance, let there be two hundred children in each school and let the yearly expense of each school be
$1,500. Then there will be 140,000 schqols for twenty eight million children and the annual expenses will total
$210,000,000. Now, this outlay may appear staggering to us, since today our total revenue for the whole country
is less than $400,000,000. But primary education comes properly within the province of district government. So,
if we divide this outlay among the 1,800 districts composing the entire country, then each district would be
supporting seventy-seven schools at an annual expenditure of slightly over $100,000. Later, when the local selfgovernment system is properly organized, and there is a definite demarcation between local and national taxes,
such a sum from each district ought to be forthcoming, especially as by then the local industries will have been
greatly developed.
An attendance of 7% of the entire population in primary schools is far below the standards of other countries.
For the present lel it be the goal towards which we shall work; and at the same time, if we shall establish a
proportionate number of higher schools, in two decades, we feel certain that we shall meet with results which will
astonish us.
Therefore, the question is not whether we can or can not do it, but whether we will or will not. If we will, then
all must co-operate to make it a reality. Now is the chance of a lifetime. Will we strive together to make use of it
for the national good?
This is the second suggestion which has occurred to us if we wish to extend the scope of our education.
*
Generally speaking, :if a person has no high ambition, he will accomplish very little in life. Similarly, if a
nation has no high ideals, it too will gradually deteriorate. On the other hand, if the ambition or ideals so
conceived are unrighteous, then the result will likewise be disastrous, whether for the individual or for the nation.
These are axioms which have been proven true by the history of the world over and over again.
What, now, is the ambition of our nation?
Previous to the Revolution of 1911, the leaders oftbe country dedicated themselves to reforms in the form of
government. They were deeply impressed by the democratic ideas of the West, and felt dessatsifed with our own
backwardness. Their efforts finally culminated in the overthrow of the Absolute Monarchy and the establishment
of the Republic.At that time the people seemed to have reached the height of their ideals. There was a let-up, and
reaction took place. A popular impression became prevalent that our national ambition had found ample
rea1ization in the success of the Revolution, and no more was left to be done.
With this realization of the old idea1, with no new ambition to take its place, an intellectual disorganization
began to set in. The old principles and beliefs had lost their hold, while new ones were yet to be taught. Different
people had different kinds of ideas; what one set of men believed in, another discredited entirely. There was no
definite goal to approach in the reconstruction work, no generally accepted rules of thought and action. This state
of things, which has existed until the present day, constitutes perhaps the chief cause of our internal disorder.
Meanwhile, all the Western nations, being stimulated by the great task of post-bellum reconstruction, are
exerting their utmost to better the conditions of the world at large. It is impossible for us alone to remain
indifferent and apathetic. Our people must cherish some new ambition in harmony with the general tendency of
world progress as well as with the particular requirements of our own country. This is why we consider it
absolutely necessary to outline certain programs which we should aaopt with regard to our industrial and
educational development.
In the former our ambition should be to develop extensively our natural resources so as to supply not only our
own needs, but the needs of the whole world as well. In the latter our aim should be to encourage the virtues of
thrift and industry to make solid the foundation of our national character on the one hand, and to promote
universal education through the establishment of an adequate number of primary schools on the other. It is our
hope that these suggestions, simple as they are, will serve to direct our people to some definite line of constructive
work.
*
In ancient times, the strength of a nation was gauged by the size of its army: today it is measured by the
quantity of its economic resources. This fact has been effectively demonstrated by the recent war. Thoogh
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Germany was credited with possessing the best fighting machine in the world, yet she was defeated in the conflict
because her economic strength was not equal to that of the Allies. All kinds of wars, in fact, are at bottom no other
than a struggle for existence, in other words, a struggle for material things to supply human wants.
Such being the case, nations rich in material resources have it in their power to maintain the peace of the
world, and consequently should be duty bound to do so. As China is one of such nations, it behoves her to make
wise and judicious use of her vantage ground, and thus contribute to make peace durable. This, therefore, is the
first promise of a New China.
According to the second part of this chapter, the utmost we can expect of our schools in the near future is to
provide education for 12% of the whole population. This is not a high ideal, by all means. Yet, considering the
size of our population, 12% would mean 50,000,000 people, which would be equivalent to half the population of
the United States, the whole of Japan, and more than the who]e of France, Italy and other countries. With fifty
million intelligent citizens, the Chinese nation would be a most important factor in promoting civilization and
welfare in the world. The New China would be able, in conjunction with the other Powers, to uphold the peace of
the world and make it a better and happier place for posterity to live in.
3
As citizens of the Republic of China we earnestly hope that our country will always be at peace. Similarly, as
citizens of the world commonwealth, we earnestly hope that the world will always be at peace. For in these days
of short distances, the welfare of every part of the world is dependent upon that of every other part. Thanks to the
multiplicity of international intercourse, and thanks especially to the use of electric and steam appliances, the
world is made smaller every day.
The ages of splendid isolation are over; and if one part of the world is in danger today, other parts will also be
immediately affected. Thus, if one country desires to remain at peace, it must also respect the peace of other
nations.
So simple and plain is the truth; but it has remained for the recent war to emblazon it in conspicuous letters.
This is the lesson which the recent belligerent nations are now taking to heart, and it is that which we who are in
the Far East need especially to ponder over.
We have stated that after the war the Far East will be one foremost economic mainstay of the world, because of
its wonderful possibilities in the way of supplying raw materials and also as a vast market for absorbing the
world’s manufactures. So above all sections of the world, this should be the one place the peace of which should
be safeguarded. At the same time, because of the numerous possible factors for disagreement occurring therein, it
is also a fertile ground for breeding international controversies, if, not open conflicts.
If, henceforth, China should return to her ancient life of seclusion, excluding all comers and refusing to
develop her natural wealth, utterly oblivious of her duties towards the whole human race, then we are to blame. If,
on the other hand, China henceforth would live in friendly intercourse with the rest of the world, and develop her
natural resources so as to supply the world’s real needs, but some other nations, for selfish reasons, should refuse
to render her assistance in good faith, or seek to obstruet her progress by raising unfair oppositions, or frequently
harrass her that she may not have time to be established on her feet, or seek to erect mutually exclusive spheres of
influence or spheres of paramount interest—all with the purpose of virtually closing China’s door to the rest of the
world—then such nations will not only have to justify to every Chinese their ambitious conduct, but also have the
burden to prove to the whole world that they are not the enemies of the entire mankind, Nations have just learned
the lesson from this War to discredit policies of aggrandisement by military force. But policies of mutua1
strangulation by economic means are not improvements. Moreover, the weapon is by no means exclusively in the
hands of any single nation. Any nation that fires the first shot of an economic war, will surely find herself soon the
target to all other shots.
So, it is to the interest of all nations to have economic co-operation instead of economic conflicts. Therefore,
we must fall, back on the proposition that the key to permanent peace lies in (1) whether our policies of national
construction hereafter could be in harmony with the wishes and tendencies of the world at large, (2) whether
foreign Powers, in their policies towards China, will follow what they profess in good faith. In the introductory
Chapter of this volume, we have discussed at length, tbat a policy of economic co-operation is superior to that of
economic rivalry. This is because\fn{ The text has: because that the} the present world conditions so demand it. Our
conclusions so far are based solely on a study of economic conditions. But, if we should examine the political, the
social, and the cultural aspects of the problem, we should be all the more convinced that friendly co-operation and
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mutua1 preservation is the only attitude that Eastern ahd Western Civilizations should take in the future—China
and other world Powers in particular. That is the only road, and no other, that will lead to permanent peace. To
substantiate our contention, we submit the following observations:
*
The so-called Near and Far Eastern questions have for a long time been puzzling and popular ones for gossip.
The Near Eastern question is now settled; gossipers begin worrying about the Powers’ next moves towards the far
East. The bugaboo is, however, not so very well grounded. The Far East cannot be compared with the Near East.
In the extent of territory, the wealth of natural resources, the vastness of population, the stability of civilization,
and the multiplicity of interests and complexity of international relations, the Balkan States have nothing to match
Eastern Asia. If the Balkan question could cause so much bloodshed over its non-settlement, how much more
would the Far Eastern problem create? If the Powers have learned the lesson from the recent War, as we believe
they have, surely they will not follow the lines of action that will develop much more horrible tragedies than what
has yet been witnessed. If so, then, what could be expected of the Powers would only be harmonious action, cooperation, and mutual assistance.
As regards the causes of the recent War in Europe, there are many. But the chief reason seems to be the conflict
of interests among Russia, Great Britain and Germany in the Near and Middle East. Russia wanted an outlet from
the Black Sea through the Dardanelles, so she assiduously propagated the doctrine of Pan-Slavism in the Balkans.
Germany, on the other hand, wanted to expand as far as the Persian Gulf by means of her Berlin-to-Bagdad
Railway; so, too, she tried hard to spread her doctrine of Pan-Germanism. In either eventuality, whether PanSlavism or Pan-Germanism should prove to be paramount, England’s influence in the Mediterranean and in
especially India, will be seriously endangered. So England exercised the utmost vigilance and adopted adequate
measures to counteract any untoward emergency. Thus the three opposing interests centred in the Balkans, and
thus arose the Titanic struggle of the last four years.
The Balkan Peninsula occupies only a small area in south eastern Europe, and the countries interested therein
are confined only to European Powers. Therefore, the War was actually localized in that continent. Besides,
because of geographical and other conditions, the naval battles were limited to irregular submarine operations,
and there was no real large-scaled naval engagement with battleships and dreadnoughts. If unfortunately one day
the Far Eastern question can only be settled by the arbitrament of arms, then the resultant holocaust will involve
nations of all the continents, and the theatre of hostilities on land as well as on sea will be extended thousands of
miles. The losses will be indescribable. The vanquished may be left out of consideration; but even the victors will
be none too strong at the end of the conflict, since wars in this Twentieth Century are exhausting to the victors and
the vanquished alike.
We take no pleasure in presenting this harrowing picture when the world peace has just been restored. But we
must agree with the determinists in believing that as we sow the seeds so we shall have the fruit. Wisdom does not
consist in refusing to see a dangerous situation but in working to avert one. So to insure a lasting peace for the
future, we must begin at once to lay its firm foundations. If in benefiting ourselves we can also benefit others, so
much the better. If not, we ought at least to seek to benefit ourselves without injuring others. For, to benefit
ourselves at the expense of others will usually bring disasters to all.
The political centre of gravity is already shifted to the Far East, and it is high time that all who have the
interests of their country at heart should pay the closest attention to the maintenance of this equilibrium. They
should see to it that by their actions, it is not the immediate interests but the permanent welfare of their country
that is served. We all love peace, we talk and advocate peace; but of real and lasting peace there will be none until
we have firmly and solidly laid its foundations. There must be a harmony of interests and a sincerity for cooperation among the nations, otherwise conflicts will result.
Therefore it behoves all far-sighted statesmen, who are working for the best good of their nations as well as for
the advancement and happiness of mankind, so to shape their policies that conflicts of interest.s among nations
will be reduced to a minimum. There is no problem of the Far East, unless the Powers make one. Nor is the
problem even now insoluble. If nations resort to the policy of mutual assistance instead of one of. mutual.
destruction, then nothing will ever disturb the peace of the Far East or the world harmony. We believe that the
leading statesmen of the other Powers see the issue as clearly as we do.
Thus, from these observations of the political aspect of the question, we also come to the conclusion that cooperation, and not rivalry, is the necessary solution.
*
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Some 103 years have elapsed since the industrial revolution began in England, when machinery supplanted
hand labor. Since then, manufacturing industries have flourished in Europe and America, and there has arisen the
laboring class. As the laborers who toil at their work number by the thousands, they could not come in contact
with their employers. All that the latter know is to pay the wages agreed upon. Should accidents happen to the
laborers or should they be taken ill, the employers usually do not feel concerned. They are treated as if they were
part and parcel of the machinery of the workshops or factories. The supply of labor being in excess of the demand,
there are no fixed wages, and the workmen may be discharged at any time.
Now, all this is in great contrast with the former industrial conditions when all labor was done by hand. Then
the capital was small, and the employer was often his own employee. Even if there were employees, the relations
between employer and employee were cordial and intimate, almost partaking of the nature of those subsisting
between father and son. The chances of earning a living were not so precarious as they are today, and social
conditions were at least tolerably stable.
Such being the case, even before the War various nations attempted to ameliorate the labor conditions. For
instance, laws were passed compelling the employer to insure the safety of his employees by providing medical
assistance and sanitary safeguards, while those incapacitated by accidents in the course of employment would be
compensated by the employer with a pension. In this way there is more protection for the laborer.
On the other hand, the laborers themselves are now better organized. They have their trade unions to look after
their interests and there are exchange bureaus to help them find employment. In their contracts of service the
exact conditions of labor are specified, e.g., the number of working hours, the minimum wage, the method of
payment etc. The contract binds both parties, and if the employer fails to perform his part of the bargain, the
employee can secure redress in a proper tribunal, and vice versa.
Whether the conditions of earning a living are easy or difficult of course depends upon the vicissitudes of time.
Nevertheless, it is true that despite the above mentioned efforts to ameliorate the position of workmen, there is
still much inequality and dissatisfaction. With the conclusion of the War the labpr elements have begun to assert
their rights and claim their dues. During the War they did their share to serve their country—as soldiers, as taxpayers, as special constables, as war-workers, etc. So now they consider themselves entitled to more generous
treatment from the country, especially as tbey had been getting only one-thousandth part of what the employer has
got.
Preaching the sanctity of labor—labor as the mother of all industries—they now agitate for equal participation
of profits with the employer as well as participation in the management of the industries themselves. The
inequality complained of is real, not imaginary. So the International Labor Conference of the League of Nations
recently sat to deliberate upon the subject.
In other words, the War has upset the former industrial equilibrium, and men are now trying to restore the
equilibrium on a new footing of justice and equality. The effects of the War are far-reaching, and most nations are
involved in the disturbance. But it seems that China is comparatively immune from its repercussion.
China’s population being dense, the industrial probem has not been one of scarcity of labor but rather one of
inequality of opportunity. Hence all through the centuries the economic maxim has been to provide equal
opportunities for all, and whatever one may say of modern labor conditions, it is yet noteworthy that there is
greater friendly co-operation between employer and emplyee in China than in the West. For example, in the
commercial and industrial lines, the employer of a large firm or factory will personally look after the business. He
will go around the workshop or premises and note mentally the efficiency of each employee, since each employee
is entitled to a share of the bonus at the end of the business year. This bonus is generally apportioned with 70% to
capital and 30% to labor. At the end of the year the accounts will be open to the inspection of the employees, and
whoever has any question to ask may speak out his mind. There is thus almost perfect co~operation between the
employer and the employee, and naturally every employee will do his best for the business. The latter is interested
in its prosperity and so will be honest with his employer. Thus China has practiced a system of profit sharing and
joint management between capital and labor for some time, though of which the doctrines are comparatively new
in the West.
Or take our agricultural system, which is based on small landholdings. This is a great contrast to the system of
the West under which a few wealthy capitalists monopolize the land. Such monopolies always work hardships on
tenants. It is why in recent decades there has been so much bitter feeling between the landlord and the tenant in
Europe, feelings which often resulted in much bloodshed, as in the case of the First French Revolution and in the
present Russia. And this is also why far-sighted men in the West before the War sought to avert the catastrophe by
advocating the breaking up of large estates into small landholdings.

756

Unfortunately the War came too soon and the large landowners paid the penalty. Vast estates are now
everywhere being broken up and unhappy Russia is still in the throes of its troubles. The world refers to the Soviet
government in Moscow as a government of the Proletariat and Peasants because the revolution in Russia was
brought about by the conflicts between the landlord and the tenant, the laborer and the capitalist. Nevertheless, the
world is already convinced that the true foundation of a society can only be laid when agricultural opportunities
are equalised among many rather than monopolised by a few individuals.
Or again, take the giving of charities, which has from time immemorial been regarded as one of the rich man’s
social duties. In the West, the philanthropist who gives freely to the poor is praised for his generosity: but he
incurs no public opprobrium if he chooses not to give. In China, however, for a wealthy man to give is only
accounted a performance of his duty. He will be condemned if he spurns the poor man from his door. Examples of
popular approval or condemnation are too numerous in Chinese literature; hence the giving of alms as well as
assisting the destitute is a well-established social duty.
This social code is accentuated by the Chinese family system, since those who can are expected to assist their
needy relatives. No doubt such generosity may be abused. For example, it may breed social parasites who prefer
to live on a relative’s charity rather than work honestly to support himself. It may lessen a man’s sense of selfrespect and independence. Not infrequently some rich and able men are so much handicapped by their parasitic
relatives that they fail to achieve the greatest successes in their lives, which are otherwise within their reach. Thus,
it rather hinders social progress.
Nevertheless, from the standpoint of human relationships paternalistic solicitude is more humane than stoic
indifference to poor relations. Also from the standpoint of society in general, the Chinese system is a more
effective method to preserve the social equilibrium, since it tends to assuage the sharp contrast which otherwise
would exist between the wealthy and the poor.
To such an extent, the Chinese system is a decided improvement on the Western model. In the West the social
equilibrium is in danger of toppling over, despite the state’s powerful efforts to maintain it by means of proper
legislation. In China, however, the equilibrium is as stable as ever, just because the people themselves, aided by
their family system, provide the necessary supports. Will this same equilibrium remain unchanged, it may be
asked, when China of the future proves to be as prosperous industrially as the West? The labor conditions are at
present more simple than complex, and the relations existing between capital and labor are more paternal than
business in character. How about later when labor in China will also resemble labor in the West, with its powerful
trade unions and mighty influence for good or evil?
In our opinion the answer can be summarized as follows: The Chinese as a race possess a great deal of
common sense. Circumstances may change and conditions may alter, but age-old traditions and customs certainly
will not change so easity. If the beneficent social traditions that exist today should be ingrafted into the
industrialiied China of tomorrow, as we believe will probably be the case, then it will be China’s contribution to
the world to form the first exemplary body politic free froni bitterly antagonistic economic classes.
Therefore, it is not inconsistent with the interest of the other World Powers to assist us in our endeavor to
improve our economic devetopment, which can only result in our contributing more to enrich their well-being at
the same time.
Otherwise, to persist in the ancient policy of economic spoliation on their part, is eventually, to court grave
disaster. A capitalistic domination of the West over the laboring East means a reinforcement of their own
unmanageable and already immensely overwhelming majority class of the Proletariat with an additional onequarter of the entire human race. Conceivably, such a new situation would hardly strengthn the position of the
capitalists as a class, if not hastening their downfall and bringing about social chaos. Should the latter happen, it
would be unfortunate to China and to them alike. Therefore, from social considerations, we also conclude that the
Powers should cooperate with China.
*
Generally speaking, there are two different types of culture in the world, the Eastern and the Western. Each has
its merits and demerits, and the task is how to combine both into one harmonious whole. If before the War the
need of such harmony was not felt, it is now only too evident after the War. The peace of the future depends on it,
and to harmonize the two, all men must now bend their eneregies.
The Western culture is, for the greater part, a material civilization, although it has also its spiritual side. Great
emphasis is laid on things visible and tangible, and the keynote of progress is competition. Thus, trade and
commerce, industries and manufactures are said to grow on1y by competition. The Darwinian doctrine of the
survival of the fittest is most representative of this type of mind.
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Individuals and nations of this type of culture, are prone to consider that to work for material gains is the
supreme task of existence. All thoughts and activities spent for industrial efficiency and for economic expansion
are all, in short, the products of this school of materialistic philosophy, which in turn breed conflicts that recently
developed into a World War in Europe. The truth of this statement cannot be denied if one examines without bias
the history of Europe of the last hundred years or so.
The Eastern type of culture, on the other hand, lays more emphasis on the immaterial side of civilization, and
the keynote of civil tranquility is self-control and mutual submission. The morality of every act receives more
consideration than the success or gain. The teachings of Confucius about meekness, kindness, mutual reverence
and mutual submission in conduct is most representative of this type of culture. Since time immemorial, the
savants of the country have always given self-discipline and self-control an important place in education. Selfcontentment, loyalty and obligation are the principles to guide life. People of this type of culture are easily made
socially harmonious and politically cohesive, but they are negligent of the progress of the physical side of
civilization.
Since the middle of the Nineteenth Century, the stronger aspect of the Western civilization has been developed
to such a dazzling height that when the Eastern and the Western countries are brought together, the weaker aspect
of the Eastern civilization is most conspicuously exposed to daylight. For self-preservation and for the general
advancement of mankind, we of the Eastern culture admit the necessity of adopting certain parts of the Western
culture.
But the question of adoption is certainly not a one-sided one. The West has likewise something to adopt from
us to amend their defects. For example, if Europe and America after the War still believe in the same materialistic
philosophy and follow the same policy as before the War of making gains at others’ expense, then it is not
conceivable that the world could avoid second and third wars. It is equally inconceivable that such policy could be
changed in sincerity without to some extent adopting the Eastern ethics of self-denial and mutual respect.
In a word, unless the West adopts the Eastern philosophy of how to live and the East adopts the Western
methods of how to make a living, all such things as “permanent peace” and “international equality” will remain
absolutely unattainable ideals. Therefore, we said, to harmonize the Eastern and the Western types of culture is
one of our greatest tasks after the War.
Thanks to the lesson from the awful havoc of the recent War, men’s hearts have been sickened by the horrors
of bloodshed. So the West is now more sober and more disposed to take in what is the essence of Eastern culture
to amend their own defects. Movements toward that direction seem already afoot. As China was the leading
originator of the Eastern culture and is the only one among the rest that still continues to exist, so what is called
Eastern Culture in its best sense, is in reality Chinese culture.
The recent establishment in the Paris University of a School of Higher Chinese Studies as well as the American
libraries’ proposal to exchange ancient literature with Chinese libraries are all unmistakable evidences that the
West are earnestly learning of the East. On the other hand, our people are no less alive to the situation on our side.
The state of seclusion is no longer our cherished ideal, and we are also learning of the West in developing our
industries with a view to supplying our own needs as well as the needs of other nations. We send abroad students
and visiting parties every year to carry home what is best of Europe and America. The War has demonstrated as
never before how very closely interdependent it is between the West and the East. It has profoundly awakened
both sides. The opportunity has never been so favorable for bringing the two types of civilization in full harmony.
Having agreed that it is an urgent task, it may be asked who is most Competent to be the harmonizer? Our
answer is: China and China only.
China is the Eastern Culture. The duty of harmonization is necessarily China’s. We have to ingraft Western
civilization into our own; for a spiritual and ethical civilization cannot last unless there is sufficient economic
development for its support. Similarly, we have to disseminate our culture in the West; for the ultimate result of
the materialistic philosophy will endanger the entire world including our own nation.
Therefore, whether from motives of self-preservation or from altruistic motives, we believe our people will
perform their mission most faithfully. With the most competent qualifications and the most faithful performance
China will be able, we hope, to accomplish this most beneficial task in the shortest possible time. If so, what the
world hopes from China will not be limited to the supply of raw materials, the consumption of its manufactures or
the investment of its surplus wealth. She shall be one of the cornerstones on which the edifice of the world’s
permanent peace shall be built.
4

758

What we have said in all the preceding chapters must have convinced the reader that the key to international
peace lies in economic and educational co-operation. So whatever helps to bring this about must be encouraged,
and conversely, whatever tends to obstruct its progress must be suppressed. We therefore conclude our discussion
by the expression of two earnest hopes—one with regard to our own people, the other with regard to our foreign
friends.
*
As a nation our duty towards the rest of the world is to increase our national strength so as to contribute our
share towards the maintenance of the world’s peace. But this requires time, money and energy; above all, it
requires whole-hearted support from all people in the country. For this reason we earnestly hope the nation, one
and all, will strive to cultivate a feeling of national unity, the ability of self-development, a regard for common
welfare, and a sense of individual responsibility.
During the recent War in Europe the people standing behind their armies and navies were all united as one
man. To reinforce their fighting soldiers and sailors they “carried on” at home and delivered the goods at the front
—namely, men, money and munitions. There was no distinction between sexes or classes but men and women,
rich and poor, young and old alike stood solidly behind their brave lads at the front.
As the grim struggle wore on and the supply of raw materials, etc., became depleted, they gladly submitted to
be rationed by their governments and promptly subscribed to the “liberty loans”. The second provided the “silver
bullets” and the first reserved the best food and nourishment for the soldiers and sailors. The Government took
over the control of the public utilities and appointed food, fuel and other controllers. Utmost economy was
enforced and no waste of any sort was tolerated. The odds at stake were too momentous to admit of dissension or
indifference; so one and all fell into line and united in common defence.
This is how the Allies won the war. Now the selfsame nations are striving to recuperate their crippled strength
and liquidate their war debts not only by redoubling their production efforts but also by continuing some of the
war-time restrictions—to prevent waste and promote greater efficiency. This is possible because the people are
united; for whether at war or in peace the secret of national success is the same.
On the contrary, when there is no unity, the nation cannot stand. In Russia under the Tsarist regime the classes
were in constant conflict and in Austria-Hungary the races were kept apart; the former has been overthrown and
the latter is disrupted by the establishment of many separate nations.
Here is a useful lesson for our nation. For a number of years the Republic has been divided into two rival
camps and we stand before the world as a nation torn by internal strife. This can now no ranger be suffered to
continue. For the North and South are inseparable parts of the Republic, and those called upon to fight against one
another are all members of the same race. If the strife continues, it will affect not only ourselves, but other nations
of the world as well. We'should emulate the spirit of belligerent Europe—and America—and stop fighting among
ourselves. National unity, therefore, is the first object which we should try to attain.
In an age of national seclusion it might be comparatively inconsequential if the bulk of the people were
uneducated, for a few clever men by judicious administration might bring peace and happiness to the country.
Today, however, such a situation can scarcely be repeated. The world is getting daily smaller and nations are more
and mpre interdependent on one another. Besides, this is an age of democracy and everywhere men and women
are beginning to realize their intimate connections with the state. Whereas governments used to count in the
council of nations, today those who really count are the peoples themselves—the real sovereigns of the nations.
Hence the prosperity or decay of a state as well as the progress or retrogression of the world at large depends
on the intelligence and character of the people. An ignorant and immoral people will be of little avail either in
strengthening their own country or contributing their quota to the world’s progress. From either point of view,
therefore, the development of personal character and intelligence is of great importance, and dedication to this
task is not selfishness, but patriotism par excellence.
In recent years our people have been either too apathetic or too impatient. What can just be tolerated will not
be remedied, and what others accomplish by hard labor we want to secure without effort. For these reasons we
have achieved little progress in education or in industries.
Henceforth we must begin a new chapter and cultivate anew the old virtues of industry and perseverance.
Without these we cannot bring about national prosperity; without these we cannot raise our intellectual standard;
and without these there is no personal character. The future of China depends on her people, and everyone of us
must be conscious of the importance of the part we are going to play.
In these modern days the promotion of great undertakings requires the co-operation of a great many people.
Hence scholars, agriculturists, manufacturers and business-people all organize themselves to work for some
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common purpose and promote certain common interests. It should never be their aim to conspire against other
organizations or to attain one’s own selfish ends. For example, the organization of a political party should concern
itself mainly with national politics, and not interfere with local self-government or with trades and industries. The
former is the basis of all forms of government and the more independent it is of national politics the better it will
be for the country. As to the latter, they shou1d be placed entirely outside of the sphere of political squabbles.
Nothing can be worse to industrial development than discrimination and favoritism due to difference or similarity
in political affiliation.
Similarly, in internal business administration, partisan feeling should never be allowed to have free play. In the
election of directors and managers as well as employment of men and assistants, the criterion should always be
the ability of the persons, elected or employed, and not the social and political connections they have. Above all,
they should not engage in mutual conspiracies for selfish purposes.
In recent years many Chinese companies have had to suspend operations after being organized for a short time.
During this transitional stage, owing to lack of experience, such failures may be inevitable, but it seems that the
persons responsible for their management have also been guilty of partisan feeling and nepotism in the
engagement of assistants and employees. Such abuse of confidence not only reacts on the character of the
individuals concerned, but also deters future comers from embarking on the same enterprise. In this way the
injury done towards retarding the progress of our commercial and industrial deveiopment is by no means small.
This is why our people need to cultivate the public spirit and cooperate with other men for the promotion of their
common welfare.
Duty is a very wide word indeed. To obey the laws and assist the government is a duty towards the state. To
associate with and assist one another is a duty towards one’s fellow-men in society. To be filial and fraternal is a
duty towards one’s own relatives. And to cultivate virtues and form right-minded ambitions is a duty towards
one’s own self.
In addition there are other special duties. In the case of officials there is the duty of diligently discharging the
public functions entrusted to them. In the case of military men there is the duty of defending the country and
protecting the people. In the case of friends there is that of keeping one’s promise and observing good faith. And
in the case of students there is that of studying assiduously and making the best use of their precious time.
In fact, in all his relations a man has some proper duty to perform, even in that between him and the lowest
forms of creation. Hence all manner of. problems and questions may be comprehended within the one word
DUTY.
In this world every man has some work to do, whever may be his station in life. The undertaking may be great
or small, and the work may be either mental or menaual, but his responsibility is precisely the same—namely that
of conscientiously discharging the duties involved. If every individual is loyal to his work, then every undertaking
or enterprise will be crowned with success—from the smallest which concerns one’s own person to the greatest
which concerns the whole universe. This is why our sages and philosophers have said that every man is respnsible
for the prosperity or misery of the world. Our ancient publicist Kuan-tsu has said:
“Scholars, farmers, artisans and merchants—these are the four classes of people. If any one of them is lacking,
then the country cannot exist.”
Now if nobody disharges his proper duties, then scholars will not be scholars, farmers, will not be farmers, and
so on with artisans and merchants. Then the four classes will all disappear, and the country will cease to exist.
Nowadays men speak of rights and privileges; for example; A encroaches upon B’s rights, or C robs D of his
privileges. Now duty and right are relative terms. If we perform our duties, the rights and privileges will come
naturally. Even if the latter will not come, we have the satisfaction of having discharged our duties, and this selfgratification is a consolation which is worth far more than anything. Nobody in the world can rob the rights of one
who has performed his duties, and this is true of individuals as well as of nations. This is why it is so essential to
cultivate the sense of individual responsibility.
Here we have the four things which our people should try to cultivate if we wish to build up a new China.
Unless we bestir ourselves and succeed in attaining these, our efforts are bound to come to naught, however wise
may be our national policies and however elaborate may be our reconstruction plans.
We hope, therefore, the nation will take them seriously to heart.
*
Before we proceed to set forth our hope on the friendlyy nations, we will briefiy note the latters’s hope on us.
With the cessation of the War in Europe, those who desire peace in the world generally hope that China will make
quick progress in her political and economic development. For if our political development is properly carried
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out, we shall eventually become a guardian of peace in the Far East and in that way obviate the possible danger of
another Great War. Similarly, if our economic development progresses steadily, other nations will have a field to
invest their surplus wealth, to buy their raw matetials, and to market their surplus products. These hopes have
been expressed again and again in foreign newspapers both in China and abroad. They are quite reasonable and
none too sanguine.
At the same time, it is necessary to bear in mind the facts that the causes of our political and economic
backwardness are partly within our control and partly beyond it.
As for those that are within our control, we ourselves can remedy them, but we must rely upon the friendship
of other nations to remove those causcs over which we have no control. The latter consist of so many obstructions
to our political and economic development—amely, the so-called “Spheres of Interests”, the Boxer Indemnity,
Extraterritoriality, and the Treaty Tariff. These we shall now consider one by one.
*
As originally conceived, the doctrines of “spheres of influence” and “spheres of interests” were applied to
European protectorates and other inchoate possessions in Africa. It has never been applied to countries which are
sovereign or independent. A few years ago China agreed with several Powers that certain portions of its territory
would not be ceded or alienated to other nations. Such declaration simply meant a reaffirmation on China’s part of
the integrity of Chinese territory. Unfortunately, the agreement was often misunderstood and hence arose the talk
of “spheres of interest”, which an independent Republic can scarcely be expected to recognize.
Again, several Powers have agreed among themselves to adopt certain action in respect of China. As we have
never been consulted in the matter, we can scarcely be expected to consent to be bound by such agreements.
The policy of marking out special spheres of activities for different nations is harmful because, in the first
place, the “favored nation”—that is, the State in favor of which China’s declaration was made—meeting no
competition from other sources, is apt to have in view only her own exclusiye privileges and neglect the interests
of the local inhabitants. Hence in the disposition of her funds, the purchase of materials, and the employment of
technical experts within such spheres, the procedure adopted is usually abnormal and tends to retard the proper
development of the undertaking concerned. Numerous cases may be quoted which will demonstrate the harmful
results of such a policy of exclusion to local development.
In the second place, if a Power possesses such a sphere and enjoys the exclusive preferential right to construct
railroads, open mines and develop other industries, then it will monopolise the economic privileges of the
localities concerned, and this is diametrically opposed to the doctrines of the Open Door and Equal Opportunity.
Thirdly, such monopolies possessed by one Power will excite other nations’ envy and the latter will seek to
emulate them. If so, opposing interests will be set up in Chjna and the seed of future conflict be sown. It is a
fruitful source of international suspicions and quarrels, and may eventually jeopardise the world’s peace.
If the friendly nations mean to be honest with themselves, they should respect China’s sovereign rights as well
as other nations’ commercial opportunittes in our country. To continue to claim “spheres of interest”—or to be
more exact, spheres of preference—is a short-sighted policy; it will obstruct our normal economic development,
and make our people suspect their good faith. Therefore, such pretensions should be at once relinquished, and by
that means the Powers will not only help China, but will also protect themselves from future possible conflicts
with other nations.
*
China’s foreign debt began in 1867, when the Central Government had occasion to suppress secessionist
disturbances in Ili, orr Chinese Turkestan. Later followed borrowings to pay off the military indemnities due to
England, France and Japan. There were altogether seven public loans up to the Boxer troubles, but they totaled
only about £50,000,000.
After the Boxer troubles, however, the Powers imposed an indemnity of £67,500,000, equivalent to
450,000,000 Haikwan taels. Thenceforth commenced China’s financial embarrassments.
As all foreign historians have admitted, the enormity of the Boxer indemnity was partly meant as a form of
punishment for the Boxer madness. The method of payment as well as period of duration was fixed upon with a
view to the country’s annual receipts, which, after setting aside a sum sufficient for administrative expenses as
well as the payment of prior loans secured on the customs revenue, would be devoted to clearing off this huge
indebtedness. As the prior loans were to be gradually paid off, the annual balance for the liquidation of the Boxer
indemnity would become greater. Therefore, the yearly instalment for paying off this indemnity was stipulated to
be three million pounds sterling for the first few years and then gradually increased till it would reach something
like £5,250,000 in 1940, when the total indebtedness would have been paid off. The idea underlying the
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amorisation arrangement seemed to be to give China enough revenue to carry along within forty years, but yet not
too much to enable her to repeat attempts of a similar nature.
Now the Boxer troubles were not the deliberate acts, of the whole nation. Rather they were the acts of semireligious fanatics, aided by a few irresponsible officials. Not caring what they were doing, they forgot China’s
responsibilities towards friendly nations, attacked the foreign legations and even assassinated a foreign envoy.
Such guilt, of course, is a gross breach of international comity and no sane person will defend it.
On the other hand, the acts involved in such breach were at once condemned by the Chinese people
themselves. Hence in the Capital many right-thinking officials courageously protested against the excesses, and in
the provinces many leading statesmen took it upon themselves to protect foreign life and property. If the
culpability of the Boxers and their adherents were to be saddled upon the shoulders of the buik of the population,
it certainly is an act of injustice to the innocents. Many foreigners themselves have even admitted that the Boxers’
anti-foreign excesses were not uncalled for; at any rate, they knew that for such acts the whole Chinese nation was
not to be blamed.
Moreover, the people at large have since then learned to be more friendly and more hospitable towards resident
aliens Knowing that the Boxers’ exsses were due to the existence of a large number of poor and ignorant people,
the nation has endeavored to educate the masses and develop the national resources. This would accomplish the
double object of giving peace to the country and cementing friendly relations with foreign nations.
Unfortunately, the annual instalments earmarked for the Boxer Indemnity have been the greatest impediment
to our industrial progress during the last twenty years, since the financial drain upon the country’s exchequer is so
great. Hence if the Powers wi~h to assist China, they should be generous enough to waive the balance of this
heavy indemnity.
The China of today is different from that of yesterday and her willingness to protect foreign life and property is
no longer questioned by the foreign nations. On their part, one country—namely, the United States—has remitted
the balance of the Boxer Indemnity due to it. This act of generosity is greatly appreciated by us and the Chinese
government is devoting the proceeds to provide for education of students in America. Opinion in the other
countries—for instance, Great Britain, France, Italy and Japan—have also been in favor of emulating the United
States’ example.
If this admirable intention is carried out, then the proceeds will be useful in pushing forward our educational
progress and developing our natural wealth. In this way the intelligence of our people will daily be increased and
the economic conditions of the country will become easier. If so, the peace of the Far East will be safeguarded.
On the other hand, if such assistance were not forthcoming, our financial stringency would be further
aggravated and industrial development would be retarded. China’s exports are always below her imports and the
yearly discrepancy between the two values is at least on hundred million dollars. If this state of things should
continue, our purchasing power would be so reduced as to make China a very poor market for foreign goods. If
so, the withholding of the needed assistance would react to the disadvantage of the Powers no less than to that of
China.
*
Extraterritoriality in China began with the Anglo-Chinese supplementary commercial treaty of 1843. At that
time, there was a considerable difference between Chinese and Western laws and our judicial system was
imperfectly organized. Hence the temporary makeshift of extraterritoria1 rights in favor of foreigners residing in
our country. In recent years we have tried hard to reform our judicia1 system after the Western model, and
although we have not succeeded completely in our efforts, certainly we have gone a long step forward. It is
earnestly hoped, therefore, that the rights of extraterritoriality will soon be abolished, so that China’s jurisdiction
wou1d be perfect and complete within her territory, her laws would prevail over the whole Republic and her
system of government would be unified.
Should extraterritoriality be allowed to continue, there would be an imperium in imperio within China’s
territory. This exercise of alien authority has adverse effects on the administration of the nation, the preservation
of law and order, and the economic development of the country.
Suppose a foreign merchant in the interior commits an offence. According to the treaties the local authorities
can only detain him and escort him to his nearest consul, “but they cannot ill-treat him.” Such procedure
occasions great delay, especially as the locality within which the offence is committed might be very far from the
nearest consulate. If China could exercise direct jurisdiction over him, like over ordinary Chinese merchants, then
he would be amenable to the laws safeguarding the country’s peace and order. The procedure would take less
time, which would also be more convenient to the foreign merchant himself.
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As it is, however, the greater part of the country is closed to foreign traders. So even from the point of view of
aliens, more advantage will be gained from the abolition of extraterritorial rights, as the whole country would be
thrown open to foreign trade and residence, instead of the present restriction to a few treaty ports along the coast
and rivers.
In 1902 Great Britain agreed to help China reform her judicial system and at the proper time to relinquish her
extraterritorial rights, and in the following year, this was followed by the United States and Japan. This shows that
several foreign nations have already formed the opinion that extraterritoriality would only be short-lived.
In November 1919, this subject was discussed by the British Chambers of Commerce Conference held at
Shanghai. In their judgement the aboiition of these treaty rights would confer great benefit on their trade and
residence; so they decided to petition the British Government to give China the assistance promised in the 1902
treaty. Similarly a prominent Japanese newspaper in Tokyo remarked that extraterritoriality ought to be abolished;
and that Japan should urge the other Powers also to agree to such abolition. For, it concluded, with the
continuance of the present regime the existing gulf between treaty ports and the interior would be impassable, the
investment of foreign capital would be restricted, and China’s international trade would be hampered.
Having studied the conditions and opinions both at home and abroad, the Chinese government last year
decided that no new nations negotiating treaties with the Republic would be granted any further rights of
extraterritoriality. This attitude has been endorsed by intelligent publicists in all countries, and if the experiment
after a few years proves satisfactory, it is earnestly hoped that the various Powers which at present are enjoying
such rights will agree to relinquish them. Then China’s exercise of jurisdiction over its whole territory will be
complete.
*
The customs tariff at present in force was originally drawn up under the Anglo-Chinese treaty of Nanking,
1842, and subsequently modified in 1858. It provided for a uniform five per cent ad valorem tax. Since then other
nations trading with China have adopted the same tariff. In subsequent treaties there were provisions for periodic
revision of the tariff, but no revision was effected until 1908 and 1918. The revision was due to the great increase
in the value of the commodities; hence the goods were valued anew, but the old five per cent rate decided upon
fifty years ago has been maintained till this day.
Now this tariff has caused no little injury to China’s Government finance as well as private economy. In other
countries, the tariff rates are all different, and incoming goods are dutiable according to the category they belong
to. That is to say, luxuries would pay the highest duty, then articles of daily use, and then raw materials. For
example, in England, America, France and Italy wine and tobacco pay a duty ranging from twenty-five to one
hundred per cent., whereas Japan collects a duty of three hundred and fifty-five per cent on imported tobacco
leaves. Yet in China the five per cent rule is applied to all goods, whether luxuries or necessaries. Therefore, no
encouragement is accorded to the entry of raw materials or machinery, nor is there any restriction put upon the
importation of luxuries. The annual revenue from this source is also restricted and we have to resort to the
universally execrated likin imposition in order to make good the deficit.\fn{ The likin tax was inroduced in 1853 on goods
transported within China in 1853 to raise funds for putting down the Taiping Rebellion. Foreign goods, however, were exempted from it;
and its continuation, long after the rebellion had been put down, was naturally disliked by native merchants }

In 1902-1903, when China concluded new commercial treaties with Great Britain, the United States and Japan,
it was stipulated that the likin was to be abolished, and in return the tariff assessment was to be increased from
five per cent. to twelve and a half per cent. But the change was to be conditional upon a similar engagement on
the part of all other Powers. Unfortunately many Powers were not so prepared; hence up to date the proposed
reform has not been carried into effect.
Under these conditions, China cannot receive the benefit of a reciprocity tariff. All foreign goods coming into
China pay duties at five per cent, but Chinese goods entering foreign ports have to pay duties many times more
than five per cent. Therefore, the most-favored-nation treatment is only applied in favor of foreign countries. As a
result, the imports are always in excess of exports, causing a heavy financial drain upon the country.
Such being the case, it is earnestly hoped that the foreign Powers will generously restore tariff autonomy to our
country. For such tariff autonomy will encourage our industrial development and increase the purchasing power of
our people. Both Chinese and foreigners will be benefited and the peace of the Far East will be doubly assured.
*
In addition there are also the following encumbrances upon our political and economic systems: Legation
guards, international garrisons and leased territories. Their withdrawal or retrocession has been earnestly desired
by our people and we sincerely hope that the friendly nations will not disappoint our Republic.
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These points were brought up by China’s delegates at the Paris Peace Conference, and we will not discuss
them any further.
*
In short, in the interests of the world’s future peace, our people should learn to be economically independent
themselves and then they can supply other nations with what they need. Similarly, the other nations should
remember that, in helping China, they will also be helping themselves.
In the present volume we have only attempted to touch upon generalities in order to awaken a greater
realization among our people and also to enlist the sympathy of friendly Powers. The furnishing of details and
exhaustive discussions we must leave to experts within the country who will give us out of their abundance of
knowledge and information. By so doing our people will be given greater enlightenment and our government will
be guided accordingly.
Then the whole nation will be united in the promotion of the common ideals. And if later a new strong and
prosperous China shall emerge from the present backward conditions, the efforts of all who have helped directly
or indirectly to bring it about will be amply rewarded.
1856

197.1 Excerpt from Sing-song Girls Of Shanghai\fn{by Han Pang-ch’ing (1856-1894)} Lou County, Sung-chiang
Prefecture, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 7
1
A young man wearing a glossy Nanking silk box-jacket of golden soy-paste brown over a cotton archery gown
of the palest turquoise, rushed over Lu Stone Bridge, that links the Chinese district and foreign settlements in
Shanghai. Agape at the busy scene he bumped straight into a richshaw. He fell smack on the ground splashing
mud all over himself, scrambled to his feet right away and seized the rickshaw puller, shouting and cursing wildly,
deaf to remonstrances. A Chinese policeman in dark blue cotton came over to ask questions.
“My name is Simplicity Chow, I’m going to Salt Melon Street,” said the young man. “How was I to know this
rash fellow would run me over! Look at the mud on my jacket. He’ll have to pay for it.”
“You could have been more careful yourself. I shouldn’t press the matter,” the policeman said.
Simplicity Chow went on mumbling for a couple of sentences, but loosened his grip and helplessly watched
the rickshaw coolie pad away. Spectators filled the crossroads, some talking, some laughing. Simplicity Chow
gave his clothes a shake and said in despair,
“How am I to go and see my uncle now?” Even the policeman laughed.
“Why not go to the tea house and get a towel to wipe yourself off.”
Following this simple piece of advice, Simplicity Chow went to the Water Front Tea House by the bridge,
where he took a seat near the street and removed his jacket. The waiter brought a basin of hot water, and he wrung
the towel dry and wiped carefully until not a trace of mud was left. Then he put it on again, took a sip of tea, paid
the bill and got up, going straight to the central market on Salt Melon Street, where he found the signboard of the
Ever Flourishing Ginseng Store and ambled into the high-walled little courtyard asking loudly for Mr.
Benevolence Hung. A young sales clerk answered, asked him in, took his name and hurried in to announce him.
Soon Benevolence Hung bustled out. In spite of not having seen him for a long time Simplicity Chow could
still recognize his hollow cheeks and protuberant eyes, strode up quickly saying “Uncle” and dropped to his
knees. Benevolence Hung hastened to return the salutation and asked him to get up and sit in the place of honor,
inquiring meanwhile,
“How is your esteemed mother? Did she come with you? Where are you staying?”
“My humble quarters are at the Happy Arrival Inn on Treasured Virtue Street. Mother did not come, but told
me to pay you her respects, sir,” Simplicity said.
The young clerk had brought tobacco and tea during the conversation. Benevolence Hung asked his nephew
why he had come.
“No particular reason,” Simplicity said. “Just hoping to find some business to go into.”
“Lately though, there hasn’t been any business to go into in Shanghai,” said Benevolence.
“Mother says I’m getting older by the year; and besides, what am I doing at home? Better to go out into the
world and do some business.”
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“There’s certainly something in that. How old are you?”
“Seventeen.”
“You have an esteemed sister too. I haven’t seen her either for several years now. How much younger than you
is she? Betrothed?”
“Not yet. She’s fifteen this year.”
“Who else do you have at home?”
“Just the three of us, and a maidservant.”
“Not many expenses with so few people.”
“We also have to pinch and save much more than before.”
While talking they heard the clock strike twelve on the natural root table, so Benevolence asked Simplicity to
stay for a casual meal and called the clerk in to tell him. In a moment four plates of cold cuts, two deep dishes and
a kettle of wine were brought in, and Uncle and nephew sat facing each other drinking together and chatting over
recent developments and how things were in the countryside.
“You live alone at the inn, nobody to look after you?” asked Benevolence.
“I have a friend from the rice hong called Hamlet\fn{ Small Village} Chang who’s also in Shanghai to look for
work—he's staying with me.”
“That’s all right then.”
After lunch they wiped their faces and rinsed their mouths. Benevolence handed Simplicity a miniature
hookah.\fn{Made of a yellowish “white copper” alloy, it is about the size of a man’s hand, the palm part being a rectangular stand with
rounded ends} “Sit a while. When I’ve finished some little chores I’ll go to the north end with you.” Simplicity
assented politely and Benevolence again hurried in.
Simplicity sat by himself and smoked the hookah until he got good and tired of it. Not till the clock struck two
did Benevolence come out, call the clerk again to leave some instructions, then go out with Simplicity to his room
at the Happy Arrival Inn on Treasured Virtue Street. There was already a man in the room lying there smoking
opium. After a brief greeting Benevolence asked,
“Mr. Hamlet, I presume?”
“At your service,” said Hamlet. “And you, Uncle, must be Mr. Benevolence?”
“You do me too great an honor.”\fn{By calling me Uncle}
“I am most sorry not to have come over to wait on you.”
After this exchange of civilities they sat down opposite one another. Simplicity Chow produced a miniature
hookah and offered it to Benevolence.
“This is my nephew’s first visit to Shanghai, and he is absolutely dependent on your great kindness,” said
Benevolence. Hamlet said,
“Alas, I am all too aware of my own inadequacy, but since we came to town together, it’s only natural that we
should look after each other.”
After more courtesies Benevolence passed him the hookah. Taking it in one hand Hamlet gestured with the
other hand toward the couch, inviting him to share a pipe of opium with him.
“I don’t,” said Benevolence and they sat down again. Sitting to one side Simplicity listened to them and heard
the talk drift slowly to courtesans. He was just about to slip in a question or two when Hamlet passed him the
hookah, so he took the opportunity to whisper into the latter’s ear.
“Ha ha!” Hamlet turned to Benevolence. “Brother Simplicity says he wants to take a look at the sing-song
houses. Is that all right”
“Where shall we go?” said Benevolence.
“Let’s walk along Checkerboard Street,” said Hamlet. “I remember a courtesan called Jewel Lu at the Hall of
Beauties on West Checkerboard Street. Not bad,” said Benevolence.
“Then let’s go,” Simplicity broke in.
Hamlet just kept grinning. Even Benevolence could not help smiling. Simplicity urged Hamlet to put away his
opium tray, then waited while he changed into a brand-new outfit—a melon-ribbed cap, Peking-style trimmed
slippers and a padded gown of silver gray Hangchow silk topped by a box jacket of glossy sapphire-blue Nanking
silk; Hamlet then proceeded to fold up one by one all the clothes he had taken off, and was finally ready to walk
out with Benevolence, each yielding precedence to the other.
In a fit of impatience Simplicity pulled the door to, locked it and followed them out of the inn. Two turns of the
road and they were already on West Checkerboard Street and could see before one of the street doors an octagonal
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glass lantern supported on a length of iron piping with the words “The Hall of Beauties” inscribed in vermilion.
Benevolence led the way in. The menservants knew him and shouted at once,
“Mother Yang, a friend of Young Mr. Chuang’s.” They heard somebody answer upstairs and come stumping to
the doorway at the head of the stairs to meet them. The maidservant Mother Yang saw the three of them come up
and said,
“Oh, it’s Young Mr. Hung. Please come in and sit down.”\fn{ A note reads: The second-class houses addressed all patrons
as Young Mr. So-and-so. By early this century the custom had spread to the best houses, as everybody likes to be young }
A servant girl of thirteen or fourteen had propped up the bamboo curtain with a stick in anticipation. There was
already a man in the room lying across the couch with his arms round a courtesan, cuddling up with her. Only
when he saw Benevolence come in did he leave her and get up to greet him, raising his hands, palm over fist, to
salute Hamlet Chang and Simplicity Chow, and asking for their last names. Benevolence Hung answered for them
and turned toward Hamlet Chang saying,
“This is Mr. Lichee Chuang.”
“Honored,” Hamlet murmured.
The courtesan hid behind Lichee Chuang and waited till everybody had settled down before she came up to
offer watermelon seeds. The servant girl also brought the miniature hookah and filled the pipe for them.
“I was just going to look for you,” Lichee Chuang said to Benevolence Hung. “There are lots of things here;
see if anybody can help dispose of them.” He fished a folder out of his pocket and passed it to Benevolence.
Opening it, Benevolence saw listed there jewelry, curios, paintings, calligraphy and clothes with prices and
numbers attached.
“This sort of thing …” Benevolence said frowning. “Hard to sell. I heard Bird Belt Lee of Hangchow is here.
Do you want to ask him?”
“I’ve told Little Cloud Chen to take it over to Bird Belt Lee’s. No answer yet.”
“Where are the things?”
“Right here over at the Longevity Bookstore, upstairs. Want to go and take a look?”
“What’s the point? I don’t know the first thing about this kind of stuff.”
Simplicity Chow was becoming very impatient with their conversation and turned to give the courtesan a good
looking-over: a snow-white round face, regular features exquisitely fashioned, the loveliest of all being the
smiling lips so small they formed a vermilion dot, and the pair of dashing eyes, tender wherever they roamed. At
home she only wore a silver filigree butterfly in her hair, a cotton blouse the color of dawn’s first light, a
sleeveless jacket of satin-trimmed black crinkled crepe and pastel pink crinkled crepe trousers trimmed with the
palest turquoise satin and three bands of re-embroidered lace.
She felt Simplicity’s gaze and with a smile walked to the big foreign mirror against the wall and studied herself
from all angles, smoothing her side-locks. Forgetting himself he followed her with his eyes. Suddenly he heard
Benevolence Hung call out,
“Miss Woodsy, shall I make a match for your younger sister Jewel?”
Only then did he realize that this courtesan was Woodsy Lu, not Jewel Lu. He saw her look around and answer,
“Why not? You’d be doing my sister a good turn.” She shouted for Mother Yang, who happened to come in at
that very moment to wring towels and refill teacups. She told her to call Jewel and “add more teacups.”
“Which is the gentleman?” Mother Yang asked.
“Young Mr. Chow.” Benevolence Hung pointed to Simplicity. Mother Yang eyed him sidewise a couple of
times.
“Oh, so this is Young Mr. Chow? I’ll go and call Jewel.”
She took the towels with her and ran out, stamp, stamp, stamp. Not long afterwards came the sound of bound
feet, creakety creak\fn{From the wooden platform soles} all the way. That must be Jewel Lu coming. Simplicity Chow
had his eyes on the curtain and saw her come in, pick up the plate of watermelon seeds and pass it around starting
with “Young Mr. Chuang” and “Young Mr. Hung.” When she got to Hamlet Chang and Simplicity Chow she
asked for their names and gave Simplicity a little smile. He saw that she too had a small round face, exactly like
Woodsy’s. She was younger and shorter, but if they were not seen together it would be practically impossible to
tell them apart.
She replaced the plate and sat down shoulder to shoulder with him, which embarrassed him a little. He didn’t
know whether to carry on sitting there or walk away. Fortunately Mother Yang came hurrying in again.
“Young Mr. Chow, please come inside.”
“Everybody please come over together,” said Jewel Lu. At this they all stood up, giving each other precedence.
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“I’ll lead the way,” Lichee Chuang said and was about to walk ahead when Woodsy Lu grabbed him by the
sleeve.
“Don’t you go. Let them go.”
Benevolence Hung looked over his shoulder with a smile and together with Hamlet Chang and Simplicity
Chow followed Mother Yang into Jewel’s room, which was right next door to Woodsy’s and similarly furnished,
with a dressing mirror, a clock, golden hanging scrolls, and colorfully painted silken lanterns. Everybody sat
around casually, while Mother Yang bustled about “adding teacups,” and called the servant girl to fill the hookah.
Then the menservants brought in a dish of “dry and wet.”\fn{ Nuts and sweetmeats} Jewel Lu held it in her hand,
offered it around and came back to sit with Simplicity Chow.
“Where is Young Mr. Chow’s residence?” asked Mother Yang, who was standing next to Benevolence Hung.
“He is staying in the Happy Arrival Inn with Young Mr. Chang.”
“Has Young Mr. Chang got a girl?” Mother Yang turned to Hamlet Chang who smiled and shook his head.
“He hasn’t? Then we must fix him up with one too,” she said.
“Fix me up with a girl? How about you?” said Hamlet, at which everybody roared with laughter. Mother Yang
laughed and continued,
“Wouldn’t it be more fun if you got yourself fixed up and came and visited together with Young Mr. Chow?”
With a sardonic laugh Hamlet went and lay down on the couch to smoke.
“Come, Young Mr. Chow, you be the matchmaker,” Mother Yang turned to Simplicity Chow. Simplicity was
busy fooling around with Jewel Lu and pretended not to hear. Jewel snatched her hand away.
“You’re to be matchmaker. Why don’t you say something?” He still did not speak.
“Go on say something,” she urged.
Hard pressed, he glanced at Hamlet and was about to speak. Hamlet just ignored him and went on smoking.
Simplicity was saved by the entry through the curtain of Lichee Chuang, and took the opportunity to get up and
ask him to sit down, while Mother Yang, seeing that there was nothing doing, finally went out with the servant
girl.
Lichee Chuang sat down opposite Benevolence Hung and talked about things in the business world. Hamlet
Chang was still lying down, smoking. Jewel Lu held Simplicity Chow’s hands tightly in hers and forbade him to
make a move. She would only chat with him, one minute saying she wanted to go to the theatre, another minute
that she wanted a drinking party. Simplicity just grinned. She went so far as to put up her feet and roll into his
arms. But when he got one hand free and stuck it into her sleeve, she held her bosom tight and cried desperately,
“Don’t!” Hamlet Chang had just finished smoking a couple of pellets.
“You pass up the dumplings, and go for the steamed buns!” he said smiling. Simplicity did not understand.
“What did you say?” She set her feet down, quickly and tugged at him.
“Don’t listen to him. He’s making fun of you.” She glared at Hamlet Chang and pulled the corners of her
mouth down.
“You won’t get yourself a girl, but when it comes to talking you can really talk, eh?”
This dampened Hamlet Chang’s spirits and he got up sheepishly to look at the clock. Sensing that Hamlet
wanted to go, Benevolence Hung also stood up.
“Let’s go and have dinner.” Upon hearing this Simplicity Chow hastily fished out a silver dollar and tossed it
into the candy dish, seeing which Jewel said,
“Sit a little longer,” as she called out to Woodsy, “Elder Sister, they’re leaving.”
Woodsy rushed over and said something to Lichee Chuang in a low voice, then saw them out to the staircase
doorway together with Jewel, both saying,
“Come together again next time.” The four of them made affmnative noises as they went downstairs.
2
The four of them left the Hall of Beauties, went out the north end of West Checkerboard Street and into the
House of Sure Satisfaction diagonally across the way, where they chose a little private room partitioned off behind
the main parlour. After serving tobacco and tea the waiter asked them to order, and Benevolence Hung ordered a
basic menu\fn{Just giving the number of stews and sautéed dishes, etc., leaving it to the restaurant to make up the menu } with one
extra soup and dish. The waiter spread a tablecloth over the table, set out the wei-ch’ien, two large compartmented
dishes of nuts and sweetmeats, and turned up the gaslight. Looking at the clock they saw it was already past six.
Benevolence Hung called for warmed wine and asked Hamlet Chang to sit at the head of the table. Hamlet
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adamantly refused and begged and begged Lichee Chuang to take the seat. He himself sat in the second place,
Simplicity Chow in the third and Benevolence Hung in the host’s.
The waiter served two courses in small bowls, and Lichee Chuang started to talk business again with
Benevolence Hung. Hamlet Chang managed to put in a word now and then, but Simplicity Chow did not
understand, to begin with, and was not interested in listening. He could hear the lively sound of music and singing
coming from the “study” beside the parlor, and unable to sit still any longer, slipped out on the excuse of going to
the toilet and peeped through a pane in the window glass. He saw a round table with six diners surrounded by
many courtesans and their maids and servant girls, a roomful of them. The fat man sitting facing towards him had
a purplish dark complexion and black whiskers in three strands. He had called two girls: the one on the right was
singing the Peking opera aria “Plucking Mulberry Leaves” and her face was hidden by her lute, so he could not
tell what she looked like; the one on the left was older but quite dashing. Seeing that the fat man had lost at Guess
Fingers, she wanted to drink for him but the fat man would not let her, pushed her hand away and bent down to
take a sip himself. Just as he was doing so, the courtesan on his right stopped playing the lute and reaching out a
hand under her sleeve, quietly took the cup of wine and gave it to her maid to drink. The fat man did not see and
sipped empty air, making everybody laugh uproariously.
Simplicity Chow watched full of envy, but then a hateful kill-joy of a waiter came and asked him to go and eat
and he had to return to the table. In the course of the feast the six small bowls were served one after the other and
all the while Lichee Chuang went on gesticulating and talking endlessly. The waiter seeing that there was not
much drinking being done, went to get the main dishes ready to go with rice. Benevolence Hung again offered a
cup of wine all round, then they each ate some thick rice gruel, wiped their faces and sat around the room
chatting. The waiter brought the bill. Benevolence Hung glanced at it briefly and told him to put it down to the
account of Ever Flourishing Ginseng Store. The waiter said “Yes sir, yes sir” again and again.
The four of them walked out giving one another precedence. Just as they got to the main parlour the fat man
from the study was coming back from relieving himself outdoors, his face flushed all over from drinking. The
minute he saw Benevolence he asked him in, saying,
“So you are here too, Mr. Benevolence! What a coincidence! Please come in and sit down.” He grabbed him,
brooking no protests, and also cornered the other three,
“Come on in and have a chat.”
Lichee Chuang excused himself and left first. Hamlet Chang signalled Simplicity Chow with his eyes, so the
two also excused themselves, took their leave from Benevolence Hung and walked out of the House of Sure
Satisfaction.
“Why did you want to leave? I know we just happened along but we might as well have gone in and made the
most of it!” Simplicity Chow grumbled on the way and got a threatening cluck in his face.
“They’ve got the two top classes of courtesans there and you’d go and call some second-class ones—how
humiliating it would be!” said Hamlet Chang.
Simplicity understood his reasoning. After a moment of reflection he said,
“Lichee Chuang is probably at Woodsy Lu’s. Let’s go to Jewel’s too for a cup of tea, shall we?” Hamlet sniffed
again.
“He went on his own, so why go bothering him? You’d only be a nuisance!”
“Then where shall we go?” Hamlet just laughed sardonically, then said slowly,
“You can’t be blamed, your first time in Shanghai, for not knowing the rules of the game. If you ask me, you’d
be well advised not to frequent the second-class houses, let alone the best ones. They are all used to having big
do’s. You can spend thirty, forty dollars on one of them and it means nothing. Besides, Jewel Lu is a virgin
courtesan. Can you afford several hundred dollars to deflower her? More than a hundred at least. It’s not worth it.
If you want to have some fun, you’d better stick to the straightforward places.
“Where are they?”
“If you want to go I’ll go with you. Compared to the best houses, they may be smaller, but the girls are about
the same.”
“Then let’s go.” Hamlet stopped to look, and saw that they were right in front of the Scenic Star Jewelry Store.
“If you want to go, it’s that way.”
He led on turning south again across the Beat Dogs Bridge to the very end of New Street in the French
Concession, where the last house had a sooty glass lamp hanging over the door. Across the threshold was a
staircase. Going up with Hamlet, Simplicity saw there was only half a room upstairs, very narrow, with a large
Cantonese lacquered bed set crosswise on the left and on the right, boards set up on benches to make an opium
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divan facing out toward the staircase; a pine dressing-table stood by the window and on either side high chairs
with three uprights on the back. But just these were enough to give an air of exquisite clutter, it being so crowded.
Seeing no one in the room Simplicity whispered to Hamlet,
“Is this a second-class house?”
“Not second-class; just Second,” Hamlet said smiling.
“Is Second cheaper than second-class?”
Hamlet just smiled and made no reply. Suddenly they heard a loud shout downstairs,
“Come over here, Second Miss.”
It was called out twice. Only then did somebody answer in the distance and come laughing arid joking towards
them. Simplicity still persisted in asking, and Hamlet told him hastily,
“It’s a flowered smoking room.”\fn{A small opium den with girls}
“Then why did you say Second?”
“Her name is Second Wong. Sit down, and don’t talk so much.”
The sound of his voice had hardly died away when Second Wong was already upstairs, so Simplicity kept
quiet. The minute Second Wong saw Hamlet she leaped at him crying,
“You’re a fine one—lying like that! You said you were going home for two or three months, and you’ve only
just come back now! Call that two or three months? More like two or three years! I sent the maid to look for you
several times at the inn, and they said you hadn’t come but I still couldn’t believe it. Old Mrs. Filial Kwok next
door went to see you too, and was told you weren’t coming any more. Fart-mouth! Do you ever stick to your
word? But I don’t forget. If you hadn’t come, I would have found you myself and dealt with you and seen how
you liked it!” Hamlet hastened to smile and plead with her,
“Don’t be angry, let me tell you,” and he whispered into her ear. Before he had said three or four sentences she
jumped up and pulled a long face.
“Smart, aren’t you! You want to put the wet shirt on somebody else and be well out of it, is that it?”
“No,” Hamlet cried anxiously. “You won’t even let me finish.”
So Second Wong again crawled into his arms to listen to whatever it was he was murmuring. He signaled with
a jerk of his mouth while talking and she looked around and glanced sideways at Simplicity Chow. Hamlet said a
few more sentences.
“And what about you?” she said.
“Why, it’s still the same with me.”
Only then did she relent and get up to trim the lamp-wick, asking for Simplicity’s last name and scrutinizing
him from head to foot. Simplicity turned around pretending to look at the scroll on the wall. A middle-aged maid
came shuffling upstairs holding a kettle of water in one hand and two boxes of opium paste in the other hand.
Seeing Hamlet she also said,
“Ah-yo, it’s Mr. Chang! We thought you were never coming. So you do have a conscience!”
“Pei!” Second Wong made a spitting noise. “If he has a conscience, dogs don’t eat shit.”
“I came and still I’m told I have no conscience,” Hamlet said smiling. “Then starting from tomorrow I’ll never
come again!”
“You wouldn’t dare!” Second Wong said smiling. As they talked the middle-aged maid had already put the
boxes of opium into the tray, lit the opium lamp, made tea in the cups and gone downstairs again with the kettle.
Second Wong started to cook the opium, leaning against Hamlet. Seeing Simplicity sitting by himself she said,
“Come and lie on the couch.”
He accepted with alacrity and lay down on the humbler side of the divan watching her toast and roll a pellet,
fix it on the pipe and hand it to Hamlet who soughed through it, smoking it all in one breath. She made another
and he smoked that too. At the third pipe he said: “No more,” and she turned the pipe around and offered it to
Simplicity.
Simplicity was not used to it, and the opening on the onion-domed clay pipe bowl got clogged less than
halfway through. She took the pipe and poked a needle through. He tried again and got stuck again. She gave a
giggle which fed the fire already kindled in him and made his heart itch more than ever. She cleared the hole in
the pipe bowl and as she held it for him over the flame, he took the opportunity to squeeze her wrist. She snatched
her hand away and pinched him on the thigh with all her strength, pinched so hard it ached and stung and tingled
all at once. After he finished smoking he stole a glance at Hamlet who had his eyes closed and seemed halfasleep.
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“Brother Hamlet,” he whispered twice and Hamlet answered by just lifting a hand and waving it from side to
side.
“He’s stoned. Let him be,” she said, so he did not call him again. She went so far as to move over to
Simplicity’s side and took a long needle to toast opium with, leaning on him. It was as hot as burning charcoal in
his heart but with Hamlet in the way he dared not make a move, merely stared at her snow-white face, pitch-black
eyebrows, crystalline eyes and blood-red lips. The more he looked the more he loved and the more he loved the
more he looked. Seeing him thus she asked smiling,
“What are you looking at?” He was about to speak and could not, so he grinned back.
She knew he was a boy who had not yet tasted meat, but that bashful air of his exasperated her too. Having
filled the pipe she pushed the mouthpiece to his lips saying, “Here, be my guest,” then rose and took a cup of tea
from the table. She took a sip, turned around and seeing that he was not smoking, handed him the half-filled cup
with the words,
“Do you want some tea?”
Flustered, he sat up in a hurry and reached for it with both hands. In so doing he bumped right against her,
splashing tea all over himself and nearly breaking the cup. He made her burst out laughing so loudly that even
Hamlet woke up, rubbed his eyes and asked,
“What are you people laughing at?”
Seeing Hamlet’s dazed look she bent down and clapped her hands, laughing all the more. Simplicity laughed
too. Hamlet sat up and yawned and said to him,
“Let’s go.” Simplicity knew Hamlet was in a hurry to get back because this opium wasn’t doing anything for
him, and had to say
“All right.”
Second Wong whispered a lot more with Hamlet, after which he went straight downstairs. Simplicity was
following him when she clutched his sleeve whispering:
“Come by yourself tomorrow.”
He nodded and made haste to catch up with Hamlet. They went back to the inn, opened the door and lit the
lamp. Hamlet still needed another smoke. Simplicity went to bed first and lay there thinking over the truth of what
Hamlet had said earlier.
“Besides,” his thoughts continued, “Second Wong seems to fancy me. That must be fate.”
But he could not put Jewel Lu out of his mind. When all was said and done, she was prettier than Second
Wong. He certainly wouldn’t have enough money for both of them. Thinking now of this one, now of that one, he
tossed and turned and was unable to sleep.
Presently, when Hamlet had smoked his fill and cleaned out the ashes, he washed his hands and got ready for
bed; Simplicity however draped his clothes over his shoulders and sat up again, took a few puffs on the hookah,
then lay down once more and before he knew it fell asleep.
*
At six o’clock in the morning he was already up and called the hotel attendant for hot water to wash his face.
He thought to go out for breakfast and take the opportunity to amuse himself a little. Hamlet was just asleep,
snoring away, so he closed the door and walked alone out of Treasured Virtue Street, ate a bowl of stewed pork
noodles for twenty-eight copper coins at the Fountainhead Restaurant on the corner of Pebble Road and from
there turned into Fourth Avenue, peering right and left before setting off again with a long leisurely stride. He
happened to meet the garbage carts coming down, several workers shoveling up garbage with long-handled
spades, tossing it up into the carts, some of it falling, flying and spraying afar. Afraid to soil his clothes he was
about to turn back but then he saw it was Shang-jen Alley ahead. He had heard this alley was all sing-song houses
of the two highest orders, so he went in to look around. He saw that every house in the alley had a slip of red
paper pasted on the door with the courtesan’s name on it. Among them was a stone-carved gate with a black
lacquered signboard. The gilt characters read,
“Sunset Wei, minstrel’s residence.”
Simplicity stood at the door looking in and saw maids with uncombed hair washing and starching clpthes in
the courtyard and menservants sitting crosslegged in the parlour wiping all kinds of foreign glass lamps. A servant
girl of fourteen or fifteen grunting something rushed straight out of the front door and ran into his arms head-on.
Simplicity was just going to lose his temper when he heard the girl burst into curses,
“You’d bump into your mother and kill her? Haven’t you got eyes in your head?”
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The minute he heard the piping voice dripping with charm his anger melted away. Then he saw her handsome
looks and dainty little figure and he grinned instead. The girl brushed him aside, turned around and ran on. And
suddenly he saw an old woman also running to the door from inside shouting the name Clever and beckoning,
saying,
“Don’t go.”
Hearing this the servant girl came back slowly, pouting and muttering to herself. About to go in herself the old
woman was a bit taken aback by Simplicity’s presence and stood there, trying to make him out. He felt
embarrassed and sheepishly retraced his steps northward out of the alley. The garbage carts had left long ago, so
he went to the Splendid Gathering Place and ordered a cup of tea upstairs. He sat there drinking seven or eight
refills and did not return to the inn until almost noon.
Hamlet was up. The hotel attendant brought lunch, they ate and washed their faces. Simplicity wanted to go to
the Hall of Beauties for a cup of tea.
“At this hour all the courtesans are still in bed. What do you want to go there for?” Hamlet said smiling.
Simplicity could do nothing about it. Hamlet set out his opium tray and lay down to smoke. Simplicity lay
down too, looking at the top of his bed curtains, his thoughts working up and down like creaking pulleys. He
pushed his right hand against his front teeth and bit his nails. Soon he got up and started pacing up and down
around the room, goodness knows how many hundred times. Hamlet had only had one pellet, and he could not
very well hurry him just then. With a sigh he lay down once more. Secretly laughing, Hamlet ignored him.
By the time Hamlet had smoked his fill Simplicity had asked him to hurry about four or five times. He forced
himself to go out with Simplicity, and they went straight to the Hall of Beauties. They found the two menservants
playing mahjong with the maids in the parlor. One of them quickly left his tiles to shout up the stairs,
“Guests coming up.”
Simplicity had already gone up taking several steps in one. Hamlet followed him into the room and saw Jewel
Lu sitting at the table by the window in front of a collapsible foreign mirror in a purple cedar box, getting her hair
done. Mother Yang stood behind her combing it with a fine-toothed comb while the servant girl cleared away the
fallen hairs. Hamlet and Simplicity sat down on the tall chairs on both sides of the table.
“Had lunch?” Jewel asked smiling.
“Some time ago,” said Hamlet.
“Why so early?” she said.
“They’re always like that at the inns,” Mother Yang broke in. “They like to serve lunch at mid-day. Not like us
here in the sing-song houses, no telling how late we’d be!”
As they talked the servant girl had lit the opium lamp, gave Simplicity the hookah and filled the pipe for him.
Jewel asked Hamlet to smoke on the divan, and he lay down to smoke. A manservant brought a kettle to make tea
and Mother Yang wrung the towels. Simplicity watched Jewel finish doing her hair, take off the blue cotton shawl,
put on a black crinkled crepe sleeveless jacket and walk to the big foreign mirror on the wall to look herself over.
Suddenly they heard somebody calling Mother Yang from next door. It was Woodsy Lu’s voice. Mother Yang
quickly folded up the mirror and went over to Woodsy’s room.
“Is Young Mr. Chuang here?” Hamlet asked.
Jewel nodded. Hearing this Simplicity wanted to go over and greet him, but Hamlet emphatically forbad him
to do so. Jewel also pulled him by the sleeve saying,
“Sit still.” He took the opportunity to sit down on the rattan chair in front of the big bed. Jewel sat on his knees
and whispered something in his ears. He looked bewildered. She repeated herself, but he still could not make out
what she was saying. Desperate, she said between clenched teeth,
“You!” After a moment's reflection she pulled him up to his feet and said,
“Come over here, and I’ll tell you.”
The two of them lay down across the big bed with their backs to Hamlet and only then was communication
gradually established between them. After a while Jewel suddenly giggled,
“Ah-yo! Don’t!” In another moment came a cry of distress, “Ai-yo! Come quick Mother Yang!” then
continuous cries of “Ai-yo-yo.” Mother Yang ran ovcr from the next room laughing, and scolding,
“Stop it, Young Mr. Chow.”
Simplicity had to let go, and Jewel got up to smooth her side-locks. Mother Yang picked up a silver filigree
butterfly by the pillow and put it in Jewel’s hair, saying,
“How Young Mr. Chow can horse around! But our Miss Jewel is a virgin courtesan!” Simplicity just grinned
and went and lay down opposite Hamlet on the humbler side of the divan whispering,
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“Jewel asked me to give a drinking party for her.”
“Are you going to?” Hamlet said.
“I’ve promised her.” After a couple of sardonic laughs and a long pause Hamlet said,
“But don’t you realize that Jewel is a virgin courtesan?” Jewel broke in,
“What about it? Don’t virgin courtesans have drinking parties too?” Hamlet laughed.
“Virgin courtesans can have drinking parties but no horsing around. What viragoes!”
“Young Mr. Chang,” said Jewel. “Don’t take any notice of what Mother Yang says. You’re Young Mr. Chow’s
friend and we hope you’ll help us too. You don’t want to go and make Young Mr. Chow pick on us, do you? It’s
not worth a young gentleman’s while to do a thing like that.”
“I didn’t say anything wrong when I asked Young Mr. Chow to stop horsing around,” said Mother Yang. “And
if I had said the wrong thing and offended Young Mr. Chow, Young Mr. Chow is a pretty good talker himself; he
doesn’t need any prompting?”
“Lucky our Young Mr. Chow is understanding,” said Jewel. “A fine state of affairs it would be if he listened to
his friends.” She had scarcely finished speaking when they heard a shout from downstairs,
“Mother Yang, Young Mr. Hung coming up!”
Jewel quietened down and Mother Yang hurried out in welcome. Simplicity also got to his feet. But the sound
of footsteps that followed went over to Lichee Chuang next door.
204.111 Excerpts from Travels In The Year Guimao\fn{by Shan Shili (1856-1943)} Xiaoshan, Zhejiang Province,
China (F) 1
That Japan has established itself as part of the modern world, emerging from the brink of doom to become a
great power, is entirely due to education. The very fact that they have been able to stage this, the fifth Domestic
Trade Exposition, is also entirely the result of their attention to education. In this pavilion, there are displays of all
kinds of articles for educational use from the Ministry of Education and from both private and public schools.
Also on display are instruments necessary to the various new forms of learning; especially numerous are those in
the field of medical science. Similar materials from earlier times are displayed alongside for the purpose of
comparison, so that the visitor can see the degree of progress that has been made over the last thirty years.\fn{ This
refers to the trade exposition held in Osaka, Japan in 1903 which showcased the latest developments in the arts, science and technology. To
people like Shan Shili and her husband this exposition showed what an Asian country could achieve by modernization. Education, a special
concern for late Qing reformers, is highlighted in this account }

My husband’s interest in and experience of education in recent years mean that he is able to give me a detailed
explanation, through which I come to truly appreciate that it is the people who make a country, and that it is
education which makes the people. Education means more than teaching people, it means cultivating them, and
this concept of cultivation applies to moral, intellectual and physical education alike. In terms of teaching, the
foundation is laid in the several years of primary education starting around the age of ten; in terms of cultivation,
the five years of secondary education is the most important. The subjects taught are neither too advanced nor too
intellectually demanding, and are all practical in nature. What a good education system Japan has!
China has always educated her people in classical learning, but recently she has woken up to the fact that this
is impractical and that reform is necessary. All educational establishments, whether public or private, now offer
English or Japanese as one of their subjects. But when you think about it, how can one rush into foreign language
teaching, if one’s own language is not properly taught? Never mind if we fail; even if we succeed, how can we
possibly employ all the people who have learned a foreign language?
Essentially, the purpose of education is to nurture the citizens of a country; it is not simply meant to build up
reserves of government officials. Therefore the education of men and of women should be given equal emphasis.
Since children learn from their mothers, if we pay attention to basic education, the balance should be in women’s
favour. Though China now talks about the importance of education, the emphasis is still on grooming the talented
few rather than on educating the country as a whole.
As a result, there is very little discussion about the education of women. Even in the case of education for men,
the aim is to produce men of varied talents and skills; those with the higher achievements would be deployed by
the government, while the others would be able to earn an independent living.
This attitude is most regrettable. Without an educated citizenry, how can we have people of true talent?
Without educated citizens, we will not even become a civilized society! As darkness still hangs over China’s
future, my observations at this education pavilion make my heart sink still further.
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*
When the Russians hired Chinese to work on the railway before 1900,\fn{ This refers to the construction of the China
Eastern Railway by Russia, which began in December 1896, an enterprise undertaken to give Russia access to a warm-water port. When
the Boxer Uprising spread to Manchuria and endangered construction of the railroad it led to further demands for concessions. In 1900 an
agreement was signed at Port Arthur permitting Russian troops to protect the railway } they did not care whether they were from

Shandong or from Zhili. But since the Boxer Uprising they put a ban on workers from Zhili and used only
workers from Shandong, not realizing that was where the Boxers originated. These Chinese workers, who
undertake the lowest and the most back-breaking kind of work, toil on the railway by day and put up at night in
Fujiadian,\fn{A Chinese village bordering the railway zone, also called Daowai (outside the tracks). It was a large residential area
relatively untouched by foreign influence. Apart from shop owners, Chinese were not allowed to reside in the Russian section of the city }
while the Russian workers live by the railway tracks in wooden houses.\fn{ This may be a reference to the riverfront
settlement, Pristan, called Daoli (within the tracks) by the Chinese, which became the commercial and recreational centre of Harbin }
Russian workers are just as dirty as the Chinese, but it is the Chinese who are constantly blamed by the
company for being dirty, which they believe means a greater likelihood of an epidemic. Since Fujiadian is less
than ten li from the railway tracks, which would make infection easy, they constantly raise this complaint. The
truth is, they would like to expel all Chinese workers, but since their wages are low and the construction work has
not been completed, the Russians cannot have their way yet.
You might say, what if the Chinese workers paid more attention to cleanliness, so the company would be
denied the excuse to get rid of them? They could then continue to make a living. But the prevention of an
epidemic is merely a pretext for expelling Chinese workers, the Russians have no real concern for human life.
However clean our workers are, the Russians will pick on them until they are all expelled. This is what my
husband says. I hope that his words do not come true.
The day before we arrived in Harbin was a Russian festival. Mr. Li Youxuan had the day off and went by
carriage from Xiangfang village to Qinjiagang village where he stopped for quite a while to rest the horses after
the long journey. He dined at a restaurant and told the driver to go for his meal, which was perfectly proper. But a
policeman appeared and, angered by the fact that the carriage had blocked the entrance to the restaurant, knocked
the driver down and beat him up.
The driver, a Russian, explained that he was only following the orders of his client. Seeing what was
happening, Mr. Li rushed out and spoke in Russian to the policeman, who then began insulting and beating Mr.
Li. It was a most extraordinary thing! Mr. Li is a high-ranking Chinese official in the railway company and speaks
fluent Russian, yet he was beaten by a policeman just because his driver went to get something to eat! He
complained afterwards to the chief overseer, who went to a lot of trouble to console him, but not a word was said
about punishing the policeman.
This is not at all surprising, in fact it is typical of the Russian administration.
1857

61.1 Excerpt from The Travels Of Lao Can: “Lao Can Rescues A Joy Girl”\fn{by Liu E. (1857-1909)} Jiangsu
Province, China (M) 11
… Huang Renrui was over thirty and a native of Jiangxi. His brother was a scholar of the Imperial Academy
who had become a royal inspector and was a good friend of the War Minister Da Lami; thus Huang Renrui had
been given a position as adviser in the Shandong River Conservancy. With a recommendation from the war
minister he was given preferential treatment by the provincial governor, and after another recommendation he
would become a district magistrate. He was a man of some taste, and while in the provincial capital he had been
several times in Lao Can’s company, so they knew each other.
Lao Can stood a little while longer at the door, then returned to his room, for it was now nearly evening. He
read half a book of poems in his room until he could no longer see, and had to light his candle. Just then he heard
someone coming in through the door, calling out,
“Mr. Tie, I have not seen you for a long time!”
Lao Can hastily stood up and saw that it was Huang Renrui. They greeted each other, then sat down and talked
of what had happened since their last meeting.
“I suppose you have not yet had your dinner,” said Mr. Huang. “Although someone sent me a hotpot and some
dishes, I don’t think they are very good; but this morning I ordered the cook to boil a fat chicken with mushrooms,
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and that should do for our meal. Better come to have your dinner in my room. As the old saying goes, ‘It is rare to
have an old friend come in a storm.’ This river freezing is more tiresome than a storm; but now that I have come
across an old friend like you I shall not feel lonely.”
“Excellent,” said Lao Can. “Since you have good things to eat, even if you hadn’t asked me I should have
come.”
Mr. Huang looked at the book on the table, took it up, noticed that it was the Anthology of Poems of the Eight
Dynasties, and said:
“This selection is not too bad.” He glanced through a few poems then put it down, and said:
“Let’s go and sit in my room.” So they prepared to go out. Lao Can straightened his books, took a key and
locked his door, and went out with Mr. Huang to his quarters. He noticed there were three rooms, one bedroom
and two sitting rooms. The door of the hall had a thick velvet door-screen. In the middle of the room there was a
big table, and on the table a piece of rubber sheeting.
“Is dinner ready?” asked Mr. Huang.
“It will still be a little while,” answered the servant. “The chicken is not quite done.”
“Then bring the other dishes first, “ said Mr Huang, “so that we can drink wine.”
The servant assented and went out, returning presently to spread the table with four pairs of chopsticks and
four wine cups.
“Who are the other two?” asked Lao Can. But Mr. Huang only said:
“You will know soon.”
Now the table was laid, but since there were only two chairs in the room the servant went out to fetch more
chairs, and Mr. Huang said:
“Let us sit on the big bed.”
At the west end of the hall there was a big brick bed on which were spread mats, and in the middle of the bed
was a tiger-skin rug on which had been placed a tray for opium. On the two sides of the tray were two wolf skins,
and in the middle was burning a bright Taigu lamp. The reason that this lamp is called a Taigu lamp is that in
Shanxi there are many rich men, all of whom smoke opium, so the opium pipes and lamps in that district are of
the first quality. Taigu is the name of a district in that province, and the lamps made in that district are well-shaped
and bright, and may be considered the best lamps in the whole world. Unfortunately, this lamp was in- vented in
China, for had it been invented in a foreign country, the inventor would certainly have become famous and been
praised by all the newspapers, and his government would have allowed him to take out a patent. China, however,
has no such rules; so although the man who invented this lamp at Taigu and the man who invented the best opium
pipe at Shouzhou did excellent work which is known all over the country, their own names remain ob-scure. Thus
although one may say they spent their skill on unworthy objects, this is also a reflection on the state of society.
However, let this suffice.
In the tray there were several enamel boxes, two bamboo opium pipes and two cushions, one on each side. Mr.
Huang invited Lao Can to sit down, and lay down himself, taking up a pin to pierce a cake of opium which he
baked over the fire, saying:
“Do you still abstain from smoking? Of course it is not good if a man smokes so much that he wastes his time,
but if one does not become an addict, just using it as form of relaxation, it is quite a pleasant pastime. Why do you
refrain so scrupulously?”
“I have many friends who smoke,” said Lao Can, “but none of them started smoking with the intention of
becoming addicts, all taking it as a relaxation, until they found themselves addicts. By that time not only were
they unable to use it as a relaxation, but it became a never-ending burden instead. I think you would do well not to
relax yourself in this way either.”
“I have my limit,” replied Mr. Huang, “beyond which I shall not allow myself to be tempted.”
As they were talking the screen stirred and two singsong girls came in. The one in front was some seventeen
years old, with a round face, while the one behind was a year or two younger and had an oval face. When they
came in they curtsied to the men on the bed, and Mr. Huang said, “So you are here.” Then pointing to Lao Can he
said:
“This is Mr. Tie, a friend of mine in the capital. Emerald Ring\fn{ A note reads: Cuihuan in Chinese.} you look after
Mr. Tie and sit up there.”
Then the elder girl sat down on the side of the bed by Mr. Huang; but the younger one standing there was too
shy to sit down, until Lao Can took off his shoes and moved further in, sitting cross-legged to make room for her.
Then she sat down timidly on the edge of the bed.
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“I heard they hadn’t got this here,” said Lao Can to Mr. Huang. “How is it that they have it after all?”
“You are right,” said Mr. Huang. “They don’t have this here. These two originally worked at Seven Mile Fair.
Their proprietors belonged to this town, but their mistress stayed with them at Seven Mile Fair. However the other
month their master died, so the mistress came back to town, and, fearing that they might run away, she brought
them here as well. They don’t do business here; but since I felt lonely I had them fetched. This one of mine is
called Emerald Flower\fn{ A note reads: Cuihua in Chinese.} and that one of yours is called Emerald Ring. They both
have snow-white skin, quite ravishing. Look at her hand: I am sure you will be satisfied.”
Lao Can laughed and said:
“There is no need to examine her. What you say cannot be false.”
Emerald Flower, leaning against Mr. Huang, said to Emerald Ring:
“You bake some opium for Mr. Tie.”
“Mr. Tie doesn’t smoke,” said Mr. Huang. “Let her do it for me.”
So he gave the pin to Emerald Ring who stooping baked the opium, filled the pipe and passed it over. Then Mr.
Huang smoked it. By the time Emerald Ring started to bake again the servant had brought in the hotpot and the
dishes, and announced:
“Dinner is served, sir.”
Mr. Huang stood up and said, “Let’s drink some wine. It is very cold today.” So he asked Lao Can to sit in the
seat of honor while he sat in the place of the host, and the two girls sat at the two sides. Emerald Flower took the
wine pot to pour wine for everybody, then put it down and took up her chopsticks. First she helped Lao Can to
food, and he said:
“Please don’t trouble. We are not newly married brides. We can feed ourselves.”
Then she gave some food to Mr. Huang, and Mr. Huang gave some to Emerald Ring, who hastily stood up and
said:
“Please don’t. This is too much honor.”
Mr. Huang did the same for Emerald Flower, who said, “I will help myself.” And receiving the spoon she
carried it to her lips, barely tasted it, and put it down again. Mr. Huang asked Emerald Ring several times to eat,
but although she answered, “Yes,” she would not start.
Mr. Huang suddenly remembered something, and banging the table he exclaimed, “Oh, yes! Oh, yes!” Then he
shouted, “Here.” A servant came in from behind the screen and halted some six or seven feet from the table. Mr.
Huang nodded to him to approach, and whispered a few words to him.
“Very good, sir,” replied the servant, and went away.
After a little while a man wearing a padded gown of blue cloth came in, holding two guitars, one of which he
gave to Emerald Ring and the other to Emerald Flower; and he said to Emerald Ring:
“The gentlemen asked you to eat. Do as the gentlemen wish.”
Emerald Ring appeared not to have heard clearly, and looked at the man, who said:
“They ask you to eat. Don’t you understand?”
Emerald Ring nodded and said, “Yes, I do.” Then lifting her chopsticks she presented a piece of ham to Mr.
Huang and anther to Lao Can.
“Better not stand on ceremony,” said Lao Can.
And Mr. Huang, raising his cup, said, “Let’s drink a cup, and then let them sing two songs to accompany our
wine.” While he was speaking they had already tuned their guitars, and each in turn sang a song.
Mr. Huang stirred the hotpot with his chopsticks but could find nothing good to eat, so he said:
“All the things in this hotpot have special epithets; do you know them?”
“No,” said Lao Can.
Then Mr. Huang pointed with his chopsticks and said:
“This is The Wrathful Shark’s Fin, this The Never-Bending Cuttlefish, this The Superannuated Chicken, this
The Debauched Duck, this The Unyielding Pork, and this The Clear Soup.”
The others laughed.
After that the two girls sang two or three more songs, until the servant announced:
“The home-cooked chicken.”
“We have had quite enough wine,” said Lao Can. “Let’s have some rice while it’s hot.”
The servant then brought in four bowls of rice. Emerald Flower stood up, took over the rice bowls and
presented one to each person; and then they had some chicken soup with the rice, and all ate their fill.
After the meal they wiped their faces, and Mr. Huang said, “Let us sit on the bed again.” The servant came and
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took away the rest of the dishes, and the four people sat on the bed. Lao Can leaned on one end and Mr. Huang on
the other. Emerald Flower reclined against Mr. Huang, preparing opium for him, while Emerald Ring, sitting on
the edge of the bed with nothing to do, took her guitar and toyed with the strings.
“I have not seen any of your poems for a long time,” said Mr. Huang. “Today since old friends have met in
strange surroundings you should write a poem for us to read. “
“For the last two days, seeing the river frozen, I have been wanting to write a poem,” said Lao Can, “but all
your nonsense has sent my poem the way of The Debauched Duck.”
"If you are so Unyielding’,” said Mr. Huang, “I shall become Wrathful.
Then they all laughed aloud.
“Very well,” said Lao Can, “I will write one for you tomorrow.”
“That won’t do,” said Mr. Huang. “Look at the wall. There is a place newly whitewashed, specially prepared
for your poem.” Lao Can shook his head and said:
“Keep it for yourself.” But Mr. Huang put his pipe down on the tray, and said:
“Inspiration is too fleeting. I shall not let you off.” S. he got up and went into his room, coming back with a
brush, ink-stone and piece of ink, which he put on the table, saying:
“Emerald Ring, you grind the ink.”
Then Emerald Ring poured out a little cold tea and started grinding the ink, and presently she said:
“The ink is ready. You can start writing.” Mr. Huang took a duster and said:
“Emerald Flower, you hold the lamp, and Emerald Ring, you hold the ink-stone. I will dust the wall.”
So he gave the brush to Lao Can, and Emerald Flower held the candlestick. Mr. Huang first jumped on the bed,
stood under the place which was newly whitewashed and dusted it, while Emerald Flower and Emerald Ring both
stood on the bed too, one on each side. Then Mr. Huang beckoned to him and said, “Come, come.”
Lao Can laughed and said, “You really are a trouble-maker.” So he stood on the bed, dipped the brush in ink
from the inkstone, warmed it with his breath and started writing on the wall. Emerald Ring feared that the ink on
the stone might freeze, and warmed it all the time with her breath. The brush was nevertheless covered with a
layer of ice, which became thicker and thicker until the poem was finished. It read as follows:
The earth is cleft asunder with the howling of the north wind;
Long slabs of ice rush down the darkening river.
The ice behind pursues the ice in front,
Attacking each other and struggling in rivalry.
The river is swiftly ice-bound,
A silvery bridge erected over frozen rocks.
People longing to return home sigh,
And travelers fret in vain.
Thus on account of a single river
The carts cannot pass.
Let us have girls and music and a fine feast
To enliven this chilly night.

Mr Huang read it and said:
“Good, good. Why not put your name to it?”
“Supposing we put your name?” suggested Lao Can. But Mr. Huang said:
“That would never do. I should be accused and lose my job for feasting with singing girls, only to get the name
of a poet. It is not worth it.”
Accordingly Lao Can signed his name and jumped down from the bed. The two girls put down the ink-stone
and candlestick and warmed their hands at the brazier, and noticing that the charcoal was nearly burnt out, they
added some fresh pieces.
When Lao Can finished writing he lay down in comfort on the bed, and Emerald Ring, who had by now
become less afraid of him, reclined by his side, asking:
“Mr. Tie, where do you come from? What does this poem mean?
Lao Can explained the poem to her line by line, and after a moment’s reflection she said, “What you wrote is
quite right; but can you write things like that in poems?”
“If you don’t write such things, then what should you write?” asked Lao Can.
“When I was at Seven Mile Fair,” she said, “I had many visitors, some of whom wrote poems on the wall, and
I liked most to ask them to explain them to me. After I had heard a great many I found there were only two main
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themes: the comparatively superior people all said that although their talents were great, nobody in the world
recognized them; while the others all described the beauty of some girl, and said how much they loved each other.
Regarding those gentlemen’s talents, we had no means of judging them; but it could scarcely be that all who went
there were men of genius, without a single untalented person. So I made a silly remark, saying that if untalented
people were so few, then, according to the proverb what’s scarce is prized, oughtn’t untalented people to be highly
valued? Still, that’s neither here nor there.
“As for those who described the beauty of girls, the girls they mentioned were all people we knew, and some
of them hadn’t even got properly formed noses or eyes. But if they didn’t compare the girl to Xi Shi,\fn{ A note
reads: A famous beauty in the Late Spring and Autumn Period [722-481 BC in Chinese history].} then they compared her to Wang
Qiang;\fn{Wang Zhaojun, an imperial concubine of the Han Dynasty .} and if they didn’t say she “caused the fish to sink to
the deep and the swan to descend” they said she “robbed the moon of its luster and put the flowers to shame.” I
don’t know who Wang Qiang was, but I heard people say she was Lady Zhaojun. Still 1 could hardly believe that
Lady Zhaojun and Lady Xi Shi could both be so ugly. That certainly couldn’t be true.
“As for those who said how much the girl liked them and how dearly they loved each other, I was once foolish
enough to ask one girl, and she told me, ‘He stayed for a night and troubled me the whole night, so when it was
morning I asked him for some silver. But he pulled a long face and shouted, “I paid the proper fee last night. What
more do you want?” I said to him, “Of the money you paid, the hotel treasurer takes one part, the manager takes
another part, and our mistress pockets all the rest, so that not a cent comes to us. But we have to pay for our rouge
and powder and undergarments ourselves. We can’t ask for anything from those gentlemen who only listen to our
songs, only asking those gentlemen who stay the night for a tip for attendance.” When I insisted like this, he gave
me a small string of two hundred cash, throwing it on the floor, and cursing, “You bandit prostitutes, you
baggages, you dirty bitches!”’ Do you think that showed love? So I always thought writing poems very pointless,
since it just means putting together a pack of lies. How is it your poems aren’t like that, sir?”
Lao Can laughed and said:
“Every teacher has his own method and every trade its own trick. My teacher taught me differently; that’s why
I don’t write like that.”
Mr. Huang had finished a pipe of opium, and putting it down he said,
“It’s certainly true that it is impossible to judge people from their appearance, and impossible to measure the
ocean by pints. Writing poems only means putting together a pack of lies, as this child has truly said. In the future
I shall never write poems again, in order to avoid putting together a pack of lies, to make myself a laughing-stock
for them.”
“Who would dare laugh at you, sir?” exclaimed Emerald Ring. “We are inexperienced country girls and speak
foolishly; so please don’t be offended, sir, and I will kowtow to you.”
Thereupon she turned herself to face Mr. Huang, and bowed to him several times.
“Who’s blaming you?” said Huang Renrui. “What you said was really quite right, and no one has ever said it
before. This shows how ‘what is hidden from those concerned is plain to the bystanders.’”
At this point Lao Can got up from the bed and said to Mr. Huang:
“Thank you very much. I want to go back to my room now to sleep.”
“Don’t be in such a hurry,” said Huang Renrui. “Wait till I have reasoned with you. Let me ask you this: can
the ice on the river be broken through tomorrow or not?”
“It can’t be broken through.”
“If the ice can’t be broken through, do you dare walk over it? Will you be able to leave tomorrow?”
“No,” said Lao Can, “I shall not.”
“If you can’t leave tomorrow, have you any urgent business early tomorrow morning?”
“I have not.”
“Exactly,” said Mr. Huang. “In that case why are you in such a hurry to go back to your room? At such a gloomy and lonely time as this, to have a friend to talk with should really be counted as a joy in the midst of sorrow.
Moreover these two girls, although they cannot be compared to peonies, are at least better than morning-glories,
aren’t they? Let us trim the lamp and pour out wine, and it will be very agreeable. I tell you this, in the provincial
capital we are both busy, so that although we always want to have a good talk, we never find time for it; thus it
was unexpectedly good fortune to meet you today when everything is just right for a good talk. I always say a
man’s most bitter portion is that he can’t talk; yet there are people who think that a man can talk all day long, and
wonder how I can say that he is unable to talk. The fact is that people speak in two ways; when they speak from
the heart those are their own words; but when they speak from the throat that is just polite conversation. Now
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those people in the provincial capital are either my superiors or my inferiors; those who are my superiors look
down on me so that I can’t talk with them, and those who are my inferiors are jealous of me, so that I can’t talk
with them either. Still, you say, there must be some people who are on an equal footing with me; but even if there
are people whose positions may be more or less equal to mine, at heart we are actually different, for some think
themselves vastly superior to me and look down on me, while the rest think themselves inferior and therefore
envy me. That’s how I find myself unable to talk. One like you must really be considered as outside the common
herd. Today I was lucky enough to meet you, for whom I have always had the greatest respect; so I think you
should take pity on me and talk with me, but you insist on running away. A man can’t help feeling sad.”
“Very well,” said Lao Can, “then I will keep you company. I don’t mind telling you that if I went back it would
only be to sit down; so why should I insist? It was because you had already invited these two girls and everything
was right for you to talk sentimentally to them or make a few jokes and have some fun, so I thought my presence
might embarrass you. But to tell the truth, I’m no moralist who wants to eat cold pork and make sacrifice; so why
should I be hypocritical?”
“It is just on their account that I want to consult you,” said Mr. Huang. And standing up he pulled up Emerald
Ring’s sleeve, showing Lao Can her arm, and saying:
“Do you see those stripes? Don’t you think it’s a shame?”
Lao Can saw there were dark stripes and livid marks on her arm, and Mr. Huang said:
“If the arm is like this, I imagine the body must be in an even more deplorable state. Emerald Ring, let us see
your body.”
By this time Emerald Ring’s eyes were already filled with tears, which, with an effort, she prevented from falling; but when he pulled her arm then many drops fell, and she said:
“What is there to see? I am rather shy.”
“Isn’t the child stupid!” exclaimed Mr. Huang. “What is there to be afraid of if we look? How can you be shy
when you are in this profession?”
“Why not?” asked Emerald Ring. By now there were tears in Emerald Flower’s eyes too, and she said:
“Don’t ask her to take off her clothes.” Then turning her head she whispered something softly to Mr. Huang,
who nodded his head and did not insist.
During this time Lao Can had stretched himself on the bed and was thinking, “These are both people’s beloved
children, and when their parents looked after them who knows much loving care they lavished on them, to what
trouble they went, or how much they suffered for them. Even when they hurt themselves through naughtiness,
they would be caressed, and not only would their parents caress them but also feel grieved at heart; while if they
were beaten by other children their parents’ indignation would know no bounds. Such love and compassion
cannot be expressed in words. Then, who knows, when they had brought them up, either because there was
famine that year, or because the father smoked opium or gambled or had a lawsuit, they reached such a pitch of
desperation that, not knowing what they did, they sold their daughters to these houses, to be maltreated by these
procuresses and suffer indescribable hardship.”
Then he called to mind all that he had heard and seen of the cruelty of procuresses in various places; for they
seemed to have come all from one school, where they had learnt the same cruelty. At this he became so indignant
that he could not prevent his own eyes feeling a little moist.
At this moment, when they were all silent without a word, Mr. Huang’s servant led in someone carrying
baggage into the inner room. Then he came out and said to Mr. Huang,
“Sir, would you ask for Mr. Tie’s key, so that we can take Emerald Ring’s bedding in?”
“Naturally it should be taken to your master’s room,” said Lao Can.
“All right, all right,” said Mr. Huang, “don’t be a moralist. Give me your key.”
“No, I will not,” said Lao Can. “I never do that.”
“I have already given the order and paid for it,” said Mr Huang. “Why be so obstinate?”
“It doesn’t matter about the payment; I will return you the amount tomorrow,” said Lao Can. “And since it is
paid, the procuress will have nothing to say, and cannot blame the girl; so what is there to be afraid of?”
“If you really send her back,” said Emerald Flower, “she will not escape a sound beating; for it will be said that
she offended the guest.”
“In that case I have another suggestion,” said Lao Can. “Send her back today and tell her that tomorrow we
want her again, that will be all right. Anyway, she was ordered by Mr. Huang, so what has it to do with me? I am
willing to pay for it. Isn’t that simple?”
“I ordered her for you,” said Mr. Huang. “I kept Emerald Flower here last night already, so how can I send her
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back today? We just want them to cheer us up. I don’t insist on your doing anything. Last night Emerald Flower
talked to me all night in my room, and we sat till morning. She can cheer you up and at the same time she will
escape a beating; wouldn’t that be a good thing? Because they have their rule that if they are not kept for the
night, they must not take a meal. Thus if they return before dark they have to sit half the night hungry, and
probably will be beaten in the bargain, because their mistress will always say, ‘If the client keeps you so long, he
must be fond of you. Why then does he send you back? You must have failed to please him.’ Then if they are
unlucky they will be beaten. So I told them to say that they were to be kept for the night. Didn’t you notice that
attendant telling Emerald Ring to eat? That is their sign.”
After he had spoken Emerald Flower said to Emerald Ring:
“You plead with Mr. Tie to take pity on you.”
“I shall still pay the sum of money and send her back,” said Lao Can, “for no other reason but that she may
have peace and I may have peace.”
Emerald Flower gave a little snort, and said:
“It is true that you may have peace, but she certainly will not.:
Then Emerald Ring turned herself to face Lao Can, and said:
“Mr. Tie, you seem so kind; why won’t you be kind to us children? The bed in your room is twelve feet wide,
and your bedding only takes three feet, still leaving nine feet empty. Couldn’t you give some to me as a refuge for
a night? If you condescend to want my attendance, I can serve you opium and tea; and even if you find me very
disagreeable I hope you will allow me to pass a night on the corner of your bed as a great favor.”
At this Lao Can took the key out of his pocket and gave it to Emerald Rower, saying:
“You can do as you like; only don’t touch my bedding.”
Emerald Flower stood up and gave the key to the servant, saying:
“Thank you very much. See that the man takes the bedding in and comes out; then please lock up the room.
Thank you very, very much.”
The servant took the key and went out.
Lao Can patted Emerald Ring’s cheek and asked:
“What district are you from? What is the name of your mistress, and when were you sold to her?”
“My mistress is called Zhang,” said Emerald Ring. After she had said this she stopped, took her handkerchief
out of her sleeve to wipe her tears, and wiped and wiped, unable to speak.
“Don’t cry,” said Lao Can. “I asked about your family in order to cheer you up. You don’t have to talk about it
unless you want to. Why become so sad?”
“I have no family,’ said Emerald Ring.
“Don’t be angry, sir,” said Emerald Flower. “This child’s temper is bad, so that she often gets beaten; but
actually she has reason to be sad. Two years ago her family was very wealthy, but last year she was sold here, and
because she had never suffered much when she was young, she could not please people; although actually our
mistress is one of the best of her kind, and by next year she won’t have such good time as she is having now.”
By this time Emerald Ring had covered face and begun crying and Emerald Flower shouted at her:
“This child evidently doesn’t want to go on living! The gentlemen order you here to cheer them up, and you
start crying yourself. Won’t that make the gentlemen angry? You’d better stop.”
“Don’t stop her,” said Lao Can. “It’s good for her to cry. She has been feeling wronged all this time without
any place to cry; but today she has fortunately met us who are kind-hearted, and she can cry her fill until she feels
more comfortable.” Then he patted Emerald Ring’s shoulder and said:
“It doesn’t matter if you cry out loud. I know Mr. Huang is not superstitious. You cry as much as you like.”
Mr. Huang beside him shouted:
“Emerald Ring, good girl, go on crying! I shall be grateful if you cry away all my sorrows too!”
When they heard this they all laughed, and even Emerald Ring, covering her face, laughed too.
The truth was that Emerald Ring knew that before clients one must not cry, but when Lao Can asked about her
family, and Emerald Flower mentioned that two years before she was still wealthy, it made her so sad that her
tears began to fall and she could not stop them. When she heard Lao Can say, “She has been sad all this time
without any place to cry, let her cry her fill until she feels more comfortable,” she thought, “Since I fell into misfortune no one has been so considerate. It shows that not all men treat women like dirt; only I don’t know how
many men there are like this in the world—it would be pleasant to meet a few in my life, for since I have met one
there must be others.” Thinking like this she forgot all her sorrow, and she was just turning her head to hear what
they were saying when suddenly Mr. Huang called out asking her to cry for him, which sounded very funny. So
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with tears in her eyes she laughed, raising her head to look at Mr. Huang; and when the others saw her like this
they could not help laughing too. Emerald Ring’s heart at this moment was in utter confusion, and seeing them
laugh hysterically, she laughed hysterically with them. Then Lao Can said:
“Now that we have cried and laughed I would still like to know how she was wealthy two years ago. Emerald
Flower, you tell me.”
“She is from Qidong District,” said Emerald Flower. “Her family was named Tian and they lived outside the
South Gate of the district, where they possessed some two hundred acres of land, and they also had a grocery shop
in the town. Her parents had no other children but her and her younger brother, who is five years old this year, and
there was also a grandmother. The land by that Daqing River is mainly planted with cotton, and each acre is worth
over a hundred strings of cash. They possessed more than two hundred acres, worth more than twenty thousand
strings of cash, and together with the shop their property was worth more than three hundred thousand. The
proverb says, ‘With ten thousand strings of cash one can be considered very wealthy?’ They had three hundred
thousand strings, so shouldn’t that be considered very wealthy?”
“If her family had thirty thousand strings worth of property” said Lao Can, "”hey were very well off. How
could they become poor, and poor to that extent?”
“It all happened in a flash,” said Emerald Flower. “The family was ruined in three days. It came about the year
before last. The Yellow River had been flooding every other year, and Provincial Governor Zhang was ever so
worried about it. It seems there was some high official who was a famous scholar in south China, who showed
some book to the government and said, ‘The trouble with this river is that it is too narrow. You will not have peace
until it is made broader. You must pull down the people’s dikes and keep to the main dikes.’ Thereupon all the
high officials approved, but the governor said, ‘How about the people between the dikes? We shall have to pay
them to move their homes.’ But those cursed high officials said, ‘You must not let the people know. Consider, the
distance between the dikes is some two miles broad and two hundred miles long, and thousands of families live
there. If you let them know, those hundreds of thousands of men will defend their dikes and make it impossible to
pull them down.’ The governor could do nothing, so he nodded his head and signed, and we heard that he even
shed a few tears.
“That spring they speedily repaired the main dike and built a secondary dike on the south bank in the district of
Jiyang, and those two dikes were the weapon to kill those hundreds of thousands of people; but the poor people
did not know it. Then came the sixth month when the people said, ‘The water is rising, the water is rising.’ The
guards on the dikes were kept busy from morning till night, and the water in the river rose one or two feet every
day, until in less than ten days it was little lower than the dike, already some twenty feet above the plain. By the
middle of the month the runners on the dikes kept coming and going all the time, and on the third day at noon the
camps blew their trumpets, gathered their guards and sent them all to the main dike. At that time some shrewd
people said, ‘It looks bad. Probably trouble is coming. We had better go back quickly and prepare to move our
homes.’ But nobody could foresee that night at midnight there would be a great storm. All they heard was a great
roar, and the water of the Yellow River rushed down upon them like a mountain. The people in the villages were
mostly sleeping in their homes when with this tremendous roar, the water rushed in, and by the time they had
woken to fly away, the water was already over their roofs. The night was dark, the wind high, and there was a
torrent of rain and flood. What do you think they could do?”
Emerald Flower went on with her story:
“By this time it was nearly dawn. The wind dropped, the rain ceased, the clouds dispersed and the moon came
out and shone brightly. The state of the village could not be seen, only by the people’s dike there were people
clinging to doors, tables, chairs and benches, swept against the dike and clambering up it; while the people who
lived on the dike took bamboo poles and hurried to the rescue of those in the water, rescuing quite a number.
Those whose lives were thus saved, after the first breath, thought how all their family must be lost and with
themselves as sole survivors, and all of them lamented bitterly. Children called for their fathers and mothers,
wives wept for their husbands and parents mourned for their children, until the whole place resounded with the
sound of wailing for nearly two hundred miles. You can imagine how pitiable it was, sir.”
Then Emerald Ring took up the story, saying”
“On that fifteenth day of the sixth month my mother and I happened to be in our shop at the South Gate when
in the middle of the night we heard people calling out, ‘The water is coming!’ Everybody who heard it hastily got
up. That day had been particularly hot, and most people had gone to sleep in the courtyards in their underclothes,
only going in when it started to rain. They had just fallen into a doze when they heard the shouting outside, and
hurried out to the street to look. The city gate was also opened, and people ran outside. Outside the city there was
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a small dike used to let water out every year; it was about six feet high, and all those people had gone out to
reinforce it. At that time the rain has only just stopped, and it was still dark; but in a little while one could just see
the people outside the city rushing back as if their lives depended on it. The district magistrate was actually not in
his sedan-chair, but was running into the city with the rest. He got up on the city wall and it was just possible to
hear him calling out, ‘People outside the city must not move in their things. Tell everybody to come in at once!
The city must be closed immediately! There must be no delay!’ We all climbed on to the wall too, to look, and
saw many people using straw to wrap up mud, ready to seal up the city gate. The district magistrate shouted from
the city wall, ‘Everybody is in now! Close the gates immediately!’ Bundles of mud had already been prepared by
the citadel, and after closing the gates they sealed them up. I had an uncle called Ji who lived outside the city, and
he was up on the wall too.
“After a little while the clouds sank to the mountains and the moon shone very brightly. My mother saw Uncle
Ji and asked him, ‘How is it so bad this year?’
“‘Isn’t it terrible?’ said Uncle Ji. ‘In past years when the flood came, at the start it was only about a foot high,
and at the most some two feet high, never exceeding three feet; while by the time it takes to eat one meal the
worst flood would have passed, so that it was about two feet on an average. This year the flood is terrible; at the
start it was more than a foot, and almost at once it rose to over two feet. The magistrate, seeing that it looks bad,
and fearing that the small dike will not stand against it, has told people to come into the city at once, for when he
gave that order the water had already reached nearly four feet. I haven’t seen Brother for the last few days. Was he
in the village? I feel rather worried.’
“Then my mother cried, saying, ‘That’s just it!’
“Suddenly we heard the people on the city wall shouting, ‘The water has passed the small dike!’ Then everybody rushed down from the wall. My mother sat sobbing on the ground, and said, ‘I shall die here. I don’t want to
go home.’ I could do nothing but cry by her side, and I heard people saying, ‘Water is leaking through the wall.’
Then innumerable people rushed past again; they had no respect for either private houses or shops, but snatched
up whatever bedding or clothes they could, taking them to stop up the leaks in the city gate. Very soon they had
taken all the clothes from the tailors on the street, and all the cloth from the cloth shops to stop up the cracks in
the city wall; and then I heard them say, ‘It’s not leaking now.’ Again I heard, ‘The bundles of mud are probably
too few to keep the water out.’ Thereupon a crowd of people ran to our shop to seize the rice bags to stuff against
the leaks in the wall. Soon all the rice was moved away, and they also carried away all the paper from the paper
shops and all the cotton from the cotton shops.
“By then it was already dawn, and my mother was dazed with crying. I could do nothing but sit on the ground
and keep her company, and I kept hearing people say, ‘This flood is really fearful. It must be more than ten feet
high. No one ever heard of such a flood before.’ Then some of our shop assistants came and carried my mother
and myself back; but when we reached the shop we were met by a sorry sight, and the assistants told us, ‘Sacks of
rice from our shop were used to barricade the city wall, and the loose grain in our granary was all taken by lawless
people. Only what was left on the ground we swept together, amounting to some thirty bushels.’
“There were two women servants in our shop whose homes were in the country, and when they heard of the
great flood and knew that their families must have perished, they wept as if they no longer cared to live.
“This went on till the sun was high when the people in our shop succeeded in reviving my mother, and we all
had some millet porridge. My mother, when she came to her senses, opened her eyes and asked, ‘Where is
grandmother?’
“‘She is sleeping in her room,’ they said, ‘so we did not like to disturb her.’
“‘We shall have to ask her to get up to eat something,’ said mother. But when she went to her room she found
grandmother was not sleeping, but had died of fright; for when she felt her nostrils there was no breath. When my
mother saw this, the porridge she had eaten was thrown up with blood, and she fainted once more; but luckily we
had an old maid-servant called Wang, who felt all over the old lady’s body, and suddenly cried out, ‘It’s all right!
Her heart is still warm.’ Thereupon they tried some artificial respiration, and called for some ginger soup. In the
afternoon both my grandmother and my mother recovered consciousness, so the whole family was safe.
“Two of our shop assistants were sitting in the front court talking. ‘They say that the water outside the city wall
has reached a height of some fifteen feet,’ said one. ‘This old city wall may not stand long, and once the water
comes in there will not be a single person left alive.’
“‘The magistrate has not yet left the city, so it must be all right,’ said the other.”
“I heard of this flood too,” said Lao Can to Mr. Huang. “Who was responsible for it, and what book did he take
as authority, do you know?”
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“Since I came the year after the flood I only know of it by hearsay, and I can’t say whether what I heard was
correct or not,” said Mr. Huang.
“People said it was the idea of Inspector Shi Junpu, and the book he quoted as authority was the memoranda
on river conservancy by Jia Rang of the Han Dynasty.\fn{ 206BC-220AD.} ‘According to the memoranda,’ he said,
‘in ancient times the kingdoms of Zhao and Wei had the Yellow River as their common boundary. The kingdoms
of Zhao and Wei lay in mountain regions, while the kingdom of Qi was low-lying; so Qi built a dike eight miles
from the river. Then the river on the east side rose to reach the land of Qi, and on the west side flooded the lands
of Zhao and Wei, so the kingdoms of Zhao and Wei also constructed dikes eight miles from the river.’
“All the officials were present that day when the inspector pointed out these lines to them, saying, ‘This shows
the distance between the two dikes was some sixteen miles in the age of the Warring States;\fn{ 403-221BC.} thus
they had no trouble with the Yellow River. Now the distance between the two dikes is little more than a mile, and
even the distance between the main dikes is only about six miles, less than half the distance under the ancient
system. Thus unless the people’s dikes are pulled down, the river will cause unceasing calamity.’
“‘I understand this reasoning,’ said the governor, ‘but between the dikes there are villages and farms. If we
were to carry out your proposal, would we not destroy tens of thousands of families?’
“But then Inspector Shi showed the memoranda to the governor again, saying, ‘Please read what it says here:
People opposing this may declare that this scheme will destroy men’s buildings, farms, houses
and tombs by tens of thousands, causing the people to murder. But I say, when Yu pacified the flood
he destroyed the mountains which stood in his path. Thus he even destroyed the work of Nature,
and this is after all only the handiwork of men.

“‘If you are too tender-hearted over small matters, you will jeopardize affairs of great moment. Your Excellency may pity the homes of the people between the dikes, but does not the flood work great havoc every year?
This is a project which will ensure eternal peace; thus Jia Rang said in his memoranda:
Our great Han empire has thousands of miles of territory; why should we contend for a few feet
of ground with the river?

“‘Once this work is achieved the river will be pacified and the people will rest in peace for thousands of years.
Thus it is an excellent plan. Moreover, in the Han Dynasty Chinese territory was only some thousands of miles in
extent; yet they would not contend with the river. Now the territory of our empire is much greater, and if we
contend with the river for land, shall we not cause former sages to laugh at posterity.’
“Then he went on to quote other criticisms of the memoranda saying, ‘These three memoranda have become
immortal classics; but since the Han Dynasty those in charge of river conservancy have all adopted inferior plans,
alas! Throughout past dynasties all scholars knew that the three memoranda of Jia Rang were classics, but
unfortunately the men responsible for river conservancy were not scholars, and thus the great deed could not be
achieved again. If Your Excellency adopts this plan, Jia Rang will be grateful to you as his successor after two
thousand years, and your achievements will be recorded in history, winning you immortal fame for thousands of
generations.’
“Still the governor wrinkled his brow and said, ‘I have only one objection: I cannot afford to sacrifice these
hundreds of thousands of people.’
“‘If this will ensure eternal peace,’ said some officials, ‘why should we not raise some money and move the
people away?’
“‘That would be the only thing to do,’ said the governor. Later I heard they raised some three hundred thousand
taels of silver, preparing to move people. Why they did not move them after all I cannot not say.”
Then Mr. Huang said to Emerald Ring,
“What happened to you after I that? Go on with your story.”
“Later my mother decided to leave all to fate,” said Emerald Ring, “and if the flood carne we must perish.”
“I was in Qidong District too that year,” said Emerald Flower. “I was staying at the North Gate, because my
aunt lived there near the people’s dike. There were good shops outside the North Gate and the two small dikes
beyond the street were of considerable size, reputed to be thirteen feet high. The ground there was high too, so the
water did not reach the North Gate. On the sixteenth of that month I went to the city wall and saw ever so many
things floating in the river. There were chests, tables, chairs, benches, windows and doors, to say nothing of the
dead people floating everywhere, scattered here and there, and with nobody having time to take up the corpses.
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The wealthy families were planning to move away, but they could not hire boats.”
“Where were the boats?” asked Lao Can.
“They were all commandeered for distributing bread to the people,” she said.
“Distributing bread to whom?” he asked. “Why did they need so many boats.”
“That was really a good deed,” said Emerald Flower. “Of the people in the villages, more than half were swept
away by the flood, while those who survived were the clever ones who climbed on to their roof-tops when the
flood came. So in every village there were hundreds of people on the roof-tops; but they were surrounded by
water, so how could they get food? Some of them were so hungry that they committed suicide by jumping into the
water. Fortunately there were commissioners sent by the governor to distribute bread everywhere in boats, three
pieces for each grown-up and two pieces for each child. The next day the commissioners came with empty boats
and carried the people to the north bank. Wasn’t that a good deed? However there were many fools who stayed on
the roofs and would not come down, and when they were asked why, they said that in the water the governor
would send them bread, but if they went to the north bank nobody would provide for them and they would die of
hunger. Actually the governor only distributed bread for a few days and then stopped; so those people were
starved to death. Weren’t they fools?”
“This is really fantastic,” said Lao Can to Mr. Huang. “Whether it was Inspector Shi’s idea or not, the man who
introduced this scheme did not have any evil intention, nor did he act from any selfish motives; but because he
could only read books and had no practical experience, every step he made was false. Thus Mencius\fn{ Chinese
Confucian philosopher (371?-289BC).} said, ‘It is better not to believe in books at all, rather than to believe in them
implicitly,’ and this is true not only regarding river conservancy. Of all great disasters, only some thirty percent
have been owing to treachery, some seventy percent owing due to inexperienced scholars.” Then he asked
Emerald Ring,
“Did you find your father afterwards, or was he swept away by the flood?”
Emerald Ring wiped her eyes and said:
“He must have been swept away by the flood. If he were alive, wouldn’t he have gone home?” Then they all
sighed. Lao Can then asked Emerald Flower:
“Just now you said that next year she would not even have such a good time as she is having now. What did
you mean by that?”
“Our mistress’ husband died recently,” said Emerald Flower, “and for his funeral more than a hundred strings
of cash were spent. Then the other day our mistress gambled at dice and lost two or three hundred strings of cash,
making her altogether over four hundred strings short, so that this year she can’t possibly manage. So the other
day she made up her mind to sell Emerald Ring to Kuai the Baldhead. This Baldhead is notoriously cruel, so that
if there is one day when you don’t have a client, she takes heated tongs to brand you. Our mistress wants three
hundred taels of silver from her, but she will only give six hundred strings of cash, so they have not yet come to
an agreement. Just think, how many days are there left till New Year? The time is drawing nearer and nearer. By
New Year she will certainly have to sell her, and once Emerald Ring is sold, don’t you suppose she will have all I
she can bear?”
Lao Can heard but made no comment, while Emerald Ring wiped away her tears.
“Mr. Tie,” said Huang Renrui, “when I said just now that I wanted to discuss their affairs with you, it was just
on account of this. I think to see an honest child condemned to such a hell is really a pity. I have reckoned that this
is a matter of not more than three hundred taels of silver, and I am willing to put up half that amount if I can find
friends to make up the other half. Won’t you contribute a few taels, just as much as you like? Only I can’t give my
name as the purchaser of the girl. If you could take her back with you, this matter could be very simply arranged.
What do you say?”
“There is nothing difficult about this,” said Lao Can. “As for the silver, if you put up half, I will put up the
other half; for to ask other people for contributions might not be wise. Only it is out of the question for me to take
her. You will have to think of some other arrangement.”
When Emerald Ring heard this she hastily knelt down before the bed and kowtowed to Mr. Huang and Lao
Can, saying:
“My two benefactors and saviors, who are willing to give silver to rescue me from my torment, I don’t care
what work you give me as a slave-girl or servant, I shall be grateful for it. Only there is one thing I should tell
you: when I was beaten so often in the past, it was not altogether my mistress who was to blame, but it was really
my own fault. It was because my mother was starving that she sold me to begin with to this mistress for twentyfour strings of cash, out of which she had to pay three or four strings to the intermediary, only leaving twenty
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strings. Then last spring my grandmother died, and all the rest of the money was used up. My mother led my
younger brother to beg for food, but in half a year, through hunger and privation, she died too. Then only my
younger brother was left, who is six years old this year, and it fell to a certain former neighbor of ours, a Mr. Li
who also lives in this Qihe District and has a small business, to take him away and give him some scraps to eat
from time to time.
“Only that Mr. Li doesn’t even have enough for himself, so how can he feed him properly, much less look after
his clothing? So when I was in Seven Mile Fair and kind clients happened to give me a string of cash, every two
months I saved up two or three strings of cash, and sent them to him. Now that you kind gentlemen have saved
me, if you send me within a distance of a hundred miles that won’t matter, for I shall be able to save a little money
to send him; but if I am sent far away I beg you two gentlemen to think of a way so that I can take the child with
me, or put him in a temple or find a small family to look after him. Then our Tian family ancestral ghost for the
last hundred generations will be grateful to you, and will certainly reward you. Alas, our poor Tian family now
depends on this one slender branch.” When she had spoken she burst into tears again, while Mr. Huang said:
“This is not too easy.”
“What is difficult about that?” asked Lao Can. “I can think of a way myself.” Then he called out:
“Miss Tian, there is no need for you to cry! I will guarantee that you and your younger brother need not be
separated as long as you live. Don’t cry! Let us think out a good plan for you. If you confuse us by your crying we
can’t think a good plan. Quickly stop crying.”
Hearing this Emerald Ring at once restrained her tears and knocked her head on the ground before them with
resounding thumps. Lao Can hastily raised her up, but she had already knocked her head so violently that her
forehead was bruised and bleeding. He quickly made her sit down, and said:
“Why should you do that?” And having wiped the blood gently from her forehead, he made her lie down on
the bed.
Then Lao Can turned to discuss the question with Mr. Huang, saying:
“Regarding the management of this affair, we must work out the different stages. To ransom her is the first
stage, and to find her a suitable husband is second. Regarding the ransom, it is divided again into stages; in the
first stage we will try private negotiation, and if that fails we will take the case to court. At present other people
have offered six hundred strings, so tomorrow we shall call the mistress here and offer her six hundred strings
also, then gradually increase the amount. It doesn’t do to be too generous with such people, for if we are too
generous she will feel that she has great bargaining power. At this moment the silver exchange is one tael to two
strings and seven hundred cash, so three hundred taels can be exchanged for eight hundred strings. This will
certainly be enough, including incidental expenditure. Let us wait and see the attitude of the mistress. If she is not
obstinate, private negotiation is best; but if she is suspicious and difficult, we will ask the district magistrate to
decide the matter for us at court; then we shall again conclude the bargain privately. What do you think?”
“Very good, very good,” said Mr. Huang.
“Of course,” went on Lao Can, “you cannot let your name come into this, and I don’t want my name to appear
either; so we will say that we are doing it for a relative of ours. When the affair is settled then we will make it
clear that we are going to choose her a husband, for otherwise her mistress will not let her go.”
“Very good,” said Mr. Huang. “An excellent plan.”
“Regarding the silver, we shall pay fifty-fifty, no matter how much it is; but what I have with me on my travels
is not enough, so you will have to advance the money for me, and as soon as I return to the provincial capital I
shall repay you.”
“That’s all right,” said Mr. Huang. “I have more money than necessary for ransoming two Emerald Rings.
Provided the matter is satisfactorily settled it doesn’t matter whether you pay me back or not.”
“Of course I shall pay you back,” said Lao Can. “I have more than four hundred taels of silver in the bank, so
you needn’t be afraid that I may not be able to pay, or that I shan’t have enough left for my livelihood. You may
rest assured.”
“Then that is settled,” said Mr. Huang. “Tomorrow morning I will tell people to summon the mistress.”
“Don’t call for her tomorrow morning,” said Emerald Flower, “for we have to go back tomorrow morning, and
if you call for her then and she knows your intention, she will hide Emerald Ring in the country before discussing
business; then you will have to do as she wants. Besides, these opium smokers do not get up early. The best thing
would be tomorrow afternoon, having first told people to fetch us here, you summon our mistress; for then we
shall have nothing to fear from her. Only one thing: don’t say that I told you this. Emerald Ring is the lucky one
who need not fear the mistress any more; but I have still some years to live in this hell.”
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“Of course,” said Mr. Huang. “That goes without saying. Tomorrow I will go first to the office and bring back
a bailiff. If your mistress is difficult, then I will entrust Emerald Ring to the bailiff, and we shall have her at our
mercy.”
After this decision they all felt very pleased. …
1858

204.99 Excerpts from Notes On Travels Around Europe\fn{by Kang Youwei (1858-1927)} Nanhai (Canton),
Guangdong Province, China (M) 5
In Italy trees or walls line most streets. The walls are about four feet high, made of stones and mortar. In
Northern Europe wooden fences or trimmed hedges are preferred to walls. Walls lining the streets are of ancient
simplicity and are not meant to be attractive. This is an old Roman practice and is yet another example of
similarity with China.
Most Chinese villages are set in fields. Villages in Italy are perched on mountain tops, or along mountain
slopes. The sight of slanting rays of the setting sun over magnificent red-walled buildings crowning the majesty of
lofty mountains is truly impressive. There is nothing in China like it.
There are, however, few trees or forests. Villas and houses stand side by side along narrow lanes and roads,
like those in the villages of Guangzhou. Even mansions do not have a garden, though some have flowers and trees
in an enclosed courtyard.
Hence when you walk about these villages, there is nothing to see. Furthermore, on these stony mountains,
houses and roads weave between craggy rocks, making access difficult. Their buildings are very old, and built of
concrete painted red and white. Some are not painted at all. The windows are narrow and are about one foot long,
like the pawnshops in Guangzhou. The roofs are flat and sometimes an additional room is built on top. Some have
one or two storeys, and have steps of pounded earth at the side by which one can reach the top. They are like
houses in India and Egypt, typical of a dry climate. The rooms are extremely narrow, only about four yards wide,
like in the north of China.
Most houses in Italy have no more than two storeys, and they are not nearly so imposing as those in northern
Europe; they are better than most dwellings north of the Yangtze, but are far inferior to the roomy, beautiful
houses in the countryside of Guangzhou.
I now realize that ancient countries are alike in many ways. There are many similarities between Italy and
China in their buildings and villages, attesting to the process of evolution. Three-storeyed bridges with dozens of
archways can be seen along the routes. They are magnificent structures; I have not seen the likes of them
anywhere else.
All in all, the countries of northern Europe are superior to China. Italy is on much the same level as China. The
only difference is that the Italians have fewer thatched huts and more two-storeyed buildings.
In recent times the fields in Italy have become so well tended that there are grapes as far as the eye can see,
and the scent of mulberry trees and fruits fills the air. In this respect Italy surpasses northern China, and is like
Jiangsu, Zhejiang and Guangdong.
In terms of the degree of poverty and wealth, Italy is on a par with China. In seeking a modern political order,
China may want to follow the Italian model, and adopt their different phases of reform. Other countries are so
different from China both in history and in economic conditions that they are unlikely to offer any useful
examples in the short term.
*
I had heard of Roman civilization long ago, and in particular of their magnificent architecture which I greatly
admired. But during my recent visit to Rome I was able to make a thorough inspection of their buildings, and
discovered how poorly constructed they were, using only concrete and wooden boards. The worse thing was that
they did not use windows to let in the light. Their palaces were so magnificent, and Nero was so extravagant, but
their building skills were so clumsy.
Far from matching the standards of our ancient palaces which boasted ten thousand rooms and a thousand
doors, they are more like the dwellings of our remote ancestors—adobe mounds and holes. Nowadays rich people
in Shanxi still make their dwellings by hollowing out hills. A central passage lets in the only light for dozens of
rooms. The walls are several feet thick, exactly like the palaces of ancient Rome.
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This kind of rich people are sneered at by us Chinese, and are regarded as survivors of the ancient past, mere
curiosities, in much the same way as the Dutch regard their fifty-three tribes of ancient peoples, who still wear the
same style of clothing as a thousand years ago. While I was travelling in Java, I saw the ruins of the palace of the
King of Jogja. Its walls were made of mud and sand, and were several feet thick. The corridors and halls were
dark and damp, just like the Roman palaces. They are no more than the remnants of prehistoric savages.
Judged by the standards of the palaces of our Qin and Han dynasties, they can only be regarded in much the
same way as the Dutch regard the palace of the King of Jogja.
*
There are, however, many things about Rome which command respect. There are many surviving ruins of
palaces and ancient temples dating back 2,000 years. Tottering buildings and precarious walls line the streets.
Innumerable disasters, calamities, riots, looters and thieves have plagued the city for 2,000 years, but have not
destroyed them. Its present inhabitants all love and protect these ancient sites and appreciate their beauty.
Everyone follows suit and no one would take a single brick or a clod of mud from them. These are their national
glory, and are lovingly conserved. Visitors from the whole world sigh in admiration as they tour the sights,
making sketches as evidence of what they have seen.
In China, the Epang Palace of the Qin dynasty was burned by Xiang Yu, and the flames blazed for three
months. The Weiyang Palace and the Jianzhang Palace were burned during the “Red Eyebrows” peasant uprising
towards the end of the Western Han dynasty. In the Jianzhang Palace there was a bronze statue which captured the
dew of the immortals in its extended hand. It was shifted to Ye by Emperor Ming of the Wei, and later brought to
Hebei. The walls around the army camp of General Gao of Qi was nearly 300 feet high, but were destroyed by
Emperor Wu of Zhou. The last monarch of the Chen built the Yilinchun Palace, hundreds of feet high, decorated
throughout with jewels and treasures. But when Sui defeated Chen, the palace was destroyed. Such was the fate of
many other palaces, and now China has very few over 500 years old.
*
Many beautiful artefacts and exquisite skills were developed in China over several thousand years, but they
faded soon after they appeared, and their principles were not handed down to later generations. We need only
mention the performing puppets of Song Yanshi, the fighting kites of Gongshu Ban and Mo Di, the earthquake
detector of Zhang Heng, the mechanized wooden oxen and horses of Zhuge Liang, the wheeled boat of Zu
Chongzhi of the Southern Qi, the bronze statue which could open and close the doors of the library of Emperor
Yang of the Sui (it could also open and draw bed curtains), the mobile city walls ofYuwen Kai, the watches and
clocks of Emperor Shun of the Yuan—none of them were transmitted to posterity.
In consequence is the crafts of Europe and America that have flourished throughout the world. All this is due to
the fact that our countrymen have no respect for their heroes and no regard for things of antiquity. Such
deficiencies are typical of primitive tribes, but unfortunately they are shared by us Chinese. Given such failings,
what good is our thousands of years of civilization? Evidence of it is all but destroyed. Though written records
exist, there is no tangible evidence. Since Westerners are unable to read our ancient books, they revere Rome but
despise us, because they think we have no culture. No wonder!
There is another reason why the palaces and other buildings of China have not survived. On my visit to India I
noticed that many old buildings and ancient stupas dating back thousands of years survive because they are made
of stone. They are so majestic, spacious, vigorous and beautiful. It is commonly acknowledged that the royal
tombs and monuments of ancient Egypt and the temples of Athens have survived because they are made of stone.
The paintings in the stone vaults of the Wuliang Temple in China have been preserved until the present day.
Wen Weng of the Han built stone halls in honour of Confucius and his seventy-two disciples, which survived until
the Southern Song dynasty—Zhu Xi sent someone to visit them.
These examples show that stone lasts a very long time. Brick and mortar come next in terms of durability. The
Flower Stupa and the Stupa of Brilliance in Guangdong, the Stupa of Pure Compassion in Hangzhou and the
Stupa of the Sound of Thunder in Jinshan have been standing for a thousand years. The White Stone Stupa at the
tomb ofWei Zhongxian in the Western Mountains of Peking is still magnificent and untarnished after more than
300 years. The carved statues at the Ming Tombs in Nanjing and Peking are all 500 years old. It is very clear that
things made of stone last for a long time.
Most of the palaces and buildings of China, however, were niade of wood. From ancient times, wood was used
for the basic framework of the halls and pavilions, and bricks and tiles were added later. Wood was the primary
material, bricks and tiles secondary—the basic principles of construction have not changed much in 3,000 years.
Even the Chinese character for “construct” indicates its original connection with wood.
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But wood burns easily. In the 15 th year of the Guangxu reign\fm{1889} I witnessed the burning of the Gate of
Great Harmony and the Hall of Harvests in Peking. Both were built in the early Ming, 500 years ago. Their
columns were so huge one could not put one’s arms around them. If you had to buy them new nowadays, each
column would cost tens of thousands, so you can imagine what they must have cost then. But this imposing
ancient palace, which had been standing for centuries, was reduced to nothing by a single spark.
Our history books are full of cases of cities, palaces and temples being destroyed by fire. Even if we Chinese
wanted to preserve our ancient past, we would not be able to do so if we persisted in using wood. China will
become a land with no evidence of past civilization, and land without glory. All this is because we persist in using
wood as our basic building material.
Although the Six Classics record regulations on the construction of palaces, they do not specify that we use
wood and wood alone. Yet in both ancient and modern times we perpetuate this same stupid practice. This is why
Chinese civilization seems to be inferior to that of Egypt, India, Athens and Rome. How infuriating! …
*
I would like to propose two ways for the preservation of our civilization. The first is to protect our antiquities.
Other countries, we find, all have an association for the preservation of antiquities. Their members are gentlemen
and scholars interested in the past, and they are supervised by a government department. All antiquities, large
buildings and small artefacts alike, are preserved. They are catalogued and kept under supervision, and displayed
to the public at set hours. Every town has a museum for the display of smaller objects which can be housed there.
Objects which cannot be moved, such as stone monuments and ancient buildings, are protected, and those in a
state of disrepair are propped up. Shelters are built to protect buildings in danger of damage from wind or rain.
They are kept clean and carefully conserved. All displayed items are supplied with illustrations and notes. For a
nominal fee visitors are given a guided tour of the museum and a detailed description of the exhibits. …
*
When I visited museums in France, I saw Napoleon’s raincoat, his old tent, worn pillow and bedding, his hat
and boots, his overcoat—all displayed in glass cases for the admiration of visitors. Thus he is still kept in mind as
a hero of his time. When in England I visited the museum in Oxford University. If any of its students had
achieved a certain fame as a poet, his gold nibs and silver stylus, his penholders and inkwells are displayed in
glass cabinets as treasured items.
Such a practice can be seen all over Europe. People who show some talent and who achieved fame or
distinguished themselves in their careers all had their portraits painted for display; and their personal effects are
treasured items. Inscriptions in stone record the places they visited and the houses they lived in, attracting visitors
to linger in admiration. A place formerly inhabited by some celebrity, however run-down, often commands
exorbitant rent. Despite this, such places are in great demand and is something to brag about with great pride. In
Scotland, I found even carriage drivers could indicate with a flick of their whip where people like Watt, the
inventor of the steam-engine, Darwin, the founder of biology, and various local poets, writers, musicians, and
engineers used to live. Other countries are like that too. Even the most humble members of society admire their
local heroes, and this holds true even in remote villages.
It’s not that Chinese do not care about the past, but apart from one or two famous scholars, the rest are
unknown to most people. To the trendy and pragmatic lot, everything from the past ought to be swept away. That
is why relics of our ancient culture have all been destroyed. Those who do not understand the West think that
Westerners only care about practical matters, when in fact even the ordinary people of Western countries care
about persons and objects of antiquity. They are a hundred times more concerned about such matters than the
people of China.
*
Modern European civilization derives from Rome. Latin is studied in all European universities. However,
while Europeans should be commended for not forgetting their ancestors, their civilization, when compared to
Chinese civilization, is inferior and insignificant. Chinese people who have heard about Rome but have never
actually been there are so amazed by the prosperity of contemporary Europe and America that they mistakenly
revere Rome as the precursor of European and American civilization. This is a big mistake!
The reason why Chinese people cannot stand up for themselves is that they have forgotten their own past and
fawn on foreigners. It is therefore essential that Chinese should read about China and should travel overseas. By
comparing what they know of China with what they see in the West, they will not be so awed by foreigners as to
regard themselves as savages.
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Japanese books often create a stir in Europe and America. But then, Japan is just a small island state. How can
China, as the world’s most civilized country with a history of nearly 6,000 years, fare worse?
*
European bath houses are separated into those for men and those for women. Men bathe with other men,
naked; women bathe with other women, also naked. In the old days Japanese men and women bathed together,
and some still do, as we can see in Peking and Tianjin.
The Cantonese are very concerned about modesty, and none would face another naked. For this reason there
are no bath houses in Guangdong. Since Europeans enjoy pleasure and for their sculptures favour nudity, they
should have no other way of bathing. Nowadays, however, they also have a sense of modesty, and cover the lower
parts of their bodies with cloth underwear. Sweden is the same as Japan, and bathers there do not wear underwear.
Since India is a hot place, bathing is very important. The bath houses of the rich are made of sculptured white
marble, and are extremely elegant and beautiful. Bathing is important because it keeps the body clean and dispels
sickness; it is also enjoyable because it lifts the spirits and brings a sense of joy. Such enjoyment is preferable in
company rather than alone, so in most countries people bathe with others.
Though the Records of the Grand Historian sneered at the customs in Yue, where men and women bathed in
the same stream, that was natural at such a primitive stage of development. It was like that in Japan too, before the
Meiji Restoration. In Japan I visited the hot springs in Hakone, and noticed that men and women were still
bathing together. Eventually as their sense of modesty improved, Japanese men and women bathed separately.
Then nudity came to be regarded as obscene, and people of the same sex were more reticent about looking at each
other with no clothes on. The rich upper classes were the first to bathe in separate rooms for that reason. In
comparison, those of us from Guangdong, whether rich or poor, never face each other without our clothes on. We
are indeed the most civilized.
In bath houses in Napoli hot water is channelled into five small rooms, so that the rich can bathe individually.
The water flows through iron pipes, like in the officials’ bathrooms in Peking.
Having travelled far and wide through the countries of the world, I have discovered that people everywhere
like to take baths. Only the Tibetans, the Bhutanese and the Ghurkhas do not like to bathe, and so they are really
very dirty. The reason why they don’t bathe is because such places are extremely cold, and there is little water
available.
The Cantonese don’t bathe because their rooms are small and crowded, and because they value modesty to a
fault. Over time, they have got used to it. However, most of them do have a wash basin, which takes up only a
tiny space. So they can wash their bodies, lift their spirits, keep clean and dispel disease all at the same time. What
more could one want?
For better or worse, the human body needs to be bathed, and cannot do without it. Wild tribes do not wash, and
in The Age of Turmoil people have to wash together. In the Age of Ascendant Peace, principles of modesty are
different from when chaos reigns, people favour bathing separately. In the Age of Great Peace and Great Harmony
all people will be independent, all people will be free; then will they revert to bathing together?
Rich people’s bath houses are very spacious, with white marble benches for guests. There are frescos of people
and buildings on the walls, and square windows with iron bars. There is a medicine shop in front, indicated by a
sign with two snakes and a vine. I suspect it is like the herbal medicine shops in China, which also have snakes.
Both are signs that the medicines are unrefined.
1859

181.40 A Letter By A Chinese Girl\fn{by Sing Kum (1859- )} Sin Lam, China (F) –1
You ask me to write about my life. I can not write very well, but will do the best I can.
I was born in Sin Lam, China, seventeen years ago. My father was a weaver and my mother had small feet. I
had a sister and brother younger than myself. My father was an industrious man, but we were very poor. My feet
were never bound; I am thankful they were not.
My father sold me when I was about seven years old; my mother cried. I was afraid, and ran under the bed to
hide.
My father came to see me once and brought me some fruit; but my mistress told me to say that he was not my
father. I did so, but afterward I felt very sorry. He seemed very sad, and when he went away he gave me a few
cash, and wished me prosperity. That was the last time I saw him.
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I was sold four times.
I came to California about five years ago. My last mistress was very cruel to me; she used to whip me, pull my
hair, and pinch the inside of my cheeks.
A friend of mine told me of this place, and at night I ran away. My friend pointed out the house. I was very
much afraid while I was coming up the street; the dogs barked, and I was afraid my mistress was coming after me.
I rang the bell twice, and when the door was opened I ran in quickly.
I thank God that he led me to this place. I have now been here nearly three years. I am very happy, for I do not
have those troubles which I had before.
I have kind friends, but most of all, I am thankful that Jesus died to save me. God has given me the Bible to
read, which teaches me that ”Straight is the gate and narrow is the way that leadeth unto life.”
I was very bad before I came here. I used to gamble, lie, and steal. Now I love Jesus, and by God’s help I will
try to be obedient, and do those things which will please him.
205.65 Chinese Economic Policy In Wartime\fn{by Ho Yao-tsu (1859-1961)} Ninghsiang County, Hunan Province,
China (M) 10
The incident of 18 september 1931 which marked the invasion of Manchuria by Japanese forces convinced the
Government and people of China that a total war of resistance had become inevitable. As a result of this
realisation, the whole nation was galvanized into action, and great efforts were made and large sums of money
were spent in order to expedite the work of national reconstriuction which was already in progress. Japan was so
impressed by these efforts, so surprised by the united front in China at the time of the Sian incident,\fn{ In
December, Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek, while on a tour of inspection, was kidnapped by Chang Hsueh-liang and forced at gunpoint to
combine his efforts with the Communist armies in a united front to fight the menace of Japanese aggression } and so anxious to

penetrate the country before substantial progress had been made with the scheme for reconstruction, that the
superior weight of the Japanese military machine was directed against China in the hope of overpowering the
country at a single stroke. But the war of resistance has now been going on for over five years and, although
ultimate victory depends to no small extent upon the assistance received from the other United Nations, there has
been ample evidence of the irresistible spirit of the Chinese people, of the strong foundations on which the social
and political institutions of the country are being built, and of its vast human and material resources. When the
war of resistance has been brought to a successful conclusion, there is much that China can contribute to the
permanent peace of the world and to the attainment of the freedom and equality of mankind.
*
The Chinese people have a cultural heritage going back for more than five thousand years, and their
indomitable spirit of resistance to aggression is inspired by their love of peace and patriotic fervour, qualities for
which they have been conspicuous through the centuries. There may be a few traitors but, as has so often
happened before in Chinese history, they are unable to influence the course of events. The nation has found a
resolute and brilliant leader in Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek, and the organisation of the country for the
emergency is well in hand and proceeding satisfactorily.
The basis of national life is still the family. Chias, paos, hsiangs or chengs, and hsiens form the units of social
organisation. Ten families form one chia, ten chias one pao, ten paos one hsiang or cheng, 15 to 30 chengs a
district, and several districts one hsien. The hsien is the unit of local self-government. The system was reorganised
in 1940 with a view to greater administrative efficiency; the heads of families, chias, paos, and groups of paos
were charged with specific duties and required to report to their official superiors. The new system has already
been applied in the provinces of Szechwan, Chinghai, Chekiang, and Kwangsi, and is being gradually extended to
Honan, Yunnan, Hupei, Kwangtung, Fukien, Shensi, Kansu, Hunan, Kiangsi, Shangtung, Ninghsia, Kweichow,
Sikang, and Anhwei.
Moreover, in provinces, cities, and hsiens representative bodies known as people’s councils have been set up,
while an organisation entitled the People’s Political Council has been established in the Central Government. The
function of this Council, which is composed of representatives of the different provinces and experts in diverse
fields, is to advise the Government on the formulation of policy and its application. A network of representative
bodies extends over the whole country, which provide the necessary machinery for giving effect to national policy
and serve to direct the energies of the people to the work of political and social reconstruction. The foundations of
democratic government have thus been laid and the people have acquired political consciousness. Political power
is widely distributed and extends to every social stratum. There is a marked spirit of co-operation and harmony.
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National power is being consolidated and efficiently employed, thanks to the habits of industry and perseverance
deeply ingrained in the Chinese people. While the armed forces of the nation are engaging the enemy, sometimes
thousands of miles from the base, in the rear the civilian war effort continues unceasingly. The Chief of the
General Staff, Ho Yin-chin, has stated that
the Chinese combatants are five million strong. There are fifty million people of military age, thirty million of whom
have been trained. We have a mighty military force and we have no reason to be afraid.

It is for this reason that the Chinese people, notwithstanding their lack of sufficient equipment, have been able
to persevere unceasingly in the war effort and to hold their own not only against the armed forces of Japan but
also against the threats, enticements, and oppression of puppet governments in the occupied areas. These latter,
and others at the service of the invader, are promoting their own private interests, and it is no wonder that they and
their ways have given rise to the greatest resentment among the large majority of the people. Close connection is
being maintained between Free China and the Chinese guerrilla troops in the occupied areas. They are ready at the
first favourable opportunity to deal with the mercenaries. These facts have to be stated so that the peoples of the
United Nations may appreciate the situation.
*
While the prime object of the Government’s economic policy in wartime is to develop the resources of the
country so that military requirements may be fulfilled, due regard is paid to the amelioration of living conditions.
The policy is inspired by the teachings of Dr. Sun Yat-sen and directed by Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek. It aims
at the development of the national resources in accordance with a carefully considered and well co-ordinated plan
calculated to meet wartime needs as well as to facilitate post-war development.
*
China is still a country of small farmers. Sun Yat-sen's Three Principles laid down that the aim of agricultural
policy should be to protect the farmers and to assist agricultural tenants and labourers to acquire the land they till.
The work of land survey and registration, in which considerable progress has been made, is being continued. In
Western Hupei farm rents have been reduced by the adoption of emergency measures. The Ministry of Agriculture
and Forestry has taken action which has led to the adoption of similar rent reduction measures and of measures for
the settlement of tenancy disputes in Chekiang. The Ministry has also been responsible for the introduction of
regulations relating to the methods of renting agricultural land in the province of Kwangsi.
*
The Ministry has, however, been concerned mainly with increasing the country’s food supply, and with this
end in view it has adopted a three-year Administrative Plan. The plan aims at the production of a sufficient supply
for the needs of the armed forces and the civilian population. Stocks are also to be laid in as a precaution against
famine, and in regions where famines have been frequent measures for the prevention of their recurrence are to be
accelerated. While particular attention is given in the plan to food crops with a plentiful yield, the importance of
the cultivation of wheat and other cereals as well as of rice is not minimized, and production is to be concentrated,
as far as possible, in areas removed from the zone of military operations and as near as possible to the markets.
An increase in the production of foodstuffs is to be brought about by the utilisation of uncultivated land and the
substitution, in some measure, of food crops for other crops, the use of quality seeds and fertilisers, the
improvement of the methods of cultivation (employment of mechanical devices, for instance); and women and
children, party members, civil servants, soldiers, and students are to be pressed into service for seasonal work. As
a result of these measures, in 1940 in the prqvinces of Szechwan, Kweichow, Kwangtung, Kwangsi, Hunan,
Yunnan, Hupei, Fukien, Shensi, Honan, Chekiang, and Kansu there was an increase of 9,200,000 mow\fn{1 mow =
6.66 acres} under wheat, 1,700,000 under barley, and 2,000,000 under beans. The total increase in the foodstuffs
produced amounted to over 15,000,000 piculs.\fn{1 picul = about 110 lbs} In 1941 in the provinces of Szechwan,
Kwangtung, Hunan, Kiangsi, Kwangsi, Chekiang, Shensi, Kweichow, Kansu, Hupei, Honan, Anhwei, and
Ninghsia, the additional area brought under cultivation for the raising of food crops was over 32,430,000 mow,
with an aggregate increase in production of over 73,800,000 piculs. The results, were twice as good as had been
anticipated, thanks to the favourable seasonal conditions in the last five years.
*
The three-year Administrative Plan of the Ministry of Agriculture and Forestry provides for an increase in the
production of cotton and improvement in the quality of the crop, and for similar improvements in the supplies of
other industrial raw materials. Arrangements have been made for the close co-ordination of the demand for and
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supply of such materials with a view to eliminating waste. The Central Government assists the provinces in giving
effect to various schemes drawn up in accordance with the plan. As a result of such action, in the province of
Szechwan the area under high quality Sino-American cotton was increased from over 67,000 mow in 1938 to over
131,000 in 1939 and over 381,000 in 1940. In Shensi the total area under Stoneville and Trice cotton was
increased from 73,000 mow in 1938 to 250,000 in 1939 and to 941,000 in 1940. Work was started in Northern
Shensi in 1941 with a view to extending the area under Stoneville cotton to 1,600,000 mow and the total output to
300,000 piculs. In Yunnan the area under high quality Sino-American cotton .was increased from over 50,000
mow in 1938 to over 89,000 in 1939 and over 129,000 in 1940; in addition, long-fibre wood-cotton, which is not
inferior in quality to Sino-American cotton, was in- troduced, and the plants, which numbered 57,000 in 1938,
totalled over 340,000 in 1939, about 500,000 in 1940, and over 1,100,000 in 1941. In Kweichow, the area under
fine American and Chinese cotton was extended from over 13,000 mow in 1939 to about 20,000 in 1940. The
planting of cotton is also being vigorously pursued in the provinces of Kwangsi, Hunan, and Kansu; in Kwangsi,
the area was increased from 128,000 mow in 1939 to over 197,000 in 1940, and in Kansu from over 10,000 in
1940 to over 65,000 in 1941.
Action was likewise taken for increasing the area under rape, the seed of which is in the present emergency a
valuable source of motor oil and of edible oil. The total area under rape in the fifteen provinces in the interior,
which during the period 1931-1937 amounted on an average to 42,490,000 mow per year, was increased in 1941
to over 56,480,000 mow, with the result that the total quantity of seed produced rose from 36,640,000 to
45,630,000 piculs. Attention has also been given to the enlargement of the area under castor oil plants, and in
Kweichow in 1940 the harvest amounted to over one million catties.\fn{1 catty = 1½ lbs}The cultivation of hemp
and tobacco has been likewise stimulated.
Numerous measures have at the same time been taken for the better utilisation of water power, the
development of rural finance, the construction of silos, the reorganisation of agricultural associations, the
technical training of agronomists, land reclamation, the selection of seeds, and other similar improvements
calculated to stimulate rural life and strengthen the national economy. One such measure, designed to eliminate
the waste inevitable in small farming, merits particular mention. Large Government farms are set up in suitable
places and farmers are taught improved methods. In this and other ways agriculture is being modernised.
*
The total number of factories registered with the Government during the period 1932-1939 was 4,277, with an
aggregate capital of over 390 million dollars and a labour force of half a million. Nearly 85% of these factories,
with a capital of about 89% of the total, were located mainly in the coastal regions, in Kiangsu, Chekiang,
Shangtung, Shensi, Hopei, Hupei, Kwangtung, Nanking, Shanghai, Tsingtao, Peiping, and Weihaiwei. As much as
59% of the total capital mentioned above was engaged in the light industries: spinning and weaving, food, paper
and printing, and tobacco. Before the war, industrialisation in general, and the establishment of heavy industries in
particular, had made little progress in the provinces in the interior. When one by one the coastal provinces fell into
the hands of the enemy a sudden and severe blow was dealt to the industries that had been built up with much
effort during several decades. But the loss has been made up to a certain extent, and in the last five years new
factories have been set up and mines have been opened in inland areas.
Arrangements were made, in the first place, for the removal, as far as possible, of the coastal factories to the
interior and for their enlargement, as well as for the extension of those that had previously been established there.
The possibilities of industrial and mineral development in the different areas in the interior were then carefully
surveyed, and a scheme of reorganisation, in which the present and future needs of each district were fully taken
into account, was drawn up and put into effect.
The main principles of the industrial reorganisation may be said to be the following: (1) the nature of the light
industries to be developed to be determined with reference to the heavy industries which it is proposed to
establish; (2) the heavy industries, including the defence industries, to be, as a rule, State-owned; and (3) the
small-scale industries and handicrafts to be assisted and subsidised by the Industrial and Mining Adjustment
Administration of the Ministry of Economic Affairs.
It was decided that such assistance and subsidies should be provided in respect of: (a) evacuation from the
occupied areas, and acquisition by purchase or lease of the necessary land for the new premises; (b) storage of
raw materials!, rationing and distribution of the scarcer raw materials, and installation of and repairs to
machinery; (c) construction of buildings and removal of factories (loans at low rates of interest); (d) construction
of branches in areas removed from the zone of military operations, construction of underground workshops,
protection of important machinery, and insurance against war risks; (e) training of technical staffs and workers,
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provision of facilities for research and of special grants-in-aid to research workers, and protection of inventors’
patent rights; (f) reduction of or exemption from customs duties or taxes on raw materials; (g) reduction of
charges for transportation on means of communication maintained by the Government and provision of special
facilities for the transportation of raw materials, machinery, and accessories and of supplies of essential
commodities for the workers; and (h) provision of special loans to factories and establishment of model factories.
It need hardly be added that in wartime the measure of subsidy and assistance to private enterprise provided by
the Government is much larger than in peacetime. The outcome has been satisfactory, as may be seen from the
following returns. While at the end of 1938 the factories which had resumed work after being removed to the
hinterland totalled 143, with an aggregate production valued at over 5.5 million dollars, at the end of the
following year the number had risen to 219 and the value of the total output to over 34 million dollars. At the end
of 1940, the number of registered factories in the interior was 1,350, or approximately four times the number
before the war, and of these 1,243 were in the hands of private individuals.
During the year 1940-41 there was a marked increase in the production of a wide range of commodities
compared with that in the previous year, as appears from the following figures: copper, increase of 122.75%; gray
pig iron, 401.04%; engines, 205.70%; machine-tools, 127.27%; alkalis, 300.00%; bleaching powder, 348.30%;
alcohol, 104.82%; cotton yarn, 327.94%; flour, 139.23%; paper, 400.00%; soap, 143.27%; matches, 137.50%;
leather, 126.92%.
State-owned industrial and mining undertakings are for the most part operated or controlled by the National
Resources Com- mission. They engage in the production of materials needed for national defence, such as liquid
fuel, coal, iron, copper, lead, zinc, machinery, electrical equipment, and materials for export, including tungsten,
antimony, mercury; bismuth, and copper. At the end of October 1941, the capital invested by the Commission
amounted to over 267 million dollars. In the province of Kansu, which is rich in petroleum, the provincial Bureau
of Mineral Oil is operating the wells. In the establishments under the control of the National Resources
Commission, the increase in 1941 in the production of petroleum, as compared with 1939, was 3,497.77%, while
the corresponding figure for oil extracted from charcoal was 3,820.31%, and that for alcohol and other petroleum
substitutes was 461.76%. The Commission has accelerated coal mining, and in the mines under its control the
average monthly production in 1941 was 23 times as high as in 1939. As regards the production of iron ore, there
was an increase of 133.10% in the first six months of 1941 as compared with the corresponding period of the
previous year. During the same period the electric power houses operated by the Commission in different
localities increased the power generated by 149.20%, and similar progress was also made by machine shops,
electrical works, and other heavy industries.
Tungsten and antimony are among the more important items of export, and previous to the establishment of the
National Resources Commission the trade in them was in the hands of private firms. In 1936, the Commission
established a Bureau of Tungsten and Antimony Control in Kiangsi and Hunan. Following the outbreak of the
Sino-Japanese hostilities, various agreements for the payment of foreign debts were signed and some of these
debts were paid by the export of tungsten and antimony. In 1939, tin and mercury were added to such exports, and
the control of these minerals, which had been confined to Kiangsi and Hunan, was extended to other provinces
such as Kwangtung, Kwangsi, Szechwan, Kweichow, and Yunnan. During the initial stages of development, while
the Government acquired the mines, their working was left to private enterprise, although measures were taken to
provide the necessary encouragement and to prohibit smuggling. Later on the difficulties of transportation
increased, and it became necessary to reduce the bulk of the material to be carried, by refining the ore locally.
During the period 1936-1941, antimony, tin, and mercury totalling 95,509 tons and valued at U.S. $70,794,744
were exported.
It may be added that no mention has been made above of munition factories, or undertakings operated by the
provincial authorities and small-scale industries which have not yet been registered with the Government.
*
In addition to tungsten, antimony, tin, mercury, bismuth, and copper, the main items of export are tea, raw silk,
tung oil, wool, and bristles.
Silk and tea, which have been important export commodities since the days of the Tsing Dynasty, retained their
primacy during the first ten years of the Chinese Republic. In the last ten years, however, they have been
supplanted by bristles and tung oil.
The reorganisation of the export trade has been one of the main preoccupations of the Government since the
outbreak of war. In 1937 the Government established the Trade Adjustment Commission under the National
Military Council in order to deal with all matters relating to export. In February 1938, the Commission was
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reorganised and absorbed by the Foreign Trade Commission. The control of foreign exchange and of trade
agreements, designed to secure the means to pay for foreign debts, passed to the Commission, but subsequently
the Executive Yuan set up the Barter Trade Commission. Imports from Russia are paid for mainly by the export of
tea and wool, and the Government at an early date set up a monopoly of the trade in these two articles. When
trade agreements were signed with Great Britain and the United States of America, a Government monopoly was
also set up for the trade in tung oil, which is an important item of export to the United States, and in bristles,
which are chiefly exported to Great Britain. In March 1940, the Ministries of Economic Affairs and Finance
together promulgated new regulations for the control of exports (Revised Measures Governing the Declaration of
Exports and the Surrender of Foreign Exchange Realised therefrom). The regulations applied to fourteen types of
articles, namely, eggs, feathers, sausage skins, leather, fur, nutgalls, medicaments, oil, tallow and wax, seeds,
tobacco, lumber, cocoons, ramie\fn{A perennial plant of Eastern Asia, commercially cultivated for its fiber } and cotton.
Some account has been given above of the measures taken for the control of production and of exports and the
co-ordination of the country’s trade. The manner in which tbe production and sale of some of the main export
commodities has been increased and brought under control may now be briefly considered.
*
The average annual production of tung oil in the country is estimated at approximately 1,430,000
quintals.\fn{1 quintal = 100 lbs} More than half of this total is produced in the two provinces of Szechwan and
Hunan. A five-year plan with the object of increasing the production by 544,500 quintals has been prepared by the
Government. The plan provides for measures for the conservation of 3,190,000 acres of tung forest and the
plantation of 5,070,000 acres in the provinces of Szechwan, Hunan, Kwangsi, Kweichow, and Hupei.
The export of tung oil, which in 1912 amounted to 352,481 quintals, rose to 1,029,789 quintals in 1937. The
oil was exported to as many as thirty countries, although the bulk—70%—went to the United States. Since the
outbreak of the war and the subsequent disruption of communications in the Pacific, the exports have shrunk. The
Government has caused research to be undertaken with a view to the utilisation of the oil as a suitable substitute
for gasoline, now in short supply. Should these efforts be successful, it would be possible not only to create an
internal market for the oil but also to ensure the stability of the employment of those engaged in the industry.
*
Tea, as is well known, is one of the oldest of the country’s exports. The war has had little effect on the export
trade in tea, most of which is with the Soviet Union. The average annual export for the period 1927-1941
amounted to over 347,000 quintals.
*
Although at one time the export trade in raw silk was as important as that in tea, since 1929 there has been a
steady decline owing to Japanese competition and the manufacture of rayon in increasing quantities. The principal
silk-producing areas are on the south-eastern seaboard, and when the region was occupied by the enemy the
supply was cut off. The total annual production of silk in the provinces in the interior amounts only to 30,000
piculs. Every effort is being made to increase the output and improve its quality so that the country may regain its
place in the export trade.
*
The annual production of bristles before the war was 130,000 picu1s. At the present time, the provinces in the
interior, with Szechwan leading, produce as much as 50,000 picu1s a year. Bristles being an important raw
material for war industry, an increase in the demand may be expected.
*
China and India are the main suppliers of wool and rugs, and at one time wool formed one of the chief items of
export from China to the United States. While the war has resulted in the occupation by the enemy of North China
and Chekiang, which are among the main centres of the goat-hair woollen industry, the sheep-wool production in
the pastures of the great north-west has not been interrupted. Since 1939, when a trade agreement was signed with
the Soviet Union, three-fourths of China’s exports of wool have gone to that country. The proportion of the
exports to the United States is 11% of the total. The average annual production of wool before the war was
687,500 piculs, while the corresponding figure for the period 1938-1941 was 478,000 piculs.
*
The war gives rise to such rapid changes as to make it necessary to reconsider the country’s economic and
trade policy at every stage. The main objectives may, however, be mentioned here.
Every attempt will be made, regardless of the difficulties, to deliver the supplies required for the United
Nations’ war effort. The control of the export trades by the State as well as the Government monopolies will be
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maintained. Measures will be taken for the more careful selection, grading and packing of the articles. Greater
attention will also be paid to the development of the internal and neighbouring markets. Facilities will be provided
so that as far as possible the finishing processes in the manufacture of different articles may be undertaken locally.
Every effort will be made to maintain production unimpaired, notwithstanding the heavy capital investment that
may be needed, with a view to favouring post-war international reconstruction.
*
Not only have the difficulties of shipping increased enormously since the outbreak of war, but the areas in the
northern, southern, and central parts of the country, with their comparatively highly developed communications,
have been occupied by the enemy. During the early stages of the war the large-scale evacuation of factories and of
the civilian population, as well as the transport of materials imported from abroad to the interior and of foodstuffs
to the armed forces on the different fronts, placed a very heavy strain on the existing communications. The
Government policy in the last five years has been designed to improve the communications system mainly with a
view to meeting wartime requirements. Accordingly, new international trade routes have been opened and inland
waterways as well as other means of transportation improved.
With regard to international trade routes, at the outset the Canton-Hongkong line was used a great deal. Before
the fall of Canton in November 1938, a large stock of imported war materials and building materials, amounting
to several hundred thousand tons, was transported to the interior by the Canton-Hongkong Railway.
When Canton fell the Yunnan-Indo-China Railway was used. A road from Indo-China to Kwangsi and the
Hunan-Kwangsi railway were completed. Supplies received at Liuchow by road or inland waterways were
transported to the fighting fronts in Hunan and Kwangtung or to the provinces of Szechwan and Kweichow in the
interior.
When Nanning (in Kwangsi) fell in November 1939, all communications with Indo-China, with the exception
of the Yunnan-Indo-China Railway, were cut off. The road from Kweichow to Kaoping in Indo-China was hastily
completed within two months, but in June 1940 the Government of Indo-China closed the roads to Chinese traffic.
Thereafter, the Yunnan-Burma road, popularly known as the Burma Road, with Rangoon as the port head, was
largely used, although a substantial amount of materials was conveyed to the interior by the Chekiang-Kiangsi
Railway via Chinghwa.
With the fall of Rangoon, Lashiao, and Chinghwa, a new plan had to be drawn up. It consists of the full
utilisation of the India-Chungking airways; the development of road and railway communications in the northwest, more particularly the route from Lanchow to Kulun via Ninghsia so that it may serve as a link with the
Siberian Railway and Vladivostok, as well as the route from Lanchow to Sinkiang leading to the Soviet Union;
and the construction of roads along the ancient trade routes from Sikang to India.
The most substantial results in respect of the development of inland waterways have been obtained in
Szechwan province. As a result of dredging, the blasting of rocks, the construction of dams, and the preparation of
navigation charts—operations which have been going on for some time—the Kialing River, which constitutes an
important link between Szechwan, Shensi, and Kansu and the road system of the northwest, can now be used all
the year round over the whole length of 919 kilometres from Chungking to Kwangyuan. Similar improvements
have also been made as regards navigation on the Wu, Yeau and Yuan rivers.
*
Reference must also be made in this connection to the success achieved in the manufacture of suitable gasoline
substitutes, such as charcoal oil, for motor vehicles, and to the organisation of a system of transportation
employing animal and even human power. In January 1940 the National Bureau of Stage Transportation was set
up under the Ministry of Communications. At the end of that year the roads and waterways in the provinces of
Szechwan, Shensi, and Kwangtung totalled 8,660 kilometres. To these were added 27,381 kilometres in 1941
(1,955 kilometres in Fukien, 4,825 in Chekiang, 1,222 in Yunnan, 4,881 in Kiangsi, 1,420 in Anhwei, 5,053 in
Kwangsi, 2,350 in Kansu, 1,571 in Hunan, 2,384 in Szechwan, 686 in Honan, 1,034 in Shensi).
Camels, donkeys, horses, and buffaloes are used on the road for hauling a variety of vehicles, ranging from
simple wooden country carts to carriages with steel-rimmed, rubber-tyred wheels, with a carrying capacity
varying from 300 to 1,350 kilograms.
The waterways employ steam boats, wooden boats, sampans, and rafts. The Bureau has at its disposal 119,378
carts, 18,840 boats, and 325,367 porters, with a total carrying capacity corresponding to that of 208,733 two-ton
trucks. During the year ended August 1941, the total material transported by the communications mentioned
above amounted to 99,332,374 kilograms, while the branch lines in the provinces accounted for an additional
119,889,392 kilograms.
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It may be added that while the routine of transport administration still rests with the Ministry of
Communications,. the administration of wartime military transport has been entrusted to the Bureau of
Transportation Control of the National Military Council.
*
The co-operative movement in the country is only twenty years old but it has made rapid progress during the
past seven or eight years. Whereas in 1927 the co-operative societies numbered 584, with a total membership of
14,000, at the present time there are over 110,000 such societies in the provinces in the interior, with a total
membership of over 9,000,000. The movement has been carefully fostered by the Government. In 1934 the
Legislative Yuan passed the Co-operative Societies Act for the regulation of the activities of such societies; in the
following year a Co-operative Division was established in the Ministry of Industries, rules were issued for the
administration of the Co-operative Societies Act, and a School of Co-operation was set up in the Central Political
Irtstitute for the training of workers in the co-operative movement.
Following the incident of 7 July 1937, which marked the outbreak of hostilities between China and Japan, the
movement was further reinforced. The National Co-operative Administration was set up under the Ministry of
Economic Affairs, and numerous bureaux of co-operative affairs were established in the provinces which, linking
up with the new hsien system, are to extend the movement to the hsiens and villages. In 1941 the National Cooperative Administration was transferred to the Ministry of Social Affairs.
The first steps in the organisation of industrial co-operatives were taken by some industrialists in Shanghai in
April 1938, and in August of the same year the Chinese Industrial Co-operative Association was set up in
Hankow. The movement began at a time when, as a result of enemy action, industry was considerably
disorganised. The industrialists were aware that industrial reorganisation in the interior would be a long process,
and the skilled workers were scattered in the villages, for the most part unemployed.
In these circumstances, the movement served a real need, for it not only proved to be a source of employment
for unemployed workers and disabled soldiers returning from the front but was also useful as a means of utilising
the local supply of raw materials in the villages for much needed consumers’ goods. So great was the stimulus it
provided to local initiative that it soon assumed ampler proportions, and the industrial co-operatives undertook the
production of supplies for the local markets as well as for military requirements and for export.
Such is the explanation of the rise of the Chinese Industrial Co-operatives, the first of which was established
on 26 August 1938 in Pochi in the province of Shensi, with an initial capital of 2,000 dollars loaned by the
Association of Industrial Co-operatives. It made soap and candles. At the end of 1940, there were 1,655 industrial
co-operatives in Shensi, Kansu, Ninghsia, Chinghai, Kiangsi, Fukien, Kwangtung, Hunan, Kwangsi, Szechwan,
Sikang, Yunnan, Kweichow, Shansi, Honan, Chekiang, and Anhwei, with a total membership of 20,787 and a
monthly production of goods to the value of approximately 11 million dollars. While spinning and weaving are
the most popular and promising of the activities of the industrial co-operatives, these include also the manufacture
of electrical apparatus, metal working, ore smelting, and the manufacture of chemicals and food products.
*
Some account has been given above of the control of exports. Measures have also been taken for the control of
foodstuffs and other commodities essential for daily life.
*
The supplies for the armed forces have been from the outset under the control of military authorities. Those for
civilian consumption were in the early stages of the war under the control of the Agricultural Credit
Administration. But in August 1940, when the National Food Control Bureau was set up, the control was
transferred to that body, and food control machinery extending to the provinces and cities was established for the
purpose of regulating supplies and determining prices.
When the food situation became acute, the Central Executive Committee of the Kuomingtang (at the eighth
plenary session) decided to establish a Ministry of Food. The Ministry was set up in July 1941. With a view to the
control of supplies, markets, and prices and the expansion of the national revenue, it was decided at the same time
that the land tax should be collected in kind and, in addition, that cultivators should be required to sell foodstuffs
in specified quantities to the Government.
The collection of the land tax in kind has been in force since September 1941, and in June 1942 it yielded 22
million piculs of foodstuffs, or 3 per cent more than the original estimate. This is an unprecedented result and the
provinces that contributed most to it are Szechwan, Kwangtung, Honan, Hunan, Kweichow, and Ninghsia. It may
be recalled in this connection that Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek in his inaugural address at the National Food
Administration Conference emphasised the importance of the problem of food supply.
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“Second only to military affairs,” he said, “comes food administration. The proper enforcement of the national
food policy is equal in importance to that of the work of the unification of legal tender undertaken by the Ministry
of Finance in 1935. It is, indeed, a matter of great urgency, for on it depends the life of the nation. Food policy not
only constitutes the main basis of wartime finance and economy and an essential condition for victory, but is also
an important means of realising in the future the Principles of Livelihood, enunciated by Dr. Sun Yat-sen.”
The wartime national food policy is based on the principle of equal responsibility for all and is designed to
take more from those who can give more. It is expected that the total collection for the current year will be
approximately 80 million piculs.
*
Under the revised Regulations for the Control of Agriculture, Mines, Industries and Commerce in Wartime,
promulgated by the National Government on 6 October 1938, the Ministry of Economic Affairs, with the approval
of the Executive Yuan, may take control of a wide variety of specified agricultural and mineraJ productsl and may
add to the number from time to time. All these products and the undertakings engaged in producing them are at
present under the control of one authority or another.
The Commodity Administration of the Ministry of Economic Affairs controls raw cotton and cotton textiles,
while the Ministry of Agriculture and Forestry is responsible for the extension of cotton cultivation.
Exports of silk, hemp, leather, lumber, cotton, and drugs are under the control of the Foreign Trade
Commission of the Ministry of Finance.
The Ministry of Economic Affairs controls the production of gold and silver, which has been nationalised.
The production, transportation, and sale of iron and steel were formerly controlled by the Iron and Steel
Control Commission, but with the abolition of that body their control has been transferred to the Industrial and
Mining Adjustment Administration of the Ministry of Economic Affairs.
The National Resources Commission of the Ministry controls the production, purchase, and transportation of
copper as well as of tin, aluminium, nickel, lead, zinc, tungsten, antimony, manganese, and mercury.
Foodstuffs, as already stated, are under the control of the Ministry of Food.
Tung oil is a monopoly of the Foreign Trade Commission, and tea of the China Tea Company, of that
Commission.
Sugar, salt, and matches are also monopolies under the control of special bureaux set up for the purpose by the
Ministry of Finance.
The Commodity Administration controls edible oils and paper, and the Fuel Control Bureau of the Ministry of
Economic Affairs, coal and charcoal.
The supplies for civilian consumption of petroleum, gasoline, charcoal, lubricating oils, and alcoholic spirits,
which were formerly under the control of the Liquid Fuel Control Commission of the Ministry of Economic
Affairs, are at present under the control of the Ministry of Military Affairs.
The Cement Control Commission of the Ministry of Economic Affairs has been abolished and the production
and sale of cement have been transferred to the Industrial and Mining Adjustment Administration.
The Bureau of Transportation Control of the National Military Council and the Ministry of Communications
control all equipment for transport and communication services.
Drugs are under the control of the National Health Administration.
Acids, alkalis, electrical equipment, electricity, machine-tools, educational equipment, soap, porcelain, bricks
and tiles, glass, lime, and varnish, with the exception of supplies required for the fighting forces or produced by
State-owned establishments, are under the control of the Industrial and Mining Adjustment Administration of the
Ministry of Economic Affairs.
*
Measures have also been taken for the stabilisation of prices. Under the regulations issued by the Ministry of
Economic Affairs on 20 February 1939 for the purpose of stabilising prices and preventing hoarding, the hsien
and municipal governments under the control of the Executive Yuan are required to establish price stabilisation
commissions in their respective localities after consultation with the producers’ associations concerned.
The chief articles subject to price stabilisation measures are essential commodities such as vegetables, meat,
eggs, and clothing. Supplementary measures for the stabilisation of prices of essential commodities were
promulgated on 5 December 1939. The Bureau of Price Stabilisation was set up, its main function being that of
offering essential commodities for sale at cheap prices. The Bureau, together with the Agricultural Credit
Administration and the Bureau of Food Control, is at present responsible to the Commodity Administration of the
Ministry of Economic Affairs.

796

The Administration has, since July 1942, applied a scheme of rationing cotton cloth, edible oils, and coal for
civil servants, who were particularly affected by the marked rise in prices. In addition, special measures were
issued on 3 January 1942 for the prevention of hoarding. These measures provide severe penalties for those who,
with the intention of making profits, hoard commodities specified by the Ministry of Economic Affairs with the
approval of the Executive Yuan, such as rice, flour, kaoliang, maize, beans, raw cotton, cotton yarn and cloth,
linen, leather, coal, charcoal, salt, pepper, soap, matches, rapeseed and rapeseed oil.
While prices were fairly stable in the first two years of the war, since 1939 they have tended to rise in the case
of imported goods and manufactured articles, and this has in turn reacted on the general price level and on wages.
The result has been a vicious circle and the problem has presented serious difficulties.
China is, however, an agricultural country, with 80% of its population living in rural areas and using a
comparatively small amount of imported goods. The rise in the prices of these articles therefore does not affect
the great majority of the population to a substantial extent, and the general rise in prices in the present emergency
may indeed be said to have had a beneficial effect on the farmers. Farmers and workers are generally better off
than they were before the war, and consequently their will to resistance has been appreciably strengthened. They
cheerfully face the heavy duties prescribed by the Government. The foundations of the rural economy of the
country are being thoroughly reorganised and strengthened.
*
Currency and Finance Finance has naturally presented many difficulties, but the problem may on the whole be
said to have been dealt with successfully. There have been several changes during the last five years in the
methods of financing the war. The central banking institutions have been reinforced by the establishment of a
unified control over them in virtue of measures promulgated on 8 September 1939. The Joint Board of the Four
Government Banks has been reorganised and its powers have been increased. The local banks in the provinces
have also been reorganised and integrated with the banking system of the country more closely than before.
A severely conservative policy has been followed in respect of the issue of bank notes. Strict control is also
exercised over foreign exchange. Gold and silver are bought by the Government; every effort is made to
encourage thrift by the adoption of measures such as the raising of the rate of interest on savings and the
institution of special collections; bonds are converted; and idle capital is absorbed. The activities of the banks and
exchanges are subject to strict control and steps are taken to prevent inflation and hoarding and other similar
abuses.
In the budget estimates for 1942, while 34.4% of the expenditure is accounted for under general heads (central
as well as provincial) and 32.4% has been allotted to special items, the remainder has been set apart for economic
reconstruction, which is an indication of the importance attached to such work by the Government. The revenue is
derived mainly from direct taxation.
The income, excess profits, inheritance, and stamp taxes have been substantially increased. Indirect taxes have
also been raised as, for instance, those on luxury goods such as cigarettes and wines. A wider range of goods is
taxed than formerly and the rates are determined ad valorem.
Government monopolies have been established, as previously mentioned, in cigarettes, sugar, matches, and
salt. The land tax is collected by the Central Government. In addition to the collection of the land tax in kind, the
taxes on flour and cotton yarn are raised by the Ministry of Finance on the same system. The reorganisation of the
hsien system to which reference has been made earlier in this article is also calculated to improve the national
finances, and every effort is being made to weed out abuses and corrupt practices.
*
With a view to co-ordinating the different controls and policies outlined above, the National Economic Council
was set up under the Executive Yuan in February 1941. It consisted of senior officers of the Government and
representatives of Ministries or ministerial establishments concerned with economic reconstruction. Its functions
were both administrative and advisory and it was called upon to consider the plans referred to it and to enforce the
policy decided upon.
With the extension of the war in the Pacific; however, the situation changed greatly, and in order to meet the
resulting increased demands upon the country, the National Government promulgated the National General
Mobilisation Act on 29 March 1942. In May of that year the National Economic Council was reorganised as the
National General Mobilisation Council. The powers of the Council were substantially increased, its organisation
was strengthened, and it was made responsible for co-ordinating and promoting the work of general mobilisation.
This step marks the determination of the country to mobilise its man-power as well as its material resources to
the fullest extent, and to centralise control. There need be no doubt that the nation will contribute its utmost to the
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war effort of the United Nations, so that the unconditional surrender of their common enemies, the attainment of
victory, and the restoration of civilisation and world order may be expedited.
*
As will have been seen above, the economic policy of the country is no longer passive, as it was before the
war. The war has effected a radical change. Laissez-faire has been replaced by a policy of controlled economy. It
has been a great step from an unplanned and unorganised economy to a planned and organised economy, and from
divergent to unified control. The State, which is no longer content merely to promote, encourage, and protect
agricultural, industrial, and commercial enterprise, is actively participating therein. State undertakings and private
undertakings alike have undergone considerable expansion.
Collective farms operated on scientific lines have been gradually developed. The foundations have been laid
for the mechanisation of agriculture. The banking system has been extended to the whole country, the finances
have been centralised, and the national economy has been systematised. The direction and control of the economic
life of the nation are more efficient and economic activities are more lively than before the war. The way has thus
been prepared for post-war economic reconstruction.
*
The main lines for the economic development of the country were clearly traced by the founder of the Chinese
Republic, Dr. Sun Yat-sen, in his well-known work International Development of China. It was written over
twenty years ago and envisaged the development of Chinese industry with international assistance, including the
employment of foreign technicians. It is remarkable how sound the plans set forth there in such detail still are,
although the situation has changed considerably. Before the war the Chinese Government was mainly inspired by
that work in the determination of its national policy. It has remained the chief guide of governmental policy
during the war and may be expected to continue to inform the nation in its efforts for regeneration in the years that
lie ahead.
It will be recalled that International Development of China is divided into six parts, in each of which a
particular plan of development is set out.\fn{ The principal features of each of these plans may be summarised as follows: (1)
Construction of a big port in the north and of a north-western railway; colonisation of Sinkiang and Mongolia and the opening of a canal to
connect North and Central China with the proposed port in the north; development of coal mines and establishment of iron and steel works
in Hopei and Shensi. (2) Construction of a big port in the east; measures to improve communications by the Yangtse; establishment of
inland ports and improvement of inland waterways and canals; establishment of cement works. (3) Development of Canton into a world
port; improvement of the Pearl River system; construction of a south-western railway; building of commercial and fishing ports along the
coast; and establishment of a big shipbuilding centre. (4) Completion of the central, south-eastern, north-eastern, and Plateau railway
systems; extension of the north-western railway system; establishment of railway workshops to provide facilities for the manufacture of
locomotives and rolling stock. (5) Development of food, clothing, building, and printing industries. (6) Development of copper, iron,
petroleum, and other mines; establishment of smelting works and engineering industries }

These plans may be expected to provide China with three major ports, a large number of smaller ports, several
thousand miles of railways, roads, and waterways, and a wide range of industries.
In sum, the 450 million Chinese people are animated by Dr. Sun Yat-sen’s ideal. The wartime changes in the
national economy will leave an indelible mark on the economic structure of the country. The lines already laid
down will be followed in the future.
*
Meanwhile, it may be recalled that China was the first country to attempt to return the blow of the Japanese
militarists.
“Our firm resolution,” said Madame Chiang Kai-shek in her recent address to Wellesley College in the United
States (from which she had graduated), “our fearless will to resist … may be accounted for by the supreme faith
that when the war is over, freedom, righteousness, and equality will be the foundation of the new world
organisation.”
By freedom and righteousness, explained China’s Foreign Minister, Mr. T. V. Soong, the Chinese mean
political freedom and economic justice. These two great objectives are wholly in accordance with the spirit of the
Atlantic Charter, which is fully understood and supported in China. Willing to suffer any sacrifice for the sake of
victory and prepared to undertake the responsibilities of creating a new Asia and a new world, China is cooperating with the other United Nations and expects reciprocal co-operation from them.
1860

181.63 A Protest Against the Geary Act\fn{by Jee Gam (c.1860?- )} Guangdong Province?, China (M) 2
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During the last six months this act has been more talked about than any other question in America. You can
hardly take up a daily paper, a magazine, or any religious paper, without finding something about the Geary Law.
The Chambers of Commerce, the Board of Trade, the mass meetings, the religious conventions, preachers in their
pulpits, in fact all clubs and societies have discussed this question. Every individual from the lowest to the highest
has spoken on it. Some are for it; others are against it. Even the judges of the highest tribunal in America differ in
opinion concerning it.
I have been requested to write on it, and have with great reluctance consented, because it is a hard question to
handle. Yet I feel it my duty to try.
I am a Chinaman and a Christian. I am not any less Chinese for being a follower of Christ. My love to Jesus
has intensified rather than belittled my love for my native country. I am proud of China, for it is a great country. I
admire her, for she has a wonderful future. What a glorious nation she will be when she embraces Christianity! I
praise her authentic history, for it goes back 4,800 years.
I honor all things that are honorable in my country. I blush for whatever has marred her record. I pray for her
daily, that she may speedily become a Christian nation.
I am in some sense also an American, for I have lived in America almost twice as long as in China. I love this
country. I teach my children who are native-born Americans to sing the National hymns. And just as I rejoice in
whatever is honorable to America, and commend her example to my countrymen, so I am pained when unjust and
oppressive laws are permitted to be placed upon her statute books. Such a law as the Geary Act seems to me to be
one which dishonors America, as well as injures my countrymen and native land.
It dishonors America as a breaking of solemn pledges-for the Chinese were invited here by the Americans. Mr.
Burlingame was one of the most prominent representatives of the U.S. who gave us this invitation.\fn{ Arthur
Burlingame, the American minister to China in 1860, negotiated the Burlingame Treaty of 1868 on behalf of China—the treaty which
recognized the right of free migration and guaranteed reciprocal privilege of residence and travel on the basis of most favored nation
treatment (excepting naturalization)} He assured China that a million Chinese laborers could find welcome and

employment on the Pacific Coast alone.
These invitations were endorsed by express treaties. China took these invitations and treaties in good faith. Her
people came, but not in such a number as need call forth the alarm of the Americans, for in the period of 40 years
there were less than two hundred thousand Chinese that ever put their feet on America’s soil. But the laborers
from Europe and especially from Ireland, who have no more right to be in America than the Chinese have, and
perhaps much less, began to kick, and demand that “the Chinese must go.” Sandlot agitators and other
demagogues saw in this an opportunity to get famous, and also to gratify their greed by echoing the cry in
Congress; and the anti-Chinese Scott Act, in 1882, was the outcome of that agitation.
This act, though prohibiting the coming of Chinese laborers, said that those already here were at liberty to go
and return as they pleased; and when they should go the Government was to give them return certificates.
Accordingly there were over 20,000 Chinese laborers that went to China with such certificates. Not one of these
certificates was ever honored. Thus another solemn pledge was broken. It is said that no Chinese shall be allowed
to become citizens of the United States. One of the charges against the Chinese is that they do not become
naturalized, but this act said they shall not be. So not only is there no consistency in blaming the Chinese for not
becoming citizens, but this act is a direct violation of the Burlingame treaty, which guaranteed the Chinese the
same rights as those of the most favored nation.
Now the Geary Act is even worse, for it not only prohibits the Chinese laborers .from entering into the United
States, but compels the deportation of those that are lawfully here, which is virtually an act of war.
So this Geary Act is an oppression of the weak. China is a great and powerful nation, but not just now in
condition to fight a power like America. At any rate, America thinks so, and it looks to us cowardly for her to take
undue advantage of a weaker nation. We all despise a man who stabs another in the back; how much more
despicable when the person so attacked is weaker than he!
See how this law injures China.
1. It discriminates against her subjects. It says all Chinese laborers must register or be deported, but says this of
no others. If America is fair in her dealing, she ought never for a moment to allow discrimination to exist within
her borders. Her laws ought to be applicable to all people, regardless of nationality. To single out the despised
Chinese, the only people who hold no votes, shows cowardliness. Would America venture to enact a similar law
against any of the European powers?
And now, what harm is in the registration law? Why do the Chinese object? Every American has to register.
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These have been the questions and assertions of many friends. My answer to these is as follows: An American if
he fails to register forfeits only the right of voting at that particular election. For that no harm can come to him.
But there is a vast difference in the Geary registration, for it means that the Chinese must register, or be forcibly
removed from this country. So one registration is voluntary, while the other is compelled. In other words, the
former law makes a person a free man, the other law makes one a slave, a criminal, or even a dog. For the only
class that are required to give photographs are the criminals, and the only animal that must wear a tag is a dog.
The Chinese decline to be counted in with either of these classes, so they refuse to register, and I do not blame
them.
2. A registration paper will add trouble to its owner instead of protection.\fn{ According to proponents of the Geary
Act, it was supposedly passed to protect legal Chinese residents } A laborer will have to carry the paper with him wherever he
goes. Suppose he is in a strange town, and some hoodlums should play the part of officers, and should demand the
showing of his paper, and, when he complies, suppose they should immediately tear it to pieces.
Now, how can this man prove his loss? He has no witness but himself, and the Court will not believe him
unless he has some white witness to corroborate his testimony. Consequently, his request for a renewal will be
denied. Not only so, but they must charge him with having sold his papers. If he gets clear once, when he goes
into the next town he is liable to be arrested again, and he will have no rest until he is deported.
3. This Act withdraws some sacred rights such as in the Declaration of Independence are declared to be
inalienable. The right to a free, untrammelled pursuit of happiness, the right of habeas corpus, the right to be
adjudged innocent until proven guilty. The Geary Act says, when a Chinese is arrested under the provision of this
Act, he shall be adjudged to be unlawfully within the United States, unless he shall establish by affirmative proof,
to the satisfaction of such justice, judge or Commissioner, his lawful right to remain here. Now if that law which
says every person arrested and charged with a crime is presumed to be innocent until he is proven guilty will hold
good for a white man, why not for a Chinaman also? In other words, the people must make out a case against the
accused before he can be convicted of the crime charged. If he choose to be silent, the law says that is his
privilege, and judgment must not be entered against him for doing so. This also should apply to the Chinese as
well as other people, but the Geary Act says No, and therefore it is un-American, barbarous and inhuman. It is
unchristian, for it is contrary to the teaching of Christ.
All this is so plain to us that we did not for a moment suppose that it could be declared constitutional, and
therefore did not register. Furthermore, if we registered we would be traitors in the eyes of our countrymen. The
course of our Christian work would be greatly hampered; for ever since they have heard that the American
Christians, and especially the ministers, are against this Geary Act, and have repeatedly petitioned the
Government to repeal the same, not only do they feel very grateful, but we feel greatly encouraged. They
naturally expected the Chinese Christians to cooperate with them in their efforts to have the law tested, and so we
did. Therefore our brethren have said that they would rather take the chance of being deported than to be charged
with disloyalty; rather sustain the cause of Christ than disgrace it.
If the United States should enforce this disgraceful Geary law, China will most assuredly retaliate. The lives of
missionaries and the properties of missions will be in danger. The leading commercial interest, which is now held
by America in China, will be given to the nations of Europe. If America can afford to lose that, I am sure China
can also. But is that the best policy? Not conflict, but peace and harmony. Let not this infamous act mar the
progress of Christianity in China, as the English opium has done: for while the gospel sent to China by the people
of England is saving one soul, her opium, that she so wrongfully and selfishly forced into China, is destroying a
thousand.
I never can forget the remark made by the Chinese mandarin to a British minister:
“Sir, I wish you would take back with you the opium your country sent us.”
What a blush went over the face of the British representative! What a hgreat stumbling-block to Christianity!
Let america regain her good name by repealing the Geary Law.
Our sincere thanks are due to all our Christian friends. Their sympathy and prayers have greatly comforted us;
and may God overrule all injustice and wrong to His glory, and the final triumph of the right!
181.65 A Pamphlet On The Treatment Of The Exempt Classes of Chinese\fn{by Ng Poon Chew (c.1860- )}
Taishan County, Guangdong Province, China (M) 4
After a quarter of a century of Chinese Exclusion, many people take it for granted that Exclusion has become a
fixed policy of the Government of the United States, and that the vexed Chinese question is finally and perma-
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nently settled, as far as this country is concerned. The exclusion of Chinese laborers may have become a fixed
policy with the United States, but the treatment of the exempt classes is not settled and will not be until it is
settled aright with justice to all.
The Chinese Exclusion Law, as now enacted and enforced, is in violation of the letter and spirit of the treaty
between this country and China, and also in opposition to the original intention of Congress on the subject. As
long as this law remains on the statute books in its present shape, and is carried out by methods such as are now in
vogue, the Chinese question will continue to be a vexatious one in the United States, as well as a fruitful source of
irritation between America and China; and it will continue to hinder the upbuilding of commercial interests
between the two great countries.
During twenty-five years the Chinese exclusion policy has steadily increased in stringency; as Senator
[George] Hoar said on the floor of Congress, the United States enforced the exclusion laws first with water, then
with vinegar, and then with red pepper, and at last with vitriol. The Exclusion Law has been carried out with such
vigor that it has almost become an extermination law. The Chinese population in the United States has been
reduced from 150,000 in 1880 to 65,000 at the present time.\fn{ 1908. Actually, according to the national census for 1880, the
year in which the Exclusion Act was passed, there were 105,465 Chinese living in the United States, and 71,531 in 1910. The Census for
the year 2000 reported 2,432,585 Chinese living in the United States, not quite 1% of the 3.6% of the total population classified as
“Asian”} During these twenty-five years much injustice and wrong have been heaped upon the Chinese people by

the United States in the execution of its exclusion policy, and now it is time that this great nation should calmly
review the whole question thoroughly and revise the law, so that it may come within the spirit of the treaty, and at
the same time fulfill the original intention of Congress, namely: the exclusion of Chinese laborers, and the
admission of all other classes. …
In the year 1880 China and the United States signed a treaty by which China agreed to the suspension or
limitation for a reasonable period of the emigration to this country of Chinese laborers, both skilled and unskilled;
and the United States agreed that all other classes of Chinese should come and go as freely as the subjects of the
most favored nation. Article I of the treaty reads as follows:
Whenever in the opinion of the Government of the United States the coming of Chinese laborers to the United
States, or their residence therein, affects or threatens to affect the interests of that country, or to endanger the good order
of the said country or of any locality within the territory thereof, the Government of China agrees that the Government
of the United States may regulate; limit or suspend such coming or residence, but may not absolutely prohibit it. The
limitation or suspension shall be reasonable, and shall apply only to Chinese who may go to the United States as
laborers, other classes not being included in the limitation. Legislation taken in regard to Chinese laborers will be of
such a character only as is necessary to enforce the regulation, limitation or suspension of immigration, and immigrants
shall not be subject to personal maltreatment or abuse.

And Article II reads as follows:
Chinese subjects, whether proceeding to the United States as teachers, students, merchants or from curiosity,
together with their body and household servants, and Chinese laborers who are now in the United States, shall be
allowed to go and come of their own free will and accord, and shall be accorded all the rights and privileges,
immunities and exemptions which are accorded to the citizens and subjects of the most favored nation.

This treaty is still in force, and yet only a very limited number of Chinese other than laborers are now
admitted, and by no means as freely as even the laborers of other nationalities.
The unwarranted limitation of the exempt classes of the Chinese—who have a right to come under both
treaties and laws—to a few persons of a very few occupations, has come about chiefly through political agitation
to secure the votes of workingmen, and by the strong anti-Chinese prejudice of immigration officers, who were
themselves often representatives of labor organizations. All Chinese, except laborers, had a right to come and go
freely under the treaty and even under the first restriction law of 1882, and this was acknowledged by both nations
for eighteen years, although immigration officials, in some instances, enlarged the definition of laborers as so to
include persons not technically of that class.
But in 1898 the Attorney General of the United States decided that the true theory of the law was not that all
Chinese who were not laborers could come in, but that only those could come who were expressly named in the
law. If this were correct, the law itself was a violation of the treaty; but, in fact, this ruling violated the clear and
originally accepted meaning of the treaty and of the laws passed in execution of it.
The American immigration officials, however, made it a pretext for excluding all the Chinese they could, even
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of the five classes named in the treaty. It appeared to be their ambition to deny all Chinese admission, and anyone
admitted was regarded as a lost case. The phrase “officials, teachers, students, merchants and travelers for
curiosity or pleasure,” was used in the treaty merely by way of illustration and before 1898 had been generally so
interpreted, but the Attorney General’s decision gave opportunity for limiting even these classes still further.
From this time on the exempt classes of Chinese were limited by enlarging the definition of laborers to include
many who were not laborers, and by narrowing the definitions of teacher, student and merchant so as to exclude
many who were certainly of these classes.
For instance, it was declared that a teacher was one who teaches the higher branches in a recognized institution
of learning; a student was one who pursues the higher branches in a recognized institution of learning, facilities
for which are wanting in his own country or in the country from which he came; a merchant was one who carried
on business in a fixed place, in buying and selling, in his own name. If a merchant, who does a million dollars
worth of business a year, invests one dollar in a hotel or restaurant business or in a manufacturing concern, in a
mining venture or railroad enterprise, his status as a merchant is at once vitiated, and he is denied admission, or
deported if already admitted. As a result Chinese traders, salesmen, clerks, buyers, bookkeepers, bankers,
accountants, managers, storekeepers, agents, cashiers, interpreters, physicians, proprietors of restaurants and
laundries, employers, actors, newspaper editors, and even preachers and missionaries of Christianity, are excluded
from the shores of the United States.
A Chinese by the name of Wah Sang was admitted to this country as a student in theology, and as long as he
was a student he was allowed to remain in the country; but when he completed his course in theological training,
and entered into active service in preaching the Gospel to his countrymen under the auspices of the Methodist
Church, he was arrested in Texas as a laborer, was tried and ordered deported in February, 1905, the court
sustaining the contention of the immigration officials that a preacher is a laborer, and therefore subject to the
operation of the Exclusion Law.
This exclusion by regulation, not justified by treaties or laws, has been carried much further so as to harass and
inconvenience Chinese merchants, students and others in many ways. The United States demands a certificate of
admission, with many personal details, signed by officials of the Chinese Government and of the United States;
but when the certificate has been secured in proper form and every requirement has been met, the holder is not
sure of being able to enter the United States; for the immigration officials re-examine him and often detain and
sometimes deport him on petty technicalities.
For the practice with the immigration officials is to regard every Chinese applicant for admission as a cheat, a
liar, a rogue and a criminal, and they proceed to examine him with the aim in mind of seeing how he may be
excluded, rather than of finding out whether he is legally entitled to land. For many years the certificate has been
no guarantee that its holder could be admitted, though he might be a great merchant or a student coming to study
at an American university.
In 1904 there arrived at the port of San Francisco a Chinese gentleman from the Straits Settlement,\fn{ The
colonial name for Malacca, Penang, and Singapore under British rule } with the intention of taking up a post-graduate course at
Columbia University, he being a graduate of one of the great American universities in the Eastern States, and
having taught English in colleges in Shanghai and Singapore for several years; yet, on account of trifling technical
defects in his papers, he was detained for a long time at the detention shed on the Mail docks in San Francisco,
and finally deported.
Among the passengers on board the steamer Ivernia, which arrived at Boston on June 1, 1905, from Liverpool,
were four Chinese students, the three King brothers and their sister, Miss T. King, who had completed a three
years’ course in the University of London. These four students were of high official family in Shanghai, and they
were on their way home, intending simply to land at Boston and cross to Canada to take the Canadian train for
Vancouver. They were armed with passports signed by the American Ambassador, the Honorable Mr. Choate, who
was their personal friend, certifying as to their status and intention, yet they were held on board while the very
lowest and ignorant classes from southern Europe, that came in the steerage, were freely permitted to land. They
would have been shipped back to England had not some local American merchants interested themselves in the
case. After they were photographed and bond of five hundred dollars each given, they were permitted to land and
cross to Canada. All these inconveniences and humiliation were accorded them, simply because the immigration
officials at that port contended that they found some technical defect in their papers.
Furthermore, Chinese residents of the exempt classes are limited and harassed by official regulations in going
to and from China, in bringing in their wives and children, and in many ways are treated as the subjects of other
nations are never treated by the United States. Ladies of highly respectable families have been asked all sorts of
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questions in the examinations by the immigration officials which they would not dare to mention in the hearing of
American ladiess
A boy of ten years of age, whose father was a prominent merchant, arrived in San Francisco with his parents.
After a long investigation the parents were admitted and the boy ordered deported on the ground that he had
trachoma,\fn{Conjunctivities in the eye} although the American officers at the port of departure had given them a
health certificate and although Americans on board the vessel testified that the ship’s doctor had examined the
eyes of all the second cabin passengers without disinfecting his hands.
The Secretary of Commerce and Labor refused to reverse the decision of deportation.
There have been a number of instances where Chinese merchants returning from. a trip to China with their
wives and families have been allowed to land but have had their wives and children deported. For years the
Bertillon System, used for the identification of criminals in the United States, has also been used to identify
departing Chinese of all classes who wished to return. The system has only been abandoned during the last few
months because the Department at Washington failed to supply the different Bureaus with sufficient men to
operate it.
Although the Geary Law of 1893 [1892], which required resident Chinese laborers to obtain a certificate of
residence and to be photographed, did not require the exempt classes nor their wives and children to obtain a
certificate, the regulations of the immigration bureau require officials to arrest every Chinese found without a
certificate.\fn{Actually, the law required all Chinese laborers to carry a certificate of residence or be subjected to deportation }
Consequently any Chinese merchant, student or physician who was in this country at the time of registration and
did not get a certificate is now liable to arrest and imprisonment.
Under these regulations many of the exempt classes have been held up in various ways, at many places and
times, by the immigration officials in their zeal to enforce the Chinese Exclusion Laws. The exempt classes, thus
arrested, are put to great expense and inconvenience before they are released by United States Commissioners.
Once an attaché of the Chinese Legation at Washington was held up while traveling through Arizona on official
business, and put to much inconvenience and indignity before he was released by order of the Department at
Washington. In order to find some who might be without certificates, the whole Chinese quarter in Denver and in
Boston was surrounded, and all Chinese found without certificates, whether merchants or not, were arrested and
herded in close confinement, until their status was decided by the court.\fn{ During the early 1900s, police and
immigration officials routinely raided Chinatowns in various cities and jailed offenders without warrant. One of the best-known raids
occurred in Boston in 1903. Of the 234 Chinese arested, 45 were deported }

In 1904 the United States sent a special minister to China to invite the Provinces to make exhibits at the
Louisiana Purchase Exposition, and promised their representatives a most cordial welcome. The Viceroys of the
Provinces issued proclamations and many exhibits were prepared, but when the merchants and their employees
arrived they were treated by the immigration officials as if they were laborers attempting to enter the country
unlawfully. Some of them were so much offended that they returned at once to China; others decided not to set
out from China; and those who reached St. Louis were treated throughout the Exposition like suspected criminals.
In that year there arrived at the port of San Francisco four Chinese gentlemen from Shanghai, three of whom
were exhibitors at the St. Louis Fair, and the other a delegate from the Synod of China to attend the Presbyterian
General Assembly at Buffalo, N. Y. Their papers were submitted to the American Consul in Shanghai, who passed
upon them as being properly made out, and the gentlemen were assured that they would meet with no difficulties
when they arrived in San Francisco. But they were denied landing by the immigration officials on the ground that
their papers did not state the length of time the applicants had held their respective professions before they started
for America. They were held at the detention shed, while strenuous efforts were made by their friends, both white
and Chinese, who appealed to the Department at Washington and to the Chinese Legation; orders were finally
received by the immigration officials in San Francisco to land these men on bonds. After incurring an expense of
more than one hundred and fifty dollars in perfecting their bonds, they were permitted to leave the shed and go on
their way “rejoicing” and breathing the “sweet air of liberty.” This was the treatment they received when they
accepted America’s invitation to participate in the World’s Fair. …
It is well known that the discourteous treatment of merchants and students by immigration officials was the
principal cause of the boycott of American products in China in 1905. Although this boycott was shortly
suppressed by the Chinese Government, it was an expression of the bad feeling which had arisen between the two
countries because of violation of the treaty and accumulated sense of injustice.\fn{ It was the economic effects of this
boycott—and one hopes some inherent sense of shame—which influenced President Theodore Roosevelt to issue an executive order
putting a stop to the Chinese immigration abuses: H}
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Thirty years ago there were nearly 200 Chinese students in the United States pursuing their education; when
they returned to China they became leaders of the people and reported that the Americans were a friendly and
honorable nation. But since the passage of the Geary law especially, students of all grades except post-graduate
have been excluded. They go to other countries, and when they return to China do not speak favorably of the
United States; and those who have received indignities in America have also returned home full of resentment,
and urge their countrymen to resist the violation of the treaty. …
Chinese laborers of all classes have been excluded from the United States by mutual agreement, and the
Chinese themselves are not now asking for any change in this arrangement; but they do ask for as fair treatment as
other nationalities receive in relation to the exempt classes. Since the first restriction law was passed the United
States has received as immigrants more than two million Austro-Hungarians, two million Italians and a million
and a half Russians and Finns. Each of these totals is from five to seven times the whole amount of Chinese
immigration of all classes during thirty years of free immigration, seventy times the amount of immigration of the
Chinese who were not laborers. Even if the number of the exempts under a just interpretation of the treaty should
rise to 10,000 in one year, it would still be less than one one-hundredth of the total immigration to the United
States in one year.
During the fiscal year 1907 there came to the United States from Europe 1,280,000 immigrants; whereas,
during the thirty years of free Chinese immigration, the largest number of Chinese found at any one time in the
United States was one hundred and fifty thousand.
The question is not now of the admission of laborers, but whether other Chinese who are entitled to come
under both law and treaty shall receive the same courtesies as people of other nations, and shall be relieved from
many harassing regulations. They must no longer be detained, photographed and examined as if they were
suspected of crime. Americans desire to build up a large trade with the Orient, but they can scarcely expect to
succeed if the United States Government continues to sanction the illegal and unfriendly treatment of Chinese
subjects. President Roosevelt has said that if the United States expects justice it must do justice to the Chinese,
and certainly the Americans cannot expect to obtain the trade of the Orient by treating the Chinese with
discourtesy. …
284.20 Excerpt from Hwang-ch’ao ching-shih-wen hsin-pien: “On Democracy” [Not the title of the work from which
this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Wang K’ang-nien (1860-1911)} Ch’ient’ang, Chekiang Province, China (M) 2
Chinese who discuss governmental systems speak only in terms of governing the people by a ruler. In the
West, however, there are democratic countries and also countries governed jointly by the ruler and the people.
Chinese scholars are surprised and consider it strange.
Nevertheless what is strange about it? In ancient times all who discussed government always gave
consideration to the people below. Thus the chapter “Hung-fan” of the Book of History says “to deliberate with
the common people,” and the chapter “Lu-hsing” says, “The emperor frankly consults the people below him.” In
the Rites of Chou it is stated that the official in charge of the provincial administration brought the multitude of
people together to ask their opinion. … Mencius says,
When the people of the nation unanimously say that someone is capable, then he may be employed; when the people of
the nation unanimously say that he is incapable, then he may be removed; and when the people of the nation
unanimously say that he may be killed, then kill him.

Other such references appearing in the classics are too numerous to be counted on the fingers. This shows that
in ancient times those who governed the nation were not without the desire to govern it together with the people.
Nevertheless, there are some people who are apprehensive that power may be shifted downward. They do not
know that in a nation governed jointly by the ruler and the people, when there is an important national is sue, it is
sent to the parliament for discussion and decision, which is then executed by the ruler. If the ruler has a different
opinion from the officials, it may be discussed again. If the discussions do not result in a decision, the members of
parliament may be changed.
That is, the highest power is still held by the ruler.
Some critics say that if the people have rights, then the cruel and the crafty will be ambitious, the violent and
unprincipled will act in an overbearing manner, and there will be endless confusion. They do not know that it is in
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the people’s power to elect only the superior and the wise to the parliament, where they cannot carry out their own
ambitions without control. Parliamentary members can only discuss a matter and cannot undertake its execution.
How can they act outrageously and overbearingly?
Some people say when authority lies in the emperor, it is concentrated; when it lies in the people, then it is
divided, and when it is divided a nation cannot be a nation. They do not know that, even though the number of
parliamentary members is great, the election is very carefully conducted, and even though the discussions may be
complicated, the majority opinion must be followed. When the election is carefully conducted, then there will be
few absurd opinions. When the majority opinion is selected, then there will be many who are willing to carry out
the decision.
This proves that all three arguments are insufficient to cause us worry.
Moreover, at a time like the present, three great advantages will result from the partial adoption of democracy.
Formerly in Europe the authority of the emperor was too great, but with the increase of the power of the people
the authority of the emperors slightly declined. In China the ruler’s power has been gradually lost and it is
necessary to have the people’s power restored before the emperor’s authority can be upheld. Why?
Because, although China’s governmental systems and laws were said to be initiated by the ruler, yet the rulers
in preceding dynasties greatly feared that their descendants might be ignorant of state affairs and might do illegal
and cruel things. They therefore repeatedly explained that everything should be patterned after the preceding
dynasties, and that no one was to he permitted to make any changes and, thus, all actions were decided upon by
precedent.
All great officials followed the routine procedure of the documents and all other officers in charge depended
entirely on old custom to make their decisions. Then those clerks who were thoroughly familiar with the by-laws
and precedents could privately shift matters around. Therefore, the great power of the nation did not rest with the
emperor above, nor with the officials in the middle, nor with the people below, but was controlled merely by the
clerks, whose purpose was to obtain money to hand down to their posterity.
From the beginning they had no great ideals. Therefore they merely sought profit and worked for their selfish
purposes, causing evils as numerous as the hair on one’s head. The good laws and fine ideas were con fused and
gradually destroyed.
Not only that; when the emperor stands alone, above the hundreds of officials and millions of people, then his
perception cannot reach those below, and his personal power again is insufficient. For this reason when there are
omissions in financial accounts, he does not know it. When there are misjudgments in judicial affairs, he is
unaware of them. When the work is poorly and corruptly handled, he is not informed.
Repeatedly he has warned his people against favoritism and yet his inferiors still resort to their personal
connections as before. Repeatedly he has ordered them to keep themselves pure and yet his inferiors are greedy
for bribes as before. Repeatedly he has commanded them to observe the law and yet his inferiors cheat as before.
His decrees are severe and earnest, and his officials in appearance seem to be in awe, but actually they make not
the slightest change in their bad habits.
Can it then still be said that the emperor has authority?
If only democracy [“the people’s rights” or “people’s power”] is partially used, then there will be thousands of
ears and myriads of eyes which cannot be covered or beclouded. And when a thousand persons point to one
object, it is impossible to avoid seeing it. Whether an order should be put into execution or a prohibition be
carried out, everything will be followed according to the emperor’s wish. Therefore even though one may say that
the people’s rights [or people’s power, democracy] are partially used, there is no better way than this to carry
through the emperor’s authority.
Moreover, when the people have no power, they do not realize that the nation belongs to all the people, and
they keep at a distance from the emperor. When the people have some power, then they will realize that the nation
is their own concern, and they will be drawn close to the emperor. This is probably because close relationships
among human beings come from mutual discussions of important matters, from contacts and feelings, and from
exchange of ideas.
If the emperor majestically appears as Heaven, and the people are humbly looked down upon as grass and
weeds, they will think that the empire and the four seas are all properties of the emperor, and that they are merely
his slaves and servants. In time of peace, they are indifferent to political affairs and activities. When faced with
catastrophes, they will desert the emperor, one and all. They merely blame him for not being able to protect them,
but they do not exert their minds and energy in the smallest degree for him.
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If the emperor governed the nation jointly with the people, then the latter would have contact with his voice
and feelings, and affections would naturally grow up. Thus when the people of Western countries see their rulers,
they take off their hats to show their respect; whenever they drink wine, they toast the ruler’s health; and
whenever there are great affairs of state, they all gather to make plans.
The reason is that it is necessary to make the people enjoy themselves together with the emperor, so that they
can take pleasure in his enjoyment; and to make the people share his worry, so that they take it as their own
concern.
That is a matter of course.
Considering the national situation in which we find ourselves today, it is even more urgent for us to apply the
people’s power,\fn{To the conduct of public affairs} because when only the emperor’s power is employed to fight
against the foreigners, he is weak and easily controlled by foreigners. When the people’s power is used to stand
against the foreigners, then the force is strong and it will be easier to advance our arguments.
The Westerners doing business in China often exploit the power of our emperor in order to control our people.
If China desires to oppose the foreigners, her power is insufficient; if she wishes to use the objection of the people
as an argument, then, because for a long time her people have had no power, no pretext can be derived from them.
For this reason, treaties were revised or made without the people’s being consulted. When concessions were
demanded, and indemnities requested, these were again granted without consulting the people. Other requests,
which were detrimental to the nation and to the people, were also unhesitatingly granted as the Westerners
desired, in echo-like response. The officers in charge would receive the orders and follow their instructions to
carry out the transaction, fearing only that they could not do it soon enough.
Thereupon, while the people hated the Westerners, they also turned their hatred against the officials.
In general, when the power of the empire comes from one person, it is weak. When it comes from millions of
people, it is strong. That is positively true.
Moreover, if people of all provinces are united to plan for a thing, then the spirit of the nation is integrated;
otherwise, divided.
If the scholars, merchants, and common people can all feel concern about the dangers and difficulties of the
nation, then the people will be intelligent; otherwise, ignorant.
Therefore, unless we rely on the people’s authority, it is impossible to change our disunited spirit to one of
concentration and our ignorance to wisdom.
What harm would there be? I can only see that if our ancient system is restored, then our sovereignty will be
respected and our national position consolidated.
1861

207.78 Address To The Political Consultative Conference\fn{by Shao Ts-ung-en (1861-after 1946)} Szechuan
Province, China (M) 1
On the opening of this conference today, I wish to speak a few words on behalf of the China Youth Party. I am
stisfied at hearing President Chiang’s announcement, when he delivered the inaugural address just now, of the
decision for cessation of military hostilities and of the four important political measures.
A meeting such as the resent one, to which all “ins” and “outs” are assembled, is seldom seen since the
founding of the Republic. The open mindedness of the government authorities as well as the zeal of all parties are
worthy of our high tribute.
It is to be recalled that subsequent to the Lukouchiao (Marco Polo Bridge) Incident in 1937, the Government
first called the Lushan (Kiangsi) Conference, then the Supreme National Defense Council, and again the People’s
Political Council, all being the indications of collaboration between the government and the Opposition Parties,
consolidated so firmly the “anti-Japanese United Front” resulting in the defeat of the invading enemy and victory
of the resistance war. This shows there is definite effectiveness if the Government and the Opposition Parties are
to co-operate.
Now that the war of resistance has been concluded, the work of the national reconstruction is to begin. We
hope that with the convocation of the present Political consultative Conference, a transitional stage towards the
realization of constitutionalism will be provided and a united front for national reconstruction built up, so tat in
thirty years time, we may succeed in building a modern state truly worthy of its name.
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N order to achieve this objective, it is imperative that both the authorities and those not in official positions
cooperate with singleness of purpose and singleness of heart, to coordinate their efforts under the same spirit of
cooperation with which they prosecuted the war of resistance for the present task of the reconstruction of the
nation. It is especially necessary that they treat one another with sincerity.
An old Chinese adage says that the lack of sincerity breeds incapability. How true this saying is. I am of the
opinion that in order to turn our country into proper order, we have to put into positive application the principles
of the democratization of politics and the nationalization of Armies. And to achieve this objective, we must all of
us carry out the injunction:
“Be sincere and open-hearted; assemble all opinion and views; be practical in following established policies;
and stimulate good thought and purge ourselves of evil views.”
I wish to offer this as a contribution to the members of this Conference. I wish the successful conclusion of the
conference, and the complete consummation of the objective of democratic unity and the peaceful reconstruction
of the nation.\fn{Tseng Chi was Representative of the China Youth Party:H}
1863

204.2 From Carpenter To Painter—My Early Years\fn{by Ch’i Pai-shih (1863-1957)} Hsiang T’an, Hunan
Province, China (M) 11
I was born in the year Kuei Hai, the “year of the pig”, 1863. My grandfather and grandmother were still alive.
We were extremely poor. Our house was small, rather out of repair, with a drying yard in front. Our worldy
possession was just one mu of paddy field producing five or six stones of gram a year, but this was not enough to
keep five people alive.
My grandfather and my father both had to do odd jobs to eke out a living. Odd-job people in those days had
their meals at their masters’ homes and were paid twenty coins per day. Although this was a small sum, it was not
easy to come by because one did not get such work every day. Many people wanted odd-jobs and employers were
usually mean and difficult to get along with.
Thus, these people had to make do with “fishing one day, drying the nets the next three”, meaning working one
day only to stay idle the next three. When there was nothing to do, my grandfather and my father would gather
firewood up the hills and sell it. That was how we carried on.
My native village was Hsiang T’an, Hunan. According to my grandfather, our ancestors moved to Hsiang T’an
from Tang Shan, Kiangsu, in the Ming Dynasty during the reign of Yung Lo. How we got settled in Hsiang T’an I
could not tell, but during the reign of Chien Lung, my great-great-grandfather moved to Hsing Tou T’ang or Star
Pond in Hsing Tzu Wu (Apricot Valley) where I was born. It was so called because a meteorite fell in the pond in
the remote past. It was a scenic spot. Ten miles from there lay the township of Yen Tun Ling. Our ancestral shrine
was there where every year the Ch’i clansmen gathered to worship.
I cannot remember all the things my grandfather told me about my great-great-grandfather except that they
were all buried in Star Pond. My great-grandfather was the third son in the family and he was called San Yeh,
“Master Number Three.” My ancestors were all farmers and, in those days, farmers were poor people and they
usually remained poor all their lives.
My grandfather, being the tenth son in the family, was called Shih Yeh “Master Number Ten.” He was a
straightforward man and whenever he saw injustice, he would speak out in indignation, so everybody called him
“the blunt one.” He went through the ups and downs of the Taiping Heavenly Kingdom period and during his old
age he witnessed the plundering of the palaces of the leaders of the Taiping Rebellion by the Hsiang army. He saw
them getting rich, buying land and houses and behaving as if they were masters of the land. He saw how they
became government officials, how they took advantage of their positions and how they usurped justice in their
dealings with the common people.
My grandfather being poor had nothing to offer these people; and although he never suffered from their
oppression, he never had a good word to say about them. My father was the only son and because I was the eldest
grandson, the love that my grandparents bore me was particularly touching. When I thought about it, I always feel
like having a good cry over their graves.
*
My father was of quite a different temperament from my grandfather. He was timid, honest and not very
effectual. He was used to taking insult without protest, always “swallowing tears” as it were. My mother was
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quite different—strong and capable and would staunchly defend her principles. She was nevertheless polite, frugal
and affable. She enjoyed the reputation of being an amiable person. If my father had not the assistance of my
mother, it would have been quite unthinkable.
Speaking of my mother, it is a long story. Her maiden name was Chou. Her family lived very near Star Pond.
Her father Chou Ya Jo was a local tutor. She married my father when she was seventeen. On her wedding day, my
grandmother, as was the custom, looked over her dowry-box. My mother was a little embarrassed because, being
poor, there was very little of value in the box. My grandmother said, being herself from a poor family,
“A good girl does not depend on her dowry; a family gets prosperous on its own strength.”
My mother was deeply touched, and so, only three days after her wedding, she started working in the kitchen
and attended to all household affairs. She was always very courteous to her parents-in-law and whenever she had
some good food, she always gave it to them first before having her own share.
In our village we used to dry hay for fuel. Very often the hay contained some bits of grain and my mother
would use a rod to beat it. In a year, she would collect something like five pecks which she would use to exchange
for cotton.
We grew some jute near the grounds of our house and my mother would occupy herself with weaving cotton in
Spring and jute in Summer. Thus, ever since my mother’s advent, everyone began to wear clothing made of
material woven by her, and my grandparents were always given the first choice and my father second, and then
herself. Within two years the family had a trunkful of clothing.
My grandparents never had so much worldly possession and they were very happy. They used to say,
“Our daughter-in-law has a pair of marvellous hands.”
My mother also reared a good number of ducks and chickens as well as pigs, which all contributed to the
family’s subsistence. Although all these meant a great deal of patience and hardship, we were in essence a happy
family.
The year I was born my grandfather was fifty-six years old, my grandmother fifty-one, my father twenty-five
and my mother nineteen. I was quite a weakling and fell ill rather frequently. The doctor used to order that I
should refrain from eating this and that, including meat, fish and greasy things. That was when I was still a
suckling baby. Because of what the doctor said, my mother went on diet, avoiding all the things that I was not
supposed to touch for fear that they might affect the quality of her milk. Of course, poor people did not have much
meat or fish anyway, but on festivals, we would have a little of each, but my mother would scrupulously stay
away from them. That was the way she tried to preserve my health. When I come to think of it, I often feel that I
owe her a great deal and regret that I was not able to spend more time with her when I grew up.
I was given the name “Shun Chih” and my grandparents all called me “Ah Chih.” When I became a carpenter,
my employers all called me “Carpenter Chih.” The more courteous ones called me “Master Carpenter Chih.” My
fancy name was “Wei Ch’ing,” but my grandfather gave me another “Lan Ting.” The name “Huang” by which I
was generally known was given by my tutor, who also called me “Pin Sheng.” Not far from my home was a mailstation called “Pai Shih P’u” (White Stone Market) and so my tutor gave me another appellation “White Stone
Hermit,” but people would just call me “Pai Shih.” So I always called myself “Ch’i Pai Shih.” I had other names
like “Wood Devotee,” “Woodman,” and so on, all of which testified to my having been a carpenter, a fact which
was not to be forgotten. I had yet other names like “The Old Citizen of Apricot Valley,” “The Descendant of the
Old House at Star Pond,” “The Old Farmer of Hsiang,” which are used to commemorate the locale where I was
born. “Ch’i Ta” is a play on the proverb “Ch’i ta fei ou”, which also aptly signified my state of being the first
born. “Chi Yuan”, “Chi P’ing,” “Lao P’ing,” “Ping Weng,” “Chi P’ing T’ang Chu Jen,” “Chi Huan Hsien Nu”—
all these to signify my state of being constantly on the move like duckweed (p’ing) in the wind. Also the character
“P’ing” is homophonous with the word “Pin.” The names “Chieh Shan Yin Kuan Chu Che,” “Chieh Shan Weng”
(Borrowed Hill Old Man) were used to remind me that I should be contented wherever I happened to be. “A
Richman with Three Hundred Stone Seals” is an ironic way of saying that I possessed three hundred stone seals.
All these nom de plumes have been used on my paintings or seals. After I attained middle age, people
including foreigners, knew me only as “Ch’i Huang,” or “Pai Shih,” to the neglect of all the others. None knew
the name “Ch’i Shun Chili” except my village elders.
*
During the years 1864 to 65 when I was between two and three, I was the constant concern of my parents and
grandparents, owing to my bad health. We were also too poor to afford the sort of medicine prescribed by my
doctors and so had to ask for credit from the herbalists.
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We were all very superstitious. Two days out of three, my grandmother and my mother would go to a nearby
temple and prayed for my health. They kowtowed and knocked their heads against the floor until their forehead
became swollen like a big persimmon.
There were also witch-doctors in my village and my grandmother and mother would get them to come, but my
poor health persisted in spite of everything. Somehow, as I grew older, my health improved and in the Winter of
the 5th year of T’ung Ch’ih (1866), when I was four, I completely recovered.
My grandfather often carried me in his arms and played with me. He had a black coat made of goat’s fur. It
was in a rather poor condition but that was his best article of worldly possession. In Winter, he would tuck me
inside his great coat and when I fell asleep, he would hug me very firmly. He always said that having a grandson
sleeping close to his chest was the happiest thing in his life. He was fifty-nine then. When the weather was very
cold, he would carry me in his arms sitting near a fire and he would use a poker to write my name “Chih” on the
ashes. He would say,
“This is your name Chih, look at it and don’t forget.”
To tell the truth, my grandfather’s vocabulary was very limited, not more than, say, three hundred, and he only
half understood some of them. But the word “Chili” he knew quite well. My grandfather would, at intervals of
two or three days, teach me one new word and then review the old ones. I was not too dull and I soon remembered
all the words he taught me.
During the years 1867-69 my only tutor was my grandfather. Using a pine branch as pen, I would trace out
characters on the ground. Sometimes they looked quite all right to me. Sometimes I would draw pictures of heads
with round eyes, broad jaws, somewhat like the fat neighbour next door; and when I added a beard to a face, it
would look like the cashier of the little store across the street.
When I was six years old, a certain district officer of Huang Mao Tui Tsu paid a visit to our village. How he
got promoted was not known, but in those days anyone could buy an official position by paying a few hundred
tael of silver. There was a lot of fanfare on the day of his arrival and our village people turned out in force to have
a look at the new official. My mother asked me whether I wanted to go too and I said quite peremptorily,
“I don’t want to go.” My mother said to me afterwards,
“You are quite right. What’s the point of going to see the official? We depend on our two hands for our
livelihood. What has an official to do with us?”
When I was seven, my grandfather had exhausted his vocabulary and so he repeated and repeated the
characters he had taught me and in time I became very familiar with them. In the last month of that year, my
grandfather said,
“Well, let’s have our holiday earlier this year.”
He was full of praise for me for knowing so many words. On one occasion, after saying that he was glad about
my intellience, he heaved a sigh as if there was something in his mind. My mother understood why my
grandfather sighed, which was because he was unable to afford sending me to school to continue my study, and
she said to my grandfather,
“I have saved a little money which I deposited with a silversmith over the hill. I intended to save a bit more so
that I could get a air of gold hairpins for myself, but I have changed my mind. Why not let me get the money back
and buy some paper and books for Ah Chih so that he could study with my father next year. That money will
probably be enough for a year’s tuition. After that, he can read a bit and be able to write letters and do some
bookkeeping.”
And so it was decided there and then that I should go to school next year, to the great joy of my grandfather.
Thus at the age of eight, I started going to the little school in Feng Lin T’ing on a hill-slope to the north of Pai
Shih P’u about three li from my home. My mother made me a blue jacket. Worn over my old black quilted gown,
it made me look quite well-dressed.
At the school the first thing I did was to kowtow before a commemorative tablet of Confucius, and then
afterwards kowtow to my maternal-grandfather, who was to be my tutor. Of course I did not have to pay tuition.
My grandfather took me to school in the morning and back home in the evening. Although three li was not a long
journey, the road was full of mud. It was not too bad on ordinary days, but when rain came it was terrible. Yellow
mud is extremely slippery and if you are not careful, you will fall.
My grandfather usually carried an umbrella in his right hand and a rice basket in the other, and when the road
was really bad he would carry me on his back.
In school I was taught the Three Character Classic, the One Hundred Surnames and the Four Character
Phrase Book. Since I already knew some three hundred characters, I found everything quite easy and I was one of
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the best in the class. Soon I was taught the Poems by a Thousand Authors, and I found it quite enjoyable. The
more I read it, the more I liked it. Although I recite many of the poems, I could understand only half of them. My
favourite ones were always on my lips.
*
In those days, studying means learning by rote. There was what we called “backing the book” which means
that the pupil recites passages with his back to the book, fluently and without hesitation. Calligraphy was also an
important part of the curriculum. What my maternal-grandfather taught me was first to trace out characters from a
copy-book printed in red by the woodblock process. Compared to writing with a pine branch on the ground, this
was a great improvement.
My grandfather presented to me a broken ink-stick and a cracked ink-stone. These he had treasured for a long
time and were the only items of the “four treasures of the study” in his possession. He had saved these for his own
use, to keep accounts, and he seldom took them out. So, with a new brush and some copy paper, the “four
treasures” were complete.
It was a happy day for me and from then on I spent a lot of time tracing, tracing, tracing. I got somewhat tired
of the routine and started to draw.
It happened that over the doors of my neighbour was hung a picture of the Thunder God. It was customary for
a family with a new born baby to hang such a picture on the wall, to dispel ghosts and evil spirits. It was rather
coarsely done, with red ink on yellow paper, probably by some village painter. When my second brother was
born, we had the same sort of painting on the wall and I was quite familiar with it.
The more I looked at the picture, the more I wanted to imitate the drawing. So, after school one day, I took out
my brush and ink-stone and started to draw. It was a poor effort. The Thunder God that I drew looked more like a
funny parrot and so I tried and tried again, but still I could not get the likeness. So I took a sheet of used
translucent bamboo paper, put it over the painting on the wall and started to trace the picture.
This time it was different. It was so good that I had to do another for one of my classmates.
From then on my interest in drawing grew. Because my classmates talked about it, other students came to ask
for my drawings. I had often to tear sheets from my exercise books and use them to draw pictures for them.
I first started to draw old fishermen. It was not easy and I had to try and try. Then I drew flowers, plants, birds,
animals, insects, fishes, cows, horses, pigs, sheep, fowls, shrimps, crabs, frogs, sparrows, butterflies, dragonflies
and so on—all the things that I used to see. These are the things I loved best. Nobody ever saw a Thunder God,
and so however hard I tried to draw him, the results were always disappointing.
In that year my mother gave birth to my third brother Shun Tsao and as usual, the Thunder God was hung, but
this time I did not draw it. I liked to draw for my classmates things that I saw around me and I did this quite often,
using up a lot of paper. My maternal-grandfather was familiar with the “Family Mottoes” of Chu Po Lu and he
often mumbled something like this,
“We must constantly remember that every bowl of rice or congee is not easy to come by; we must keep in
mind that every thread and strand of silk is precious material.”
Which are two well-known sayings in that book. When he saw me using up so much paper on such a useless
pursuit as drawing, he used to reprimand me with:
“You’re only playing and not engaged in proper business. Look, how much good paper you have wasted.”
School children in those days were afraid of their teachers, especially his inevitable ruler, which was often
used to beat on their out-stretched palms. I was not normally mischievous and seldom had to suffer the indignity
of being beaten with a ruler. Once or twice my maternal-grandfather was angry with me for using too much paper,
but being very fond of me and in view of my being quite a hardworking boy, I never suffered the usual
punishment. In any case, I was so addicted to drawing that it would be quite impossible for me to give it up, and
so, in order to avoid spending money on paper, I searched everywhere for used wrapping paper.
*
Autumn came, and I was studying the Confucian Analects when my mother called me to her and said,
“It’s a bad year and there is not enough money for you to carry on this year’s study.”
I had then to stop studying. We kept ourselves alive by eating yam which my mother taught me to cook over a
cow-dung fire. After digging up all the yam we went for wild vegetables. In later years, every time I drew a yam I
always thought about the circumstances of those times. I once wrote:
“What can conquer my hunger is worth more than half a year of stored food. When I am successful, I should
not forget how well it tasted.”

810

The sufferings of the poor can only be understood by the poor themselves. It cannot be communicated to the
rich.
*
During the years 1871-73 I stayed at home helping out in carrying water, tending to household affairs, planting
vegetables and generally taking care of my two younger brothers. The most important work I did was to gather
firewood for fuel. When there was a surplus, we sold it. I was not being idle. What I liked most was cutting
firewood. Children in the neighbourhood would go with me up the hills and then after gathering enough firewood,
we would take a rest and some of us would play games using little bundles of firewood. We would each take out a
bundle, stand them on the ground so that the top end of each bundle would recline against the others like a
pyramid. Each of us would in turn throw a length of firewood from a distance against the bundle. Whoever
succeeded in demolishing the pyramid I won and the stake was usually a bundle of firewood. In this way we could
enjoyably spend\fn{The text has: spend enjoyable} a good part of the afternoon.
Whenever I had any time I would review the few books that my maternal-grandfather taught me. I also
practised calligraphy. As for drawing, , this I did only secretly. I would not any more tear paper from my exercise
books but used paper from old account books.
When I was eleven, my grandfather rented several mu of rice-field and reared a buffalo. So every day I cut
wood, took care of the buffalo and I at the same time looked after my second brother so that he did not have to be
in my mother’s way. My health was not good at all and a fortune teller had said about me:
“The child is under the influence of the planet Mercury. To avoid calamity, something must be done to ward off
its influence.” So my grandmother bought me a bronze bell and tied it round my neck with a red, string and said
to me,
“Ah Chih, you take your second brother up the hill and take good care of the buffalo, cut some wood and when
dusk falls, I will wait for you at the door. When I hear the bell, I shall know you are coming back and I’ll get your
dinner ready.”
My mother also bought a bronze plaquette to serve as good-luck charm, on which was engraved the name of
Amitabha Buddha and tied it together with the bell. She said,
“With this charm, tigers and leopards and ghosts and spirits up the hills will not dare to come near you.”
I regret to say that these two ornaments were lost during the civil war in the 1919’s. But later on I specially
made replicas of them and hanged them on my belt. I also made a seal engraved with the characters “BellHanger” and wrote the following poem on a painting of a buffalo:
Round Star Pond apricot blossoms perfumed the air,.
I took a yellow buffalo and walked towards the east.
I had a bell on me, my kind mother’s idea;
Now I am myself a bell-listening old man.

I always took some books with me when I went up the hills so as to relieve much of the tedium of looking after
the buffalo, picking up cow-dung and cutting firewood. One day I was concentrating on some passages and forgot
about everything else, so that when it was time to go home I realised I had gathered very little firewood. After
dinner when I was taking my brush out to practise writing, my grandmother said to me,
“Ah Chili, your father is my only son; you’re my eldest grandson. You are as precious to us as a pearl that
glows at night. We thought that our family has added a good helping hand. When you were small and weak, your
mother and I were extremely worried for you, burning incense, praying all the time. Now when we lack firewood
at home, you would only spend time practising hand-writing and not doing anything useful. We all know the
saying: “After three days of wind and four days of rain, can good literature be boiled in the pot and served as
food?” If we do not have rice tomorrow, ah Chili, what do you propose to do? You mean to say you can fill your
stomach with a book and a brush? It is a pity that you were born into the wrong kind of family.”
I knew that it was out of good intention that my grandmother said this, hoping that I would thereby make more
efforts to help our poor family. From then on, although I still brought along some books whenever I went up the
hills, I would hang them on the buffalo’s horn and not touch them until I had picked enough dung and cut enough
firewood. When I was in school, I had not finished reading the Confucian Analects. Whenever I had the chance, I
would make a detour, stop at my maternal grandfather’s place and resolve my difficulties with him.
*
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It was customary in our village for children to be “married” when very young; that is, the girl came and lived
in the boy’s family after a simple ceremony which included making obeisances to the ancestors and heads of the
family. Normally, the girl would be slightly older than the boy, so that she could already start doing some
housework. It was in a sense a betrothal.
It was not until the boy and the girl became adults that they really lived together. The girl was called “child
foster-daughter-in-law.” This happened usually when the girl’s family was poor and was glad to have her taken
care of by someone as early as possible.
Thus, in the year 1874 when I was twelve, on the 21 st day of the first month, I was “married” to a girl called
Ch’en Ch’un Chun. She was my senior by one year and being used to housework she was a great help and was
often praised by my grandparents. I was quite happy but I never showed it because it was not proper to do so.
Thus, she and I contented ourselves by throwing silent glances at one another.
In the same year my grandfather died. When I thought about him, teaching me to write with a pine branch,
keeping me warm in his black goat-skin overcoat, taking me to school—all these memories rushed forth and I
couldn’t stop my tears. I cried for three days and nights. I could not eat anything. My grandmother was crying
hard too, but when she saw me in such a condition, she said,
“Don’t cry so hard; you’re weak and your grandfather wouldn’t like to see you so run down.”
My father and mother also tried to stop me from crying, but I could not control myself. This was the first
misfortune that happened to me. We had very little money then, only sixty silver yuan, but we managed to give
my grandfather a dignified funeral.
During the years 1875-76, we were not doing too well. There was only my father to take care of the farm and it
was a great strain on him. My mother always said this to me,
“Ah Chili, I only wish you had grown-up brothers to help your father support the family.”
In our village, we used firewood for fuel and in the Summer of the year when I was thirteen, there was plenty
of rain so that I was unable to go up the hills for firewood. Sometimes when we ran out of rice, we would dig up
some wild vegetable and bake it, using dried cow-dung for fuel. Sometimes when the stove had not been used for
some time, the rain-water that had seeped in would remain there, a good breeding ground for frogs.
*
When I was fourteen, my mother gave birth to my fourth brother Shun P’ei and for some months, my wife
helped to take care of the baby. As I have said, my health was poor and other than picking firewood and cowdung, taking care of the buffalo, doing some odd jobs at home, I never did anything in the fields. So, one day my
father said to me,
“You’re not too young to learn some farming now.”
Then he taught me the use of the plough. For many days I was struggling hard, being unable to control the
plough nor the buffalo. My father also taught me how to sow seeds and this caused more fatigue. I had to bend my
back all day long with my feet soaked in water. On one occasion, after a day’s work, I was washing my feet when
suddenly I felt a sharp pain on one of my feet as if inflicted by a pair of pincers. I saw blood corning out from one
of my toes. I heard my father say,
“It’s a grass-shrimp that has bitten my boy.”
When I was fifteen (1877), my father realised that I was not fit to be a farm-worker. He considered sending me
away to learn a handicraft. It occurred that one of our relatives, a carpenter, visited us during the New Year
festival and during dinner, my father persuaded him to take me on as an apprentice. So it came to pass that after
some ceremony I was officially accepted as an apprentice.
My instructor was a so-called “large-wood craftsman,” that is, doing all kinds of coarse structures like building
the frame of a hut, ordinary tables and beds, and so on. The real test came when my instructor took me to a
building site, and I found to my distress that I was not strong enough and could not carry large logs. So after
sometime, my instructor decided that I should not continue being a carpenter’s apprentice.
My father got another instructor for me. He was named Ch’i Ch’ang Ling, a very considerate person. He often
said,
“If you go on doing it, you will be able to do it.”
I remember one day when he and I had finished work on a building site and three persons who looked like
carpenters were walking towards us. Since they were all carpenters, I did not take too much notice of them. But to
my surprise, when they came near us, my instructor stood at attention and smiling with his hands down, bowed to
them. The three only nodded acknowledgement, in a rather haughty manner. When they had left, I asked my
instructor why he behaved so humbly towards them since we were all carpenters, to which he replied,
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“Child, you don’t know courtesy. We are craftsmen of coarse articles, but they are craftsmen of refined ones.
They can carve and make artistic things. Unless you’re clever, you just can’t do it. How can we compare
ourselves to them.”
From that day on I made up my mind to be a “small-wood craftsman.
*
In 1878 when I was sixteen, my grandmother and my mother, considering that my health had disqualified me
as a carpenter, discussed the matter with my father in the hope that he would agree to let me change to another
line of business. So I expressed my wish to be a “small-wood craftsman” and my father very quickly succeeded in
persuading a certain flower-carver called Chou Cbib Mei to take me on as an apprentice.
He was thirty-eight and was well-known in the trade as an expert carver. He was particularly good at carving
figures. We got on extremely well. I admired his talent and was interested in learning his craft. He thought I was
intelligent and a good apprentice and, as he had no children, he treated me like a son. He went so far as to say to
others,
“This apprentice of mine will get somewhere in the future and I shouldn’t be surprised that he will become
famous one day and I shall feel honoured for having taught him something.” People thought me promising too
and I could never forget the goodwill my instructor cherished towards me.
When I was seventeen, I suffered a serious ailment, coughing blood several times. I was on the brink of death.
Needless to say, my parents were extremely concerned about me. My mother had just given birth to my fifth
brother Shun Chun and she felt quite helpless.
Fortunately, a certain herbalist called Chang came to my rescue, but I had lost considerable time in my
apprenticeship. It was customary for the duration of apprenticeship to be a little over three years, but because of
my illness, that had to be prolonged. However, I finally graduated. This was a great event and my family
celebrated it by inviting several dozen people to dinner.
This happened just when Ch’un Chun and I became husband and wife in fact, not in name only. She was now
twenty and I well over nineteen. Although I had completed my apprenticeship, I still attached myself to instructor
Chou and served as his assistant. It did not take long for my name to be known a hundred miles around my
village. People called me Wood-worker Chili and sometimes even Master Chih when they felt inclined to be
polite towards me. My family was still not well off and so I gave my mother all the money I earned. My instructor
and I often went to work in the home of Ch’i Pe Ch’ang and I got to know his son Kung Fu. We both became
good friends.
In those days, flower-carvers were fond of using traditional subjects like flower basket, uni- corn, plum, peach
and so on. I always thought that variety was essential in art. I drew grapes, pomegranates, plums, peaches, pears,
apricots, peonies, plum flowers, orchids, bamboos, chrysanthemums and so on. For figures, I used subjects from
novels and historical anecdotes. This at once became popular and I was greatly encouraged.
But my family’s economic conditions were still far from being good, although I managed to make more money
by now. My wife Ch’un Chun was very hard-working and she never complained. When our neighbours asked
how she was doing, she always said,
“Very well.” But it was difficult to hide things from our neighbours and on one occasion, a woman next door
said to my wife provocatively,
“Why do you want to suffer poverty here. With your ability, would there be any difficulty finding a wealthier
husband?” But Ch’un Chun, smiling, replied,
“I know my deserts. There is no need for you to plan on my behalf.”
When I was twenty, I came by chance upon a copy of The Mustardseed Garden, A Handbook Of Painting,
printed in five colours in the reign of Ch’ien Lung. Although it was not a complete set, I was able to follow its
instructions and use it as a guide. Only then did I realise that what I had been drawing were far from being
accurate.
So I started all over again. Since the book was not mine and I could not afford to buy another set, I spent half a
year tracing out all the pictures and ever since then I had been using specimens from the book as models for my
carvings.
*
What I earned from my carvings was still not sufficient to maintain my family. My mother was still worrying
about “the seven matters upon opening the door”\fn{ These are firewood, rice, oil, sugar, sauce, vinegar and salt } and my
grandmother often denied herself food in order to give it to me. I could not look at the situation without making
some efforts to improve it.
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So I spent a lot of my evenings making carvings and on the following morning took them to the shops in White
Stone Market for sale on consignment. I made tobacco boxes, using buffalo horn. It was quite popular. I could
produce one every two or three evenings and after deducting the twenty per cent commission, I could buy a peck
of rice with the proceeds.
Smoking was already in vogue in those days and I had early developed a taste for tobacco. There were two
types of tobacco smoking. One was “han yen”, dry-smoking, using the whole leaf, and the other kind is “shui
yen,” wet-smoking, using shredded leaves in a water pipe. I smoked both kinds. Now that my tobacco boxes were
finding a market, I could afford to indulge in the luxury.
When I was twenty-one (1883), Ch’un Chun had her first pregnancy. In spite of her condition, when we had
used up our firewood at home, she had to go up the hill at the back of our hut to get firewood. It was a very
strenuous climb. When her pregnancy was at an advanced stage, she sometimes had to crawl going up the hill.
Our first child was a girl and we gave her the name Chu Ju.
Between 1884 and 1888, I carried on as a flower-carver, meanwhile making tobacco boxes as a side-line. Ever
since I made a copy of the Mustardseed Garden, I had painted every one of those pictures several times over. I
was quite an adept and my name soon spread. I was often paid for my paintings although sometimes I received
presents instead. The name Carpenter Cbib was always associated with painting. I used to say,
“One should speak a language that people can understand, and paint things that people can see.”
The Thunder Gods that I used to paint I now considered unworthy of my art. After all, the Thunder God was a
fictitious figure. I preferred painting figures in old costumes because they were actually worn by the ancients and
were illustrated in the Mustardseed Garden. After seeing an opera I would draw figures in constumes used in the
opera.
I was quite well-known in my village now. Most people asked me to paint pictures of gods such as the Jade
Emperor, Lao Tzu, God of Fortune, God of the Kitchen, Yama, the Dragon God, the Thunder God, God of
Lightning, the Rain God, the Wind God, Cow-Head, Horse-Face, the Four Guardians of Buddhist Temples, Door
Gods, and so on. Although I did not like drawing these things, I did it for the sake of the fees which were one
thousand coins per picture.
Of course I sometimes painted to please my village relatives or friends. Sometimes my drawings were
benevolent. looking figures, using pictures from the Mustardseed Garden as models, but it was difficult to draw
fierce-looking figures. It won’t do to make all figures look like the Thunder God! So I used some extraordinary
looking persons among members of my circle as models and when I had finished the pictures, I was often amused
at the results.
*
By the time I was twenty-six I had five brothers and three sisters and my family consisted of fourteen
members. We were all busy working, some of us tending the fields, some picking firewood and others taking care
of the buffalo. My grandmother was now seventy-seven and all she could do was to watch the young children
play. Besides looking after the poultry and watering the vegetables, Ch’un Chun helped my mother to weave. She
would sit under the shade of a vine-lattice weaving. I was often away from home and when I came back I was
often a little annoyed by the monotonous sound of the shuttle. When I think of it now, the sound was rather sweet
and I am somewhat nostalgic about it. Many years after, I wrote a poem about this:
My wife laughed at me for wasting my life.
Always travelling abroad in bad health and times.
The sound of weaving from underneath the vine's shadel loathed it then but yearn now to hear it again.

At this juncture I must record my indebtedness to someone called Hsiao Hsiang Kai, an accomplished painter,
although by profession a paper-craft artist. I owed my first lessons to this sanguine man. It was when I was
twenty-seven (1889) that I first met Mr. Hu Ch’in Yuan who came to see me for a picture. He was impressed with
my skill and one day he asked me earnestly, “Do you want to start studying as well as learning to paint?” to which
I replied,
“I do want to study and paint, but I am too poor to be able to afford it.” He said,
“Don’t worry, as long as you have the will, you can study and sell pictures at the same time. Come and see me
when you are free.”
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Mr. Hu Ch’in Yuan was a generous, straight-forward and amiable person, He was a collector as well as an
accomplished painter, calligrapher and poet. He often invited friends to his home, making verses together.
“Round the table there are always many guests; inside the bottle there is no lack of wine.”
So, one day I called on him. He was entertaining friends, but glad to see me. He invited me to stay for lunch
and presented me to the private tutor employed by his family, called Ch’en Tso Hsun, a well-known scholar of
Hsiang T’an. Mr. Hu said to me during lunch,
“If you want to study you can call Mr. Ch’en our tutor right now, but what would you parents say?” I said,
“My parents will of course respect your wish, but unfortunately we are too poor—” at which Mr. Hu
interrupted me,
“Didn’t I tell you that you can sell your paintings to support your family? Your painting are saleable, so don’t
worry.” I said,
“But I am afraid I am too old and it’s too late,” Mr. Hu said,
“Haven’t you read the Three Character Classic? There it says:
Su Lao Ch’uan
At twenty-seven
Began serious studies.

“You’re exactly twenty-seven, why don’t you learn from Su Lao Ch’uan?” Mr. Ch’en took up the conversation
and said,
“If you really want to study I shall waive your tuition fee.”
All the others at the table spoke to the effect that since I could study under the expert guidance of Mr. Ch’en
and learn painting from Mr. Hu, I need not worry about remaining obscure. When I told Mr. Hu that I was
eternally grateful to him for his generosity, he said,
“Quit calling me Mr. Hu. Just call me teacher.”
So the matter was decided there and then. After lunch, as custom would have it, I made the usual obeisences
before a commemorative tablet of Confucious and forthwith became a student of Mr. Hu and Mr. Ch’en.
*
I settled down in the Hu family. My instructors gave me the name Huang and the fancy name Pin Sheng.
Because I lived near the White Stone Village, I was called White Stone Hermit. The last was used as signature on
my paintings. Mr. Ch’en said to me one day,
“It is always best to be able to write poems so that you can put them on your paintings. Go and study the Three
Hundred T’ang Poems. This book is enjoyed by all, both the learned and ordinary people. It is commonly said that
even the uninitiated will be able to make poetry if they know the Three Hundred T’ang Poems by heart.”
I knew the volume called Poems By One Thousand Authors when I was young and so I was able to enjoy the
Three Hundred T’ang Poems like meeting old friends. After two months, Mr. Ch’en asked me,
“How many poems do you know now by heart?” And when I told him that I knew almost all the three hundred
T’ang poems, he was somewhat skeptical. But when he took some poems at random and examined me on them,
he was convinced that I told the truth.
From there I proceeded to study Mencius and as a kind of recreation I read The Strange Stories Of A Chinese
Studio and the Essays Of The Eight Masters Of T’ang and Sung.
I found reading the greatest pleasure in life. I had then started to draw flowers, birds, grass and insects. Mr. Hu
always told me this,
“Stones should be lean, trees should be curved, birds should live and your hands should be practised.”
He let me study his collection of paintings and calligraphy. He also introduced me to one T’an Li Sheng and
wanted me to study landscape painting with him. Mr. Hu would often inscribe my paintings with poems of his and
was fond of telling me,
“Go and study poetry. It would be a pity not to be able to inscribe poems on your paintings.”
It was Spring, the waterlilies were blossoming. Mr. Hu’s friends were all making poems and they invited me to
take part. So I plucked up courage and presently completed a seven-character quatrain. My heart pounded fast and
I was afraid I had made a fool of myself. But Mr. Hu, smiling, said of my poem, “Not bad, not bad,” at the same
time reading it aloud. Everyone thought I had great talent and I was glad that this first shot of mine made an
impact.
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In the same year my first son was born and we called him Liang Yuan. Living with the Hu family was most
pleasant. I was making good income out of my drawings. Photography was not yet common and I was doing good
business portraying the rich. For every portrait, I received two taels of silver. That was not bad. From that time
onwards, I put aside the chisel and took up the writing-brush instead. Between the age of twenty-eight and thirtytwo, I depended on drawing for my living.
Although I was much better off than before, I often went to bed groping in the dark for lack of oil for the lamp.
Sometimes I had no light except that from burning pinewood and did a lot of reading this way. I distinctly
remembered I read the Po Chu-i volume called Ch’ang Ch’ing Chi in this manner. When I was seventy, I wrote a
poem entitled “To my Children Recalling Past Events,” which describes this episode:
In my poor village I started learning very late,
And never seriously studied till I was twenty-seven.
What harm was there, not having oil for fuel?
I used to bum pine branches and read T’ang poetry.

At thirty, (1892) my painting business expanded as I became better-known. My mother’s knitted brows began
to relax and my grandmother once said to me, smiling,
“Ah Chih, you haven’t done injustice to your writing-brush. I used to say that you couldn’t cook a meal with
books, but now I can see that you can with your paintings.”
I began to extend my activities into landscape painting, flowers, birds and so on, besides portraiture. The
women especially wanted me to draw historical figures like Mu Lan and Wen Chi. Those figures pleased them so
much that they jokingly called me Ch’i The Beautiful.
In fact, my drawings were far from perfect, but there was no competition around. There were, however, a few
snobs who would ask me to paint, but did not want me to inscribe my name on the pictures because they thought I
did not belong to the elite. I thought this was ridiculous. However, since they paid, I thought nothing of it. In the
same year, I learned the art of mounting pictures.
I had begun to join a poetry group. My friends’ poems were usually rather formal, full of classical allusions
and clever rhymes, but not always inspired. I believe that poetry should be concerned with the spirit and although
form is important, it is the spirit that gives poetry life. Thus, although I did not have the skill of my friends, my
poems were not necessarily less pleasing.
The group had no fixed days for meeting. We gathered together and talked about poetry and literature in
general and sometimes calligraphy, painting, seal-engraving as well as song-writing. We had borrowed some
rooms in a monastery in Five-Dragon Hill and we called our group the Dragon Hill Poetry Society. It was a quiet
well-wooded retreat, a kind of summer resort. The nucleus of the Society consisted of Wang Chung Yen, Lo Chen
Wu, Lo Hsing Wu, Chen Fu Ken, T’an Tsu Ch’uan, Hu Li San and myself. People called us The Seven Scholars
of Dragon Hill.
They all wanted me to be president of the Society. At first I resisted the idea because as far as learning and
social position were concerned, I was much their inferior. I thought they were pulling my leg, but when Wang
Chung Yen said, “Don’t be stubborn. You’re the oldest amongst us. If you will not take up the job, who will?
Don’t stand on ceremony any more.”—against this I had no defence.
Soon another poetry society was formed meeting in Li Sung An’s place and was called the Lo Shan Poetry
Society. Lo Shan and Dragon Hill were about fifty li apart and in spite of the distance, many of us of Dragon Hill
also joined the Lo Shan.
*
When I was thirty-three (1895), drought hit our village. There was impending famine and the poorer villagers
flocked to the wealthy families for meals. In those days, rich families always had their granaries well stocked and
it was customary for the poor in days of difficulty to line up outside their doors, usually in an orderly manner, to
ask for food. They would do their cooking there and were in general considerate enough to go away after several
meals and seek help elsewhere.
But other groups would arrive. Since we sometimes turned out in force to attend poetry meetings at the Li
family, people sometimes wondered why we self-proclaimed poets should join the refugee ranks.
My presence at both poetry societies was particularly welcomed, one of the reasons being that I could make
hand-painted letter paper. This was used for poetry writing. White paper did not seem good enough to write
poems on. Very often I spent nights drawing flowers, birds, fishes, shrimps and landscape on letter-sized sheets
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for the benefit of my friends. They were not unappreciative and I have heard one of them say that since I had to
spend evenings doing those paintings, the paper should be carefully used and preserved.
*
When I was thirty-four (1896) I began to take up calligraphy seriously. At first I practised the court style, that
is, the formal type of writing used in court examinations. My two instructors wrote in the style of Ho Shao Chi
and I had for some time followed their example. I once had a rather humiliating experience. I had asked someone
from Ch’angha reputed to be a good seal-engraver to do a seal for me, on a piece of Shou Shan stone. After a few
days I went to see if it was done, but he returned the stone to me, saying,
“Polish it first before I’ll do it.”
I looked at the piece of stone and found it to be as smooth as could be, but since he demanded it, I polished it
again and took it back to him. He did not so much as look at the stone but put it aside. So after a few days I went
to see him again and he handed me back the stone, saying,
“It is not smooth enough, take it back and polish it.” He was indeed arrogant and I am sure he did not think
much of the piece of stone or myself. I thought,
“Why should I suffer all this just for a seal!”
So I took the stone back, and in the same evening, I did the engraving myself. When my host saw the stone
next morning, he told me that my engraving showed more elegance than any done by the visitor from Ch’angha. I
felt flattered as I knew I had little idea of engraving.
From that day on, I practised real hard. I remembered particularly the advice of a skillful practitioner called Li
T’ieh An, who said,
“There is a lot of good stone in this area. Carry a whole basketful home and start to engrave and erase, engrave
and erase. When you have filled three or four tien hsin boxes, you will have achieved something.”
*
I never travelled more than a hundred li from Apricot Valley until I was thirty-five, when a friend asked me to
go to the city to do a portrait.
When I was thirty-seven, I was introduced to Mr. Wang Hsiang Ch’i, a famous artist, by Mr. Chang Chung
Yang. I submitted some of my poems, paintings, seals and specimens of calligraphy for him to look at, and he
said,
“Your paintings and seal-engravings are remarkably like those of the monk Chi Shan.”
I felt greatly encouraged because Chi Shan was an accomplished artist, a descendant of the Sung poet Huang
Shan Ku. To be compared to him was no mean honour, all the more so when the opinion was given by Wang
Hsiang Ch’i. A lot of people claimed to be students of his because that would raise their prestige, but I had
resisted several times being introduced to him because I was afraid people might think I was trying to boost
myself. Wang Hsiang Ch’i did not realise that and was known to have said to someone,
“Everyone has his own peculiar temperament. There is a bronze craftsman of Heng Yang named Tseng Chao
Chi and the iron craftsman of Wu Shih Chai, Chang Chung Yang, and there is also this carpenter who is very
industrious but never wanted to be my student.”
When Chang Chung Yang heard this, he came especially to acquaint me of it. He said,
“Since Mr. Wang thinks so highly of you, why don’t you go and seek his instructions. A lot of people wanted to
be his students, but never succeeded. Why do you play hard-to-get?”
I was in fact grateful for Mr. Wang’s sentiment towards me and so I plucked up courage and on the eighteenth
of the tenth month, I went with Chang Chung Yang to see him and officially became his student. But I felt that I
was too uncouth and was always conscious that people might criticise me for being a climber. So I never dared to
mention Mr. Wang’s name in front of people, but I admired Mr. Wang very deeply. Chang Chung Yang once told
me,
“Our master thinks that your prose is quite presentable, but your poetry reads like Hsieh P’an of the Red
Chamber Dream.” That hit the nail on the head because I wrote that my heart commands without putting on too
much embellishment and indeed my poetry somewhat resembles that character.
About that time I engraved more than ten seals for some well-known members of the gentry, the T’an brothers,
the eldest being T’an Yen K’ai. A certain Scholar Ting, a self-styled expert in seal-engraving spoke derogatively
of me to the T’an brothers. They accordingly erased my engravings and instead invited Scholar Ting to do them
all over again. When I heard about this, I said to myself,
“Ting and I both took after the style of Ting Lung Hung and Huang Hsiao Sung. How can his engraving be
right and mine wrong?” But I was sure sooner or later I would be vindicated and so I thought no more of it.
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*
When I was thirty-eight, I did a painting for a wealthy salt merchant, who wanted his tour of the seventy-two
peaks in Heng Mountains to be permanently recorded. The immensity of the landscape necessitated my making
twelve scrolls each measuring six feet in height. In order to please the salt merchant, I used rather heavy
colouring, so much so that I used up two catties of a pigment called “stone green” or malachite, to mention
nothing else. To me this seemed quite ridiculous, but the salt merchant was very pleased with the result and gave
me 320 taels of silver.
That was a lot of money and people were greatly impressed by this. My prestige as a painter was greatly
enhanced and demand for my paintings grew rapidly.
With the money I was able to move to Mei Kung Shrine. Here I could see many plum trees all around and so I
called my abode “The Hundred Plum Book House.” I built a small study and called it “Borrowed Hill Poetry
Chamber” and planted some banana trees around it. In Summer the banana trees gave good shade and in Autumn,
during rainy nights, the rustling of the banana leaves gave rise to poetic thoughts. Here in this chamber, I wrote
several hundred poems.
Mei Kung Shrine was not far from Star Pond and so Ch’un Chun and I often exchanged visits with my parents.
There were many lily ponds, along the way, and during blossom time the perfume from the flowers was
enchanting. I planted many lilies too in front of my house.
Because the seed-pockets of the lilies attracted intruders, I built a little shed with hay and my two sons were
ordered to keep watch there by turn. My elder son was twelve and they younger six. Ordinarily they would go up
the hills to pick firewood and I was very glad they were hard workers.
One day, just after noon, I took a stroll by the pond and saw my younger son lying inside the shed which was
so small it could hardly cover his whole length. He was fast asleep and his old clothes were wet through with
sweat. I looked at the grass underneath and it was all dried up by the sorching sun. How could he stand the cruel
heat, I thought, and he was so young. So I called him,
“Liang Fu, are you asleep?”
He sat up and looked sheepishly at me, afraid that I might scold him for taking a siesta. He was glad I ordered
him to go back to the house.
*
1901: I was thirty-nine. Someone asked me why I used Borrowed Hill to name my house. I said,
“That is simple enough. The hill is not mine. I borrowed it to please myself.” To commemorate the occasion I
painted a picture of “The Borrowed-Hill Poetry Chamber.”
In the same year, my grandmother died. When I thought about our poorer days and how she starved herself in
order to save enough food for me, I felt as if my heart was being pierced by a knife.
204.97 Letter To An American School Friend\fn{by Xue Youfu aka Y. F. Sik (1863-1884)} Amoy, Fukien Province,
China (M) 1
Amoy, China
Jan. 10th, 1882.
Dear friend Kate.
Your letter which you sent to my home reached its destination on November 8 th, but it was not sent to me until
December 2nd. At that time I was in Pagoda Anchorage. They did not sent to me earlier, because they expected me
home long before that time and I was very glad in receiving it.
We stayed at San Francisco for about a week and I enjoyed it very much, for there are great many sights to be
seened there which was very interesting to me. We sailed on Sept. 6 th in the afternoon on the steamship, City of
Peking, a large steamship with very good accommodation. Great many people were at the wharf seeing us off, and
after we had taken our last farewells from our friends on shore, till we lost sight of them, and in a few hours we
were enjoying the pure ocean-breeze.
We were at first quite delighted in walking on deck, looking at this, and then at that, but toward night I think
many of us had too much of the ocean air and you know the consequence was they were sick, besides the sea was
quite rough, and the ship rocked considerable. I was Sik, but not sea-sick. The next two days I felt very weak, and
sat in the Social Hall most of the time not daring to eat much. So I will leave it to you to decide weather I was sick
or not.
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On the third day I then began to enjoy my journey and had delightful time throughout. There were a great
many missionaries and other passengers on board, beside us. Some of the missionaries had been to China before
so I enjoyed their company ever so much. By this time we are far out on the ocean, seeing nothing except water
and the blue sky as far as our eyes can reach, also some sea-gulls which followed behind us all the way.
Sometimes by chance we could see faintly a ship in the far off horizon, and then it would interest us greatly, for
we have nothing to do, but to sit down, and watch it and besides a ship or steamship are not to be seened by us
very often on the ocean. I would sit and watch it for hours, till it faded on the distance horizon.
One afternoon as I was down below in the cabin talking with some of the boys, suddenly the whistle began to
blow as if something had happened, and the sailors running on deck above us making a great noise. I thought
something was the matter, so I went up stairs, but greatly to my astonishment it was a fault\fn{ Not a typographcal
error; a note says that the letter is translated with all the errors in English written by the author retained } alarm, given to drill the
crew in case of fire. It scared the ladies so that we all had a good laugh over it afterwards.
I had often sat watching at the motion of the water, and the sea-gulls flying to and fro behind our ship, picking
up the food which chanced to be thrown from the ship, and I had often wondered how can they fly all day long
without resting, and at night they must sleep on the water. The journey had been very pleasant and the ocean was
very calm, except when we encountered a severe storm which lasted two days and nights, midway between San
Francisco and Yokohama.
Our captain in order to calm us said it was a moderate gale, but to all of us it was a severe September gale. The
ocean was a terrible agitation, and the wind blew dreadfully. The ship rolled from one side to the other as if some
one was rocking the baby to sleep. It was impossible to sit still, and all I could do was to cling on to the chair, or
holding fast to the cabin, yet I enjoyed it very much in some respects. The nights were pitch dark and the rolling
of the ship filled many of our hearts with anxiety.
I went on the edge of the ship and watched the phosphorescence of the waves. It was as large as a baseball and
very bright. I wish you was there; don’t you think you would enjoy it?
We traveled generally ten and half knots an hour. Sometimes if the wind were favorable we would go about
thirteen knots, if unfavorable; we would go about eight and half knots.
We reached Yokohama in eighteen days which was considered a very fast time, for generally it would take
from twenty to twenty-four days. In Yokohama I stayed at a Japanese hotel and went about the city in a
“jinricsha”—a small carraige drawn by a person, and saw many places which are very interesting, besides many
curiositys. Yokohama is the most important port of the Japanese Empire. I went to Tokio, the capital which is
nineteen miles from Yokohama, and saw many queer things there.
After staying four days at Yokohama, we took a Japanese steamer, Tokio Maru for Shanghai. The weather from
Yokohama to Shanghai was delightful, and the sea was as calm as a millpond. We stopped at Kobe on our way, a
beautiful town situated on the hill-side. From Kobe to Nagasaki our last stopping place, we passed through the
Inland Sea with numerous small low islands scattered over everywhere, and the scenery of the surrounding places
was beautiful. The sight was charming as we glided along over the quiet blue sea.
We landed at Shanghai on the November 6th. I was very glad when I stepped on land, yet I wish I had a few
more days to stay. At Shanghai I stayed with my cousin for six weeks and then I went to Pagoda Anchorage near
Foochow, then I came home.
The weather here is not very cold, it is somewhat like August and September in America. Now you are having
snow and ice and plenty of cold weather, here is just the opposite for the flowers are now blossoming in our yard.
I wish you was here to enjoy this climate for it is very pleasant. But you must remember here have the same
latitude as that of south of Florida.
How I long I could skate now for just a few hours, for you know how I love to skate. No doubt Holyoke still
has a skating-rink and have plenty of skating this winter.
I am really sorry that the package which I sent did not reach you safely. I suppose the class still holds its
meeting twice every month and no doubt the class will go up to Mt. Nonotuck this summer to spend a day. I have
given your love to my sister and she inquired who you was so I told her and she was quite please.
How I wish I was in America again to see my old friends again. I will write my address in Chinese so that you
can put it on the envelope with my other address so that you can sent the letter to my home, Amoy.
I hope you are well and enjoying yourself. Hope to hear from you soon. I remain
Your true friend
Y. F. Sik
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181.50 Reminiscences Of An Old Chinese Railroad Worker\fn{by Wong Hua-hon (1864-after 1926)} Yinhui County,
Guangdong Province, China (M) 1
I first came to Canada in 1882 (the eighth year of Guangxu)\fn{ The reigning title of the ninth emperor of the Manchu
on a sailing vessel. There were ninety or so fellow Chinese on the same ship. We
debarked at Westminster in mid-March of that year.
After a few days ashore, I set out on foot with a group of about four hundred Chinese to join the railroad
construction at Yale.\fn{In British Columbia) In the daytime we walked and at night we slept in cloth tents beneath
the trees. Those who did not have tents hung up their blankets to act as makeshift shelters.
After our arrival at Yale, we had worked only two days when the white foreman ordered the gang to which I
was assigned to move to North Bend. We started on our way at seven in the morning; there were many Chinese in
our traveling group.
The weather was bad, for it rained all day, and we were all wet and cold. Among our traveling companions
there were some arrivals who were unaccustomed to the exposure of the Canadian climate and sickened. Some
died as they rested beneath the trees or lay on the ground. When I saw this I felt miserable and sad. Fortunately I
was in more robust health and continued my journey until I reached the destination.
When we arrived at North Bend, we pitched our tents by the river. But the river level rose because of the recent
rains and within a week we had to move our camp three times. The floods also severed the road from Vancouver
to North Bend in several places so that pack trains could not come through. Our food supply was cut off and our
store of provisions dwindled.
*
Our foreman then ordered us to pack up and return to Yale. So, although already suffering pangs of hunger, we
had to start on our way immediately. When we were passing China Bar on the way, many of the Chinese died
from an epidemic. As there were no coffins to bury the dead, the bodies were stuffed into rock crevices or beneath
the trees to await their arrival. Those whose burials could not wait were buried on the spot in boxes made of crude
thin planks hastily fastened together. There were even some who were buried in the ground wrapped only in
blankets or grass mats. New graves dotted the landscape and the sight sent chills up and down my spine.
When we returned to Yale, we worked there for a while. Then the foremen ordered us to move to Hope. At that
time I belonged to gang No. 161. Each gang consisted of about thirty workers and I heard that there were more
than 380 gangs.
*
The work at Hope was very dangerous. On one occasion, there was a huge rock on the slope of the mountain
that stood in the railroad’s path and must be removed by blasting before the tracks could go through. However, the
sides of the rock were nearly perpendicular all around and there was no easy way to reach the top. The workers
had to scramble to the top by use of timber scaffolding and by ropes fastened to the rock. After they reached the
top they drilled holes in the rock to hold the dynamite charges.
I was one of the workers who were assigned the task of drilling. Each morning I climbed the rock, and after I
had finished the day’s work I was lowered again by rope. I remembered that in blasting this rock more than three
hundred barrels of explosives were used.
When blasting, all of the workers usually hid away in a safe place. But in spite of this there was one, Leung,
who was killed. Actually Leung had already gone behind another hill, where he thought he would be safe. He then
sat on the hillside and lit his pipe while he waited for the blasting to proceed. Unexpectedly, a huge boulder
thrown up by the blast landed on the hillside where Leung was sitting and rolled down the slope, hitting him in
the back. We heard a piercing shriek, and by the time we reached him Leung was already dead.
Another incident occurred about ten to fifteen miles west of Yale. Dynamite was used to blast a rock cave.
Twenty charges were placed and ignited, but only eighteen blasts went off. However, the white foreman, thinking
that all of the dynamite had gone off, ordered the Chinese workers to enter the cave to resume work. Just at that
moment the remaining two charges suddenly exploded.
Chinese bodies flew from the cave as if shot from a cannon. Blood and flesh were mixed in a horrible mess.
On this occasion about ten or twenty workers were killed.
*
In 1883 I moved from Hope to Thompson River and worked there a month. Fortunately I suffered no
Dyunasty, who ruled from 1875-1906}
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accidents. Later I moved again to work in a barren wilderness for more than a year. There, more than one
thousand Chinese laborers perished from epidemics. In all, more than three thousand Chinese died during the
building of the railroad from diseases and accidents.
I am now sixty-two and I have experienced many hardships and difficulties in my life. I am proud of the fact
that we Chinese contributed much to the development of transportation in Canada. Yet now\fn{ In 1926} the
government is enforcing forty-three discriminatory immigration regulations against us. The Canadian people
surely must have short memories!
1865

181.81 A Letter to the Board of Education\fn{by Mary McGladery Tape (c.1865- )} Shanghai, China (F) -1
I see that you are going to make all sorts of excuses to keep my child out off the public schools.\fn{ I have
corrected Mrs. Tape’s occasional misspellings and slight grammatical errors in order to conform the text of the letter to standard English
usage in the overall interests of the Protocall for World Peace:H }
Dear sirs, will you please to tell me! Is it a disgrace to be born a Chinese? Didn’t God make us all!!! What
right have you to bar my children out of the school because she is of Chinese decent? There is no other worldly
reason that you could keep her out, except that.
I suppose, you all go to churches on Sundays! Do you call that a Christian act to compell my little children to
go so far to a school that is made on purpose for them?\fn{ In order to avoid integrating the public schools, the then
Superintendent of Schools, Jackson Moulder, caused the schol code to be amended, establishing a separate school on the outskirts of
Chinatown, for Chinese children; that “when such separate schools are established Chinese or Mongolian children must not be admitted
into any other schools”} My children don’t dress like the other Chinese. They look just as funny amongst them as the

Chinese dress in Chinese look amongst you Caucasians.
Besides, if I had any wish to send them to a Chinese school I could have sent them two years ago without
going to all this trouble. You have expended a lot of the public money foolishly, all because of a one poor little
child. Her playmates are all Caucasians ever since she could toddle around. If she is good enough to play with
them, then is she not good enough to be in the same room and study with them?
You had better come and see for yourselves. See if the Tapes are not same as other Caucasians, except in
features.
It seems no matter how a Chinese may live and dress, so long as you know they [are] Chinese then they are
hated as one. There is not any right or justice for them.
You have seen my husband and child. You told him it wasn’t Mamie Tape you object to. If it were not Mamie
Tape you object to, then why didn’t you let her attend the school nearest her home, instead of first making one
pretense then another pretense of some kind to keep her out?
It seems to me Mr. Moulder has a grudge against this eight-year-old Mamie Tape. I know there is no other
child—I mean Chinese child—that cares to go to your public Chinese school.\fn{ During the first year of operation of the
Chinese Primary School, only nine out of 561 eligible Chinese children attended it } May you, Mr. Moulder, never be persecuted
like the way you have persecuted little Mamie Tape.
Mamie Tape will never attend any of the Chinese schools of your making! Never!!! I will let the world see, Sir,
what justice there is when it is governed by the racially-prejudiced men!
Just because she is of the Chinese decent—not because she don’t dress like you, because she does. Just
because she is decended of Chinese parents.
I guess she is more of an American then a good many of you that are going to prevent her being educated.
284.18 Excerpt from Huang-ch’ao ching-shih-wen hsin-pien: “On The Need For Complete Westernization”
[Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by T’an
Ssu-t’ung (1865-1898)} Peking, China (M) 2
Your letter\fn{These excerpts are taken “from one of T’an’s long letters to a friend.”: DS 740.2 T29+ c.5 p. 158 } says that the
technique of studying foreign affairs has not yet been very good, and asks, shall we reform our institutions to
provide for better government? Or among the doctrines of the Chinese sages are there some which should not be
discarded completely?
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Ssu-t’ung thinks that there is no doubt about the doctrines of our sages. It is impossible for us to discard even a
little, so how can we do it completely? But the so-called tao\fn{Doctrine} is not empty words. It must be
accompanied by something\fn{Tool or machine} before it can be seen … Without tao there will be no ch’i\fn{Tool or
machine} … and without ch’I there will be no tao …
Without the bow and arrow there will be no tao for archery; without the carriage and horse there will be no tao
for charioteering. …
*
[In the Western relationship] between husband and wife, from the ruler down to the common people, there is
never a precedent for taking a concubine and marriage is arranged out of the desire of the two parties. Hence, the
couple are devoted to each other, and there is no trouble over jealousy [between wife and concubine]. Among
their children also there is no suspicion and envy owing to one’s being the son of the wife or of the concubine.
Among their friends they honor manners and righteousness; they cultivate sincerity and foster harmony. They
share their financial hardships together. The rules of their schools and academies result in the teachers and
disciples having clearly marked friendships and duties to each other, which is en tirely different from the corrupt
conditions of Chinese academies. …
Those who slander the foreigners say that they have done all kinds of inhuman things such as gouging out the
eye-pupils and hearts [of Chinese children], but who has seen it? If it is really true, why have we never heard of
such things being done in their own countries?. … No intelligent person would believe this rumor.
Your letter says that during the last several decades Chinese scholars and officials have been trying to talk
about “foreign matters”, but that they have achieved absolutely nothing and, on the contrary, they have been
driving the men of ability in the empire into foolishness, greed, and cheating. Ssu-t’ung thinks that not only do
you not know what is meant by “foreign matters,” but also that you are ignorant of the meaning of discussion.
In China, during the last several decades, where have we had genuine understanding of foreign culture? When
have we had scholars or officials who could discuss them? If they had been able to discuss foreign matters, there
would have been no such incident as we have today.\fn{ The defeat of China by Japan } What you mean by foreign
matters are things you have seen, such as steamships, telegraph lines, trains, guns, cannon, torpedoes, and
machines for weaving and for metallurgy; that’s all. You have never dreamed of or seen the beauty and perfection
of Western legal systems and political institutions. … All that you speak of are the branches and foliage of foreign
matters, not the root.
We have more than one arsenal, and those at Tientsin, Shanghai, and Nanking are the oldest; but at the time
when we need guns and cannon, there are no guns and cannon.
We have more than one shipyard, and those at Port Arthur and Foochow are the largest; but at the time when
we need ships, there are no ships.
Helplessly we have to purchase these things from foreign countries. But the foreigners know that China has no
machinery to test the quality of ships and weapons, and no way to distinguish between good and bad, so they sell
to China, for an exorbitant price, weapons which have already been abandoned. …
And Chinese diplomatic envoys in foreign countries seek a share of the profit. When they receive a remittance
and dispatch the officers to make the purchase, they ask for a fee. Consequently, the higher the price, the poorer
the weapons …
In this way China has wasted several decades. Yet you still consider Chinese scholar-officials to be learning
about foreign matters. Are you not overestimating the various authorities and wishing to wash off their blame?.
*
We should extend the telegraph lines, establish post offices to take charge of postal administration, supply
water, and burn electric or gas lamps for the use of the people. When the streets are well kept, the sources of
pestilence will be cut off; when hospitals are numerous, the medical treatment will be excellent.
We should have parks for public recreation and health.
We should have a holiday once every seven days to enable civil and military officials to follow the policy of
[the alternation between] pressure and relaxation.
We should thoroughly learn the written and spoken languages of all countries so as to translate Western books
and newspapers, in order to know what other countries are doing all around us, and also to train men of ability as
diplomats.
We should send people to travel to all countries in order to enlarge their points of view and enrich their store of
information, to observe the strengths and weaknesses, the rise and fall, of other countries; to adopt all the good
points of other nations and to avoid their bad points from the start. As a result there will be none of the ships and

822

weapons of any nation which we shall not be able to make, and none of the machines or implements which we
shall not be able to improve.
We should be exact about our units of measure, examine our legal system, and unify our moral standards and
customs. When our legal system is established, our culture will be kept intact.
*
Your idea of despising our enemies arises because you think that they are still barbarians. This is a common
mistake of the scholars and officials of the whole empire and they must get rid of it. A proverb says, “Know
yourself and know your enemy” [“and in a hundred battles win a hundred victories”]. We must first make
ourselves respectable before we despise others.
Now there is not a single one of the Chinese people’s sentiments, customs, or political and legal institutions
which can be favorably compared with those of the barbarians. Is there any bit of Western culture which was
influenced by China? Even if we beg to be on an equal footing with the barbarians, we still cannot achieve it, so
how can we convert them to be Chinese? …
Hereafter, Ssu-t’ung will seek more and new knowledge and will not confine himself to what has been
mentioned above. If you do not scorn me as crazy, I have even better policies which I would like to explain to you
in full.
The first is how to raise funds for reform. The big mansions and the high buildings\fn{ Of temples or monasteries}
can be made into parliaments, schools, and other public offices.
Secondly, how to increase the usefulness of reform. The use of machines depends only on coal and petroleum
for power. The consumption of fuel is great and naturally the sources will be exhausted someday. In West ern
countries, some are trying to collect heat from the earth and from the sun to operate steamships, also to use
electricity to operate the railways. The power of the heat from the earth and the sun, however, is very small, and
the capital needed for electricity is very large … If we seek the greatest and most unlimited power, we should do
better to make use of the tides of the sea. According to astronomers, the power of the tide is governed by the sun
and the moon, and it could make the earth leave its orbit temporarily, so that after a long time there would be a
difference in the number of days in the year. Now we let it rise and ebb naturally and do not think of making use
of it.
Thirdly, how to strengthen the protection of reform.\fn{ Under this item Tan Ssu-t’ung states his ambition to improve all the
new weapons—including motor boats and balloons—so that China could get ahead of the West }
Fourthly, how to seek men of ability for reform. In the preceding lines, I have talked about seeking men of
ability through change in our school system and in the civil service examinations, and yet the most valuable thing
is to have men to shoulder the responsibility at the beginning of the reform. There is nothing better than to urge
the gentry leaders of all counties, prefectures, and districts to promote the ideas of abolishing temples and
monasteries or of gathering stockholders to open mines or of installing machinery, etc., …
Anyone who is outstanding in achievement or in any type of service or in any economic enterprise which will
yield a profit shall be given special honors and ranks, or be allowed to become a member of parliament, and be
subsidized and protected by the officials in order to bring his work to a successful conclusion …
1866

113.55 & 197.44 A. Excerpt from The Sea Of Regret B. Excerpts from Bizarre Happenings: Eyewitnessed in
Two Decades\fn{by Wu Jianren (Wu Chien-jen) aka Wu Wo-yao (1866-1910)} Nanhai (Canton), Kwangtung Province,
China (M) 29
A
1
… I take up my brush to write a novel and then, before setting brush to paper, run through my mind all the
events I am going to relate. When complete, my novel will qualify as a story of passion. Now, I have long
maintained that passion is something that we possess from birth, well before we know the meaning of sexuality.
In the most general sense of the term, a baby’s crying and laughter are both passion, although certainly not the
kind the world is referring to when it speaks of passion’s “awakening.” In the eyes of the world, you must
understand, passion is confined to sex, whereas the passion I am speaking of, the kind we possess from birth, is an

823

innate quality that, as we grow up, can be applied to any sphere of life, the only difference being in the manner of
its application. When applied to a ruler, it is loyalty; when applied to parents, it is filial piety; when applied to
children, it is parental love; and when applied to friends, it is true fellowship. Clearly the cardinal virtues all
derive from passion.
As for sexual passion, the only word for that is infatuation. There are even people who have no need to employ
such passion, indeed who ought not to employ it, but who abuse it—and such people can only be described as
lechers.
According to one interpretation, the chaste widows lauded by our forefathers had hearts like dead trees or dry
wells; they were utterly unmoved by passion. I categorically disagree. The occasions on which the widows
remained unmoved were precisely those on which their passion was at its height. In its conviction that passion is
confined to sexual love, the world inevitably takes the term too lightly. What is more, there is many a “story of
passion” that in reality describes not passion, but lechery, which it then tries to portray as passion. A true crime of
the writer’s brush!
It would be rather awkward for me, in relating this story of mine, to tell you in advance just what kind of
passion I am going to describe, but I assure you that I shall not commit the crime of describing lechery. If you
wish to know more, you must read the story proper.
In the year gengzi of the Guangxu reign period,\fn{1900.} the whole northern part of the country was thrown
into turmoil by the rise of the Boxer bandits. Eventually the turmoil brought the allied army into the capital—and
led to Their Imperial Majesties’ departure on a tour of the west. Untold numbers of officials at all levels were
humiliated, among them a certain Chen Qi, courtesy name Gelin, who came from Nanhai in Guangdong province.
After succeeding at both levels of the civil service examinations, he had been given the rank of secretary and
assigned as trainee to the Ministry of Works, after which he returned to Guangdong and fetched his family to live
with him in the capital.
He and his wife, Miss Li, had two boys, the elder named Xiang (courtesy name Bohe) and the younger Rui
(courtesy name Zhongai). Once back in the capital, Gelin installed his family in a house that he had rented on
Nanheng Street.
At about the same time a first cousin of Gelin’s had brought his family to the capital from his home in Suzhou
and was having trouble finding a house to rent. Gelin, whose house was too large for his own needs anyway,
sublet part of it to his cousin, and so the two families came to share the same courtyard.
The cousin was named Wang Dao, courtesy name Letian. His wife was a Miss Jiang and their only child a
daughter whose childhood name was Juanjuan. Wang Letian held the rank of secretary at the Grand Secretariat;
like Gelin he had not yet been given a regular post. Now, metropolitan officials are always hard pressed for
money, life in the capital being far from easy. Apart from the five rooms to the north of the courtyard occupied by
Gelin and the three to the west occupied by Wang Letian, there were three other rooms to the east that stood
empty, costing Gelin money that he could ill afford, and so he posted a notice advertising them for rent.
Before long someone came to inquire, and after showing his visitor through the rooms, Gelin asked him his
name.
“I’m Zhang Gao, courtesy name Heting,” he said, “and I come from Xiangshan in Guangdong.”
Gelin was delighted to find that his visitor came from the same part of the country as he did. A rent was
quickly agreed on, and Heting chose a date to move in. Like Letian, he had a wife and a daughter, the wife being a
Miss Bai and the daughter Dihua.
These events all took place in the years xinmao\fn{1891.} and renchen.\fn{1892.) As I have related them, they
conform exactly to the old saying, “Without coincidences, there’d be no stories.” In this one compound lived three
families with four children among them, all five or six years old at the time. The Wangs were relatives of the
Chens, while the Zhangs were fellow Cantonese. Sharing a courtyard as they did, the womenfolk saw a great deal
of each other and became fast friends, while their children played together every day. When Gelin engaged a tutor
to teach his boys at home, the Wangs and the Zhangs sent their daughters along to attend class, and the children
drew closer still. In fact they became quite fond of one other and got along remarkably well.
Every so often Zhang Heting was obliged to make a trip to Shanghai. He was a businessman who had started a
shop in Shanghai selling imported goods and, after doing well in that line, had opened a branch on Qianmen
Avenue in Beijing. Each year he had to go back and forth checking on his shops, and when he went to Shanghai,
he would entrust his family to Gelin’s care, an arrangement that brought the two men closer together.
In this manner five or six years went by. Meanwhile Gelin received a regular post in the Building Department,
where he so impressed the senior officials, both Manchu and Chinese, with his abilities that he was appointed
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superintendent of sawmills, after which his financial position was somewhat improved. One day Miss Li
remarked to her husband,
“Xiang [Bohe] will be twelve this year and Rui [Zhongai] eleven. They’ve been working hard recently, and I
fully expect them to follow in their father’s footsteps.”
“What an odd thing to say!” said Gelin with a laugh. “Out of the blue you suddenly start praising our boys!”
“But it’s not out of the blue. When you see your sons doing well, it’s natural to feel pleased and try to plan
ahead for them in every way you can.”
“Plan for what?”
“For their engagements.”
“But what’s the hurry? They’re still very young.”
“There’s something I’ve been meaning to talk to you about. I’m convinced that the two girls who share our
compound would make ideal wives for Xiang and Rui, and I’m hoping we can arrange it.”
“There’s no danger of the girls’ running away, you know—they do live in the same compound, after all.
There’ll be time enough to arrange things a couple of years from now.”
“I’m not worried about their running away. But I’ve seen what splendid girls they are, and I’m afraid we’ll be
beaten out by someone else. We’ll have missed out on a golden opportunity!”
Gelin thought for a moment.
“That Juanjuan really is a very bright little thing. Not long ago I saw her practicing poetic couplets, and even if
she didn’t get them quite right, it was a very creditable effort that she made. She’s extremely smart, in speech as
well as behavior. Dihua, the Zhang girl, strikes me as a little on the dull side by comparison—never smiles or says
anything. Moreover Heting’s a businessman who doesn’t ever unbend, but manages to keep up that stiff
Cantonese manner of his all the time. He may not even be interested in allying himself with a civil service family
like ours.”
“Let’s get a matchmaker to take our proposal over and see. So far we’ve not even raised the question with him,
so how can we know what he will say?”
And so it was decided. The next day Gelin asked two matchmakers to take separate proposals to the Wangs and
the Zhangs. Wang Letian accepted at once, betrothing Juanjuan to Zhongai. Zhang Heting, however, preferred to
talk the matter over with his wife first.
“This is the most important event in a child’s life,” she said. You make the decision. What do you want a
woman’s advice for?”
“That’s not the point. I’m out every day—in fact I’m rarely at home—while you see the children all the time.
What’s young Xiang’s character like? People always say you never know with children, but surely you can tell
something from their behavior and temperament. They study side by side—do they get along together? That’s
another important thing.”
“Xiang is much livelier than his brother. And I’m always hearing it said that he’s brighter in class. But as to
how they get on together, there’s really no point in asking that. They’re children, and naïve in the way children
are. What do they know about such things?”
“But that’s not the case at all. If they’d never known each other, that would be one thing, but they’ve been
thrown into each other’s company day after day. Suppose they felt a certain antipathy for each other and we
forced them to marry. Can you just imagine what their lives would be like?”
“They play together as brothers and sisters every day of the week. What antipathy could they feel?”
Rather than continue the argument, Heting went to the classroom to observe the children, whom he found bent
over their desks practicing their writing. After exchanging a few words with the tutor, he stepped out again. For
the life of him he couldn’t think how to decide the issue. But there was one consideration: Gelin came from a long
line of officials, and his children had been well brought up, which was why Xiang and Rui, although only eleven
and twelve, had such grownup manners. Heting had noted this fact long ago and filed it away in his memory. One
reason for consulting his wife was to get her reaction; the other was that, having just the one child, he was
extremely cautious where the great event of her life was concerned. The truth was that he had been more than half
inclined to accept the proposal all along.
He returned to the east wing, discussed it once more with his wife, and decided to accept. But he also declared
that it would be far easier for all concerned if they moved out of. the compound. Otherwise, the situation might
get rather unseemly, with the children growing up.
The next day they gave their instructions to the matchmaker, who conveyed their acceptance to a gratified
Gelin. Heting found another house on West Riverbank and moved in with his family, after which Gelin renovated
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the vacant east wing and turned it into a study. Wang Letian did not move out, partly because he was a relative,
and partly because Miss Libegged him to stay. An auspicious date was set for the engagement ceremonies, and
horoscope cards were exchanged. Meanwhile Juanjuan continued to attend class with the boys. She was a pretty
girl, and when school was out she would often go over to Miss Li’s rooms to play, smiling and laughing all the
while. Miss Li took a great fancy to her and lavished endearments upon her as if she had been her own daughter.
After Dihua moved away, she gave up her lessons and confined herself to studying needlework with her
mother. Gradually she came to neglect her Maxims .for Women and Classic of Filial Piety for Girls, forgetting the
words and retaining nothing but the general meaning.
In this manner several more years passed until by the year gengzi\fn{1900.} the children had grown up. Dihua
and Bohe, who had been born in the same year, were now seventeen, Dihua being the elder by a month; Zhongai
was sixteen; and Juanjuan, the youngest, was fourteen.
That year Chen Gelin was promoted to be assistant director of his department.
That was also the year when the Boxer bandits started their havoc. Rumors had been circulating from the year
before, rumors that in the first and second months of the new year grew daily in intensity. Now, people from
Suzhou are notoriously timid and, in addition to his nervousness, Wang Letian also suffered from a weak
constitution. In the third month, with rumors arising on all sides, he obtained leave from his department and,
taking his wife and daughter with him, left for his home in Suzhou. Before his departure he arranged with Gelin
that if no trouble had broken out within two or three months, he would bring his family back again. However, if
trouble did break out and the capital became unsafe, they would all meet up in Shanghai. Gelin agreed to both
suggestions and, after accompanying Letian some distance out of the city, said good-bye and returned home.
By this time both Zhongai and Juanjuan understood something of the world and were extremely reluctant to
part.
Not long before these events occurred, Heting had traveled to Shanghai, leaving his family behind in the
capital..
Following Letian’s departure, an endless stream of officials also applied for leave, a development that so
infuriated the government that it issued an order prohibiting any further applications. At that point the entire corps
of capital officials, at least all those with an ounce of worldly wisdom, realized that they were being asked to die
at their posts. A panic-stricken Miss Bai paid several visits to Gelin to get his advice on leaving for the south.
Unfortunately it was now too late for Gelin himself to apply for leave, and since Miss Bai and her daughter could
scarcely undertake such a long journey on their own, there was nothing he could suggest.
This situation dragged on until the end of the fourth month, when Gelin received a telegram from Heting:
DISTURBING NEWS STOP IF TROUBLE SEEMS LIKELY
STOP URGE COME SOUTH STOP REQUEST BRING MY
FAMILY XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX
Gelin did not know what to do. New rumors were springing up every day. Suddenly it was reported that the
ambassadors had wired .for troops to enter Beijing ready for action. Another rumor had Grand Secretary Ronglu
ordering Dong Fuxiang into the capital on garrison duty; some people claimed that all of Dong’s troops were
Boxer bandits, while others held that Prince Duan had declared war on the legations and was going to launch an
attack the very next day.\fn{Ronglu (1836-1903) was a Manchu statesman with some influence over the Empress Dowager. He
realized the futility of the reactionaries’ policy and did not press home the attack on the legations. Dong Fuxiang (1839-1908) was the
commander of an unruly army of soldiers from Gansu province who were stationed near Beijing. His troops’ murder of a secretary from the
Japanese legation set off the conflict in the city .} By this time the entire population of Beijing was on tenterhooks.

By the beginning of the fifth month they were in an even worse state, with the Boxer bandits rampaging
through the city streets. Gelin himself became nervous and, calling Miss Bai over to the house, told her to pack up
her valuables and bring her daughter with her; he would detail one of his servants and both of his sons to escort
them south. She complied at once, packing up her luggage and bringing Dihua over the same day. When families
were being torn apart, it was no time to worry about such niceties as the rule that engaged couples should avoid
each other’s company.
When Gelin told his sons to escort the women, Zhongai objected.
“But you and Mother will be staying behind! When families are forced to part, it’s not right for both sons to
leave. Let Bohe escort Aunt Zhang, while I stay and look after you. If fighting should break out, we’ll all flee
together.”
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“As an official, I have to follow orders and cannot ask for leave, but there’s no need for the rest of you to go
putting yourselves in harm’s way. Far better if I stay here, while you and your brother look after your mother and
aunt on their journey.”
“With you still here,” put in Miss Li, “how can we all leave? Let the boys go on their own.”
“You go with Xiang, Mother! I’ll stay and look after Father.”
“What do you know about such things, my boy? Come on, off you go with your brother!” said Gelin.
“In any other matter I wouldn’t dare offend you, Father, but in this case you may punish me as much as you
like, I still won’t go.”
There was nothing Gelin could do but tell Bohe to take their servant Li Fu and escort Miss Bai and her
daughter out of the capital. Hiring two traps, they set off for the railway station to catch the train for Tanggu.
However, when they reached the station, they found it deserted. No trains would be running that day, they were
told; the tracks had been torn up to prevent any foreign troops from entering the city. Bohe talked the matter over
with Miss Bai, and they decided to go on by trap; with any luck they might find a train waiting for them at
Fengtai. Negotiations followed with the drivers, and after the fare had been raised, they set off. The drivers didn’t
dare follow the railroad tracks in case they met an oncoming train and there was no time to get out of its path, so
they took a roundabout route. The travelers drove on until dusk and that night had to make do with a country inn,
which had just one guest room containing a single platform bed. Thoroughly embarrassed, Dihua was reduced to
sitting on one side of the room and hanging her head. The inn did not provide any meals either, and Bohe had to
send Li Fu out to pick up some wheat cakes. Fortunately no other guests wanted to stay the night, and Bohe, the
servant, and the drivers all slept in the entrance hall.
The next morning the drivers refused to go on, and the fare had to be raised again. Bohe promised them seven
taels a day for each trap regardless of how many miles they covered, and on that understanding they harnessed
their mules and set off. At Fengtai, however, the travelers found the station a smoldering ruin, and once more the
drivers refused to go on, relenting only after much heated argument. Failing to reach Huangcun station that day,
they spent a second night at a village inn.
Because Bohe was not yet married to Dihua, he was careful to avoid her company and slept a second night in
the entrance hall. Now, in North China the entrance halls of village houses have no doors, and he caught a chill
and began to run a fever. That day he could not travel, but had to stay behind at the inn and rest.
Greatly concerned, Miss Bai told him to come and lie down on the platform bed in the guest room. Dihua
retreated to a rickety chair beside the bed, where she sat with her back to him. Fortunately they had brought with
them a quantity of Canton medicinal tea. Miss Bai herself heated some up for Bohe, and by the afternoon he felt a
little better.
Then the drivers began agitating again.
“Even if we don’t travel, we’ll still need our seven taels a day.” Li Fu started to argue with them, but Bohe
intervened.
“Don’t argue!” he said. “Let them have their way!”
That night Bohe slept in the guest room. Fortunately platform beds in the north are very wide, taking up fully
half the room, no matter how large it is, and can always sleep at least ten people. Miss Bai placed a low table in
the middle of the bed and let Bohe sleep on one side of it, while she and her daughter slept on the other, an
arrangement that to a northerner’s mind qualifies as segregation of the sexes. But Dihua had never experienced
such a situation in her whole life, let alone in her fiance’s presence, and she refused to lie down. Turning her back
to the lamp, she hung her head and sat there in silence.
Bohe had taken some medicine during the day to bring on a sweat and as a result had slept so soundly that now
he couldn’t get back to sleep. He lay in bed watching the flickering of the lamp, while Dihua sat by herself and
Miss Bai slept on the other side of the bed. Moved by the little scene, he whispered to Dihua,
“Cousin, go to sleep!”
(Reader, you should understand that Dihua was two months older than Bohe and as children together in the
same classroom they had addressed each other as cousin.\fn{ Chinese does not distinguish between “brother” or “sister” and
“cousin” in this case.} That was why he reverted to the old form of address on this occasion. You should not conclude
that husbands and wives in Guangdong regularly address each other in this manner.)
To return to our story. When Qihua heard Bohe’s whisper, she hung her head and said nothing.
“There’s a table in the bed between us,” said Bohe, “and you have Aunt on your side, too. Just look at the tear
in that paper window. It may be summer, but we’re sure to feel a draft later on. You mustn’t catch cold!”
Dihua still did not look up. After a long pause she whispered her reply, hesitating over every word,
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“Do get some rest, cousin! You’ve only just recovered, you know!”
At these words, Bohe sat bolt upright. But if you wish to know why, you will have to turn to the next chapter.
*
When Bohe sat bolt upright in bed, Dihua was startled. Why is he getting up? she wondered. It was kindness
on his part to tell me to lie down, but he can’t go foisting himself on me just because I don’t do as he says—that
would be too absurd! But all she heard him say was,
“Lie down, cousin! Don’t wear yourself out fretting over things. We shall have to go on again in the morning,
you know.”
“Lie down yourself, cousin!” she whispered back. “Don’t catch another chill when you’ve only just recovered
from the last one. I’m tired. Of course I’ll lie down.”
Bohe said nothing, just pushed the bedclothes aside, bent over to slip into his shoes, and stood up.
“I’m going outside again to take a nap. Sleep well, cousin!”
He left the room.
We used to play together as children, mused Dihua. Isn’t it amazing that he’s still so considerate of me after
five or six years apart? While still not completely over his own illness, he says he’s afraid I’ll wear myself out
with worrying and goes off to avoid me. But that last illness of his was caused by sleeping outside for that very
purpose. How can I put him through the same ordeal again? Too shy to call out and yet too tenderhearted to leave
him outside, she stood up and gently shook her mother.
“Mother, wake up!” she called.
Her mother awoke with a start and asked what the matter was. Dihua hung her head and said nothing. Miss Bai
laughed.
“What’s going on? First you wake me up, and then you have nothing to say.”
She sat up and repeated her question, but Dihua still hung her head and said nothing, which only added to Miss
Bai’s suspicions. She turned and, noticing that Bohe was no longer in bed, asked where he was. As she pointed
outside, Dihua flushed a deep red. Miss Bai was about to get up when Bohe walked in.
“She wouldn’t go to sleep with me in the room,” he said, “so I went out again to avoid her company.” Miss Bai
broke in.
“That’s so unnecessary! At a time like this when we’re fleeing for our lives, we can’t be concerned about all
these niceties. Nephew, go to sleep this minute! And you, child, come over here and lie down on this side of me!
If anyone gets ill, we’ll all suffer!”
Bohe looked over at Dihua, but she still hung her head.
“Lie down, nephew!” said Miss Bai. “I know how to get her to sleep.” Bohe lay down, and Miss Bai reached
out an arm and drew Dihua to the edge of the bed.
“Now, you lie down! Don’t go upsetting everybody!”
Dihua continued to hang her head, but then finally, after repeated urging from her mother, she crossed her legs
and lay back fully clothed. If I don’t lie down, she thought, I’ll be preventing Mother from getting any sleep. But
this is such an unseemly situation, it makes me feel highly uncomfortable. If we’d married before we left, that
would be one thing, but we’re still bound by the rules of behavior, and I can’t even ask him how he’s feeling
without encouraging him to show concern for me. If I don’t lie down, what a poor return that would be for all his
kindness! Then she began to wonder how an unmarried couple could possibly sleep in the same bed, and at the
very thought she felt a sharp, prickling sensation down her spine. Several times she was on the point of sitting up,
but for fear of disturbing Bohe she forced herself to stay down. That whole night she kept thinking of one thing
after another and never did get to sleep.
At first light she sat up, half opened her eyes, and glanced over at Bohe, who was lying on his side with the
bedclothes partly off. It’s just at this hour, shortly before dawn, she reflected, that people are most susceptible to
the early morning chill. Moreover, he’s lying right opposite that torn window pane. He’ll never survive another
illness. I’d be far too embarrassed to cover him up myself, but I’m afraid that if I awaken Mother she won’t get
back to sleep. I expect she’ll want to set off again today, and if she doesn’t get more sleep than this, she won’t be
able to stand the strain of the journey. Dihua tried to call out and awaken Bohe, but the words stuck in her throat.
She thought and thought, but there was no other course open to her. Stepping silently out of her bed, she tiptoed
over, gently stretched out her hand, and pulled the quilt up to cover him.
It so happened that Miss Bai was already awake, lying in bed with her eyes closed, quietly relaxing her mind.
As Dihua covered Bohe with the quilt, Miss Bai chanced to open her eyes.
“See you tuck him in properly!” she volunteered.
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A trifling remark, perhaps, but one that made Dihua blush all the way to her earlobes. Falling back a step or
two, she collapsed into a chair. If we were husband and wife, she thought, it wouldn’t matter what I did, but I’m in
this terrible bind in which there are so many things I have to guard against, more than I can stand. We should have
gone our separate ways as refugees. We’d have missed each other, of course, but that’s all. As things are, we are
together all the time. I long to take care of him, but I can’t, and I’m at my wits’ end! At this thought she felt a
pang of grief and began to cry,
Miss Bai sat up in bed and noticed her tears.
“Why are you crying?” Dihua wiped away her tears and forced herself to reply,
“I wasn’t.”
Miss Bai sighed.
“Look, I know how hard this is on you. But it’s a special situation you and he are in, You were together as
children and got used to treating each other as cousins. It’s not your fault that you’re both refugees cut off from
your families. In any case, you have me here with you. The fact is, the rules of behavior can be set aside for the
time being. I’ve noticed Juanjuan and young Rui talking and laughing together all day long. They may be
relatives, but they’re also engaged to be married, yet she never behaves the way you do! It’s a good thing we
moved away from that house. You couldn’t have stood it there!”
Her remark set Dihua wondering about that very possibility; if they had never moved away, what would her
life have been like? She was only a child then, and naturally she wouldn’t have known anything about the rules of
behavior. If that situation had continued to the present, they’d have simply grown used to being together, like a
child wife and her child husband. It was just this situation that was so difficult.
As these fancies crowded her mind, Bohe rolled over, sat up, and began rubbing his eyes.
“How come you’re both up so early?”
“Are you completely better now?” asked Miss Bai.
“I am indeed. Today we can get started. I wonder what things are like outside.”
“Can we find out from the people here?”
“They’re terribly stupid. Yesterday I asked them something, and their answers made no sense at all. All they
know is that the Brothers are killing the hairies.\fn{ The Boxers’ perjorative word for foreigners was maozi (hairy ones). A
separate term, ermaozi (secondary hairy ones), was applied to Christian converts and others closely associated with foreigners. I [Ed.]
translate the latter “hangers-on.” } Plus a load of nonsense about heavenly soldiers and heavenly generals—not a single

thing worth listening to. Let’s set off as early as we can and ask someone along the way.”
He went out and told Li Fu to heat up some water, and Miss Bai and Dihua washed and dressed themselves.
But when Bohe ordered the drivers to harness up, one of them declared,
“I’m not going on! I’m through with this job! Last night I heard people saying the hairies’ soldiers have arrived
in Tianjin and are fighting the Brothers. The hairies have rifles and cannon, while the Brothers have heavenly
weapons and fire on their side. They may not be afraid of rifles and cannon, but we certainly are. I’m not getting
myself blown to bits with you people just for the sake of a few extra taels.”
The other driver tried to talk him out of it.
“Look, we’re all subjects of the Great Qing Dynasty, and since the Brothers are trying to support the dynasty
and wipe out the foreigners, of course they’ll protect us. Come on, there’s nothing to be afraid of.”
“We may not even go to Tianjin,” put in Li Fu. “We could well stop at Huangcun, Anding, or Langfang—
wherever we find a train, What makes you think we’re so set on going to Tianjin ourselves and getting blown to
bits?”
“Nonsense!” said the driver. “Trains, you say? You can forget about trains! The railroad tracks have all been
melted down by heavenly fire.”
Bohe overheard the argument and came out.
“What’s the trouble?” he asked,
“You needn’t bother to ask,” said the driver. “The long and the short of it is that I’m through with this job, As
soon as I get my pay, I’m off.” Bohe turned to the other driver,
“And what about you?”
“If he doesn’t want the job, that’s his affair,” he said. “The only trouble is that if all of you ride in my trap, it
will be too much for my mule, If we’d known we were coming on such a long journey, we should have brought a
two-mule trap.”
“I wonder if there’s a trap around here that we could hire?”
“In a little village like this they wouldn’t have any traps,” said the driver, “but I suppose you might find a mule

829

or two.”
“Then go and hire us a couple,” said Bohe.
The other driver began clamoring for his pay. As soon as he received it from Bohe, he drove off in his empty
trap.
Before long the driver who had been sent out to look for mules returned.
“There isn’t even a mule for hire,” he said. “All people have are their private ones, which they’re not prepared
to rent out.”
“There’s nothing else for it, then. We’ll just have to share the one trap.”
“It’s not that I’m unwilling,” protested the driver, “but it’s simply too much for my mule.”
“Drive a little slower, then. Anyway, those of us who’ve been riding on top can always get down and walk.”
“In that case you’ll have to raise my pay.”
“I’ll give you two taels more a day,” said Bohe. The driver laughed.
“You’re just too shrewd, sir!” he said. “The traps were costing you seven taels a day each. Now that the other
fellow has quit, if you pay me only two taels more, you’ll be saving yourself five a day.”
“How much are you asking for, then?”
“Isn’t it only fair to give me the money that he turned down?”
“Rubbish!” exclaimed Li Fu. “We’d be paying out an extra seven taels a day just for riding on top!”
“Never mind,” said Bohe. “Give him what he wants. In an emergency like this there’s no point in haggling!”
The driver then took himself off, and when they needed him to load the luggage, he was nowhere to be found.
Bohe went back to the room and whispered something to Miss Bai.
“Just now as I was standing in the courtyard talking to the driver, I noticed far more refugee vehicles on the
road than there were yesterday or the day before. The situation is getting more and more chaotic. Without letting
anyone see what we’re doing, let’s divide up our valuables and tuck them away in our money belts.”
The suggestion alarmed Miss Bai.
“Why, what’s going on outside?” she asked.
“Mother, don’t ask,” said Dihua. “It’s a good idea. It’s much safer to carry things in our belts than in our
cases.”
Miss Bai quickly produced a key, opened her small suitcase, and took out her jewel box. She shared the two
pairs of pearl hairclips and some pieces of gold jewelry with her daughter, and they both tucked them away. Dihua
noticed another ten ounces of gold leaf left in the jewel box.
“What shall we do with these?” she asked, taking them out.
“Oh, give them to my nephew,” said Miss Bai.
Meanwhile Bohe, on opening his own suitcase to remove the silver, found himself in a quandary. If he carried
too much on his own person, it would slow him down, but if he took too little and some of the cases got lost, they
might well run short. On hearing Miss Bai’s remark, he turned to look, and Dihua handed him the gold leaf, which
he tucked away in his money belt along with twenty or thirty taels of loose silver. Then he took something from
his own money belt and handed it to Miss Bai.
“This little trinket is a family heirloom that my mother gave me. I have so many bulky things on me already
that I can’t take this one too. Please put it away for me, Aunt.”
Miss Bai took it in her hand, and Dihua saw it was a “double happiness” disk of white jade. As her mother was
putting it away in her case, she intervened.
“It won’t be safe there. Let me take it!”
Miss Bai gave it to her. Dihua once more removed the things at her waist, added the disk, and tied her belt up
again. Bohe took out several dozen taels and gave them to Li Fu to put in his belt. Before re-locking the case, he
also brought out enough money to cover the last few days’ fare. After dividing the gold leaf in two, he undid his
leggings and bound half of it up in each.
He then called the driver, who still had not returned. Eventually he reappeared, and Li Fu helped him load the
luggage, after which Miss Bai and Dihua emerged from the inn arm in arm and climbed aboard. Bohe paid for the
room, then called in the driver and handed him the fare.
“This includes your fourteen taels for today,” he explained. “See you keep it on you. I’m afraid our luggage
may get lost along the way, and without it I won’t be able to pay you. You’ll have put in several days’ work for
nothing.”
This pleased the driver.
“Just as I thought, there are even more refugees on the road today,” he said, accepting the money. “Some of
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them told me they left the capital two days ago, while others said they left only yesterday. It just goes to show
how serious the situation must be, that they’ve come this far.”
He put down his whip and tucked the money away in his belt, then left the inn. Bohe and Li Fu took their
places on top of the trap, one on each side.
“Great!” said the driver with a touch of bravado. “We’re off to chance our luck. Bad luck—and we get blown
to bits. Good luck—and I make a little extra.”
He cracked his whip, made a series of clicking sounds with his tongue, and the mules started up. From his
perch on top of the trap Bohe noticed the second mule and asked,
“Where did you get that one from?”
“Oh, I managed to hire it. Costing me half a tael a day, it is, too! A single mule would have been done in by
this load.”
“How is it that when you were sent off to hire some mules for us, you told us there weren’t any?” asked Bohe.
“In the case of draft mules, I’ll be back this way again and can return them. But with riding mules, it’s a
different matter. Since there’s no one to receive them at the other end, and since you won’t be returning
yourselves, how would the owners ever get them back?”
“But even if we hired some mules, we’d still be with you,” said Li Fu. “Surely you could have taken them back
with you after we arrived in Tianjin?”
“I didn’t think of that.” Li Fu gave a cynical laugh.
“What do you mean, you didn’t think of it? The point is that you wouldn’t have been able to charge us double
if we’d had our own mules.”
The driver ignored the remark and concentrated on his driving. From the top of the trap Bohe observed the
dense traffic in both directions. Of course those leaving the capital are fleeing from danger, he thought. But surely
the people coming in this direction aren’t deliberately heading into danger! Where could he find someone to
explain the situation? But although he scrutinized the passing traps for a long time, he found nobody he
recognized and ended up asking the driver.
“The people coming in this direction—what are they trying to do?”
“Who knows?” said the driver. “Rumors are flying about all over the place. The people in the capital are
fleeing to Tianjin, the people in Tianjin are fleeing to the capital. The truth is there’s no peace to be had anywhere,
in the capital or outside. One day when the Brothers take on the hairies in earnest, you and I won’t care who wins
or loses, just so long as they don’t trample on us bystanders.”
At noon they stopped at a village inn for a quick lunch. The inn was packed with people, every seat taken.
Miss Bai and her daughter did not leave the trap, but Bohe went in and got himself something to eat. He also
bought two wheat cakes, a dish of scrambled eggs, and a pot of tea, and had Li Fu deliver them to Miss Bai and
Dihua in the trap. The driver unharnessed the mules and took them away to be fed. For himself he demanded a jug
of wine, then rolled some scrambled eggs up in his wheat cakes and ate them along with the wine.
Bohe, who was the first to finish, stood waiting for the driver in the entranceway. By now even more traps had
stopped at the inn. Although the road was a main thoroughfare and extremely wide, it was jammed with vehicles.
As Bohe watched, a trap stopped at the gate, and three older men got out and came in for lunch. No seats were
available in the dining room, so they sat down at a dilapidated table outside. Taking them for merchants, Bohe
approached and asked,
“Excuse me, gentlemen, but have you just come from Tianjin? You’re on your way to the capital, I take it?”
“We’ve come from Tianjin, but we’re not heading for the capital. We’re off to Bao’an to get out of harm’s
way,” said one.
“Things still quiet in Tianjin, are they?”
“Don’t talk to me about that! The place is a shambles! Yesterday the foreigners sent several hundred troops to
the capital to protect the legations. The trains had stopped running, and they wanted to commandeer them to get
the troops there, but Intendant Tang, assistant director of railways, was unwilling to give them up, and an
argument developed. One of the foreigners picked up a rifle and threatened to shoot him, so Tang had to hand
them over. I’ve heard that much of the track has been destroyed. I wonder if the troops have arrived yet?”
“We left days ago,” said Bohe, “and weren’t able to follow the railroad. We’re anxious to get to Tianjin as soon
as possible.”
“I daresay you want to go south,” said the old man. “As soon as you get to Tianjin, you should leave the city at
once. In my opinion heavy fighting is going to break out in the next couple of days. The good thing is that the
railroad track between Tianjin and Tanggu hasn’t been cut. Once you get to Tanggu, you’ll be able to breathe a
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little easier.”
“What are those Brothers hoping to achieve?” The old man shook his head.
“They’re just a bunch of children acting up, but I’ve no doubt they’ll cause major bloodshed. Poor old Tianjin
—it hasn’t been sacked in all the centuries from the Ming dynasty down to the present, but I’m afraid it won’t
escape this time.”
As they spoke, the driver finished his wine, harnessed up the mules, and wanted to get started. Bohe said goodbye to the men and climbed on top.
That day they made good progress and got beyond Langfang. Bohe felt bloated from the food he had eaten. He
also found the trap’s lurching uncomfortable while he was riding on top, so he got down and walked beside Li Fu.
But before they had gone another mile, a crowd of people suddenly came surging toward them. There was no
knowing how many there were, but they were all running for their lives and screaming at the top of their lungs,
“Help! The hairies are coming!”
Not only was Bohe unable to push his way through the crowd, he was forced to turn back the way he had come
and run with them. He was utterly confused, and had no idea what was happening to him and no control over
where he was taken. The surge of people from the rear was simply too strong; no matter how hard he tried to
resist, he could never stand his ground, but was swept along for a distance of several miles, and not down the road
he had come, either. He lost sight of both the trap and Li Fu. But if you are wondering what happened to him after
he was separated from the others, you must turn to the next chapter.
*
Driven away from his companions by the mass of people sweeping down upon them, Bohe had lost sight of
both the trap and Li Fu. What was behind the panic? he wondered, and tried asking some of the people who were
fleeing with him, only to find them as much in the dark as he was; they had simply seen other people fleeing and
fled themselves. After running pell-mell for some time, the crowd gradually dispersed.
Bohe retraced the way he had come, looking for the trap, but by the time he found his way to the place where
they had been driven apart, it was dark and there was no sign of any traps on the road. By this hour they’ve
probably stopped somewhere for the night, he thought. His only hope was to inquire at the nearby village inns,
which he did, without success. By now he was extremely worried, but it was nighttime and there was nothing
more he could do, so he put up at an inn himself and passed a restless night.
At first light he rose and went about asking for news of his companions. He called at several inns, at all of
which the people disclaimed any knowledge. Perhaps they’ve gone on, he thought, and began slowly walking in a
southerly direction, full of apprehension and uncertainty, indeed without an idea in his head. Even Li Fu had
vanished without a trace. The few dozen taels that Bohe had strapped to his legs now felt heavier and bulkier than
ever and made walking difficult. He plodded mechanically along, and whenever he came to a village he would go
in and ask, invariably without success.
On and on he went until he came to a place from which a tall building stood out in the distance. Approaching
cautiously, he found a train halted beside the building, its locomotive belching smoke.
Bohe’s heart leapt with joy; perhaps they’re already on board, he thought. He rushed ahead, cutting through a
field to get to the train faster. But as he hurried along, his head down, he heard a shout from directly in front of
him. Some way off stood a foreign soldier holding a rifle, while many other foreigners were at work on the tracks.
In fact this was Luofa station, and the foreigners had commandeered the train to transport their troops to the
capital. Arriving at this point, they had found a section of the railroad track destroyed by the Boxer bandits and
were busy repairing it. Not knowing any of this, Bohe had come to see what was going on and also to ask for
news of Dihua and her mother—only to be ordered to halt by the sentry on duty.
Bewildered, he stopped, and seeing him stop the sentry took aim and was about to fire. In a panic Bohe turned
and fled. The sentry gave chase, but Bohe ran for his life and managed to get away. By this time he was even
more alarmed, fearing that Miss Bai and Dihua might have been shot to death by foreign soldiers.
He stopped at an inn for lunch and also to ask for information. It was now well past noon, and lunch time was
over, so there were very few patrons. Bohe asked the boy, who glibly replied,
“Around noon today a trap did come by with two women in it, and they stopped here for lunch. They said they
were in a hurry to get to Tianjin.”
Bohe accepted the news at face value.
“We got separated yesterday, and I need to hire a trap to take me to Tianjin,” he said. “Is there anywhere I can
hire one?”
“We don’t have any traps in a small place like this. But even if we had a couple of stables, what with the
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number of people coming through these last few days, all the traps would long since have been rented out. You
need to go a few miles up the road to Yang Village, where you’ll find plenty of traps as well as mules.”
After eating a couple of wheat cakes, Bohe set off. He walked until evening without reaching Yang Village, but
found an inn in a small hamlet and stayed the night. Next morning he hurried on to Yang Village, where he arrived
about noon. After a quick lunch, he hired a mule and whipping it into a canter raced off to Xigu, which he reached
at sunset. In Xigu there was a livery stables to receive the mule, and he stayed there the night.
At dawn he walked across Red Bridge and hired a rickshaw to rush him to the Bamboo Grove district, where
he headed for the Fozhaolou to ask for information.
The Fozhaolou, which had been founded by Cantonese, was an exceptionally spacious inn. All the rich
merchants and high officials stayed there when passing through Tianjin. Cantonese travelers, needless to say,
would not have dreamt of staying anywhere else, which was why Bohe went directly there to ask for news.
Turning in at the main gate, he inquired at the office: Had two women of such-and-such a description been in?
The manager consulted his guest book.
“No,” he replied.
Bohe’s heart sank; he was at a complete loss as to what to do. Trusting the boy at the inn, he had leapt to the
conclusion that the two women must be Miss Bai and Dihua, in which case they would be in Tianjin by now, and
he had been counting on seeing them as soon as he arrived. Unfortunately the boy had simply said the first thing
that popped into his head, and Bohe had believed him and drawn a blank. Dejectedly he made the rounds of the
smaller inns in the Bamboo Grove district without finding any trace of his companions.
The only thing to do was to go back and stay the night at the Fozhaolou. His thoughts ran along these lines:
This is the place where all the Cantonese congregate. Perhaps the women will come by, and if I’m staying here
we’re more likely to meet.
Unfortunately the manager of the Fozhaolou, noticing that Bohe had brought no luggage with him, refused to
let him in. He had to relate the whole story of how he had fled the capital and been parted from his companions,
and even so, it was only when he mentioned Zhang Heting, whom the manager knew, that he was allowed to stay.
He took out some money and hastily bought himself some bedding, then settled in at the Fozhaolou, where he
lived in hopes of seeing his companions. Whenever he heard a trap arriving at the gate, he would hurry out to
look, and when he found that the newcomers were not Miss Bai and her daughter, he would be crushed.
But although Bohe waited anxiously for them at the Fozhaolou, Miss Bai and her daughter had never even set
off for Tianjin. When the mob crashed into them, horses and traps had been sent flying in all directions, and some
traps had overturned. Although their trap was not one of the latter, the extra mule hired by their driver proved to
be infernally stubborn.
Now, two-mule traps in the north are not like the foreign-style two-horse traps you find in Shanghai. They
have only one mule between the shafts, the other being attached by a long rope to the trap itself; the two mules are
not abreast but in line, one behind the other. Naturally the driver had put his own mule between the shafts and let
the hired one go in front attached by a rope. When the mob crashed into them, the lead mule was knocked
sideways. They had been heading south, but this animal now faced west, and its stubborn nature asserted itself. It
bolted westward, and the trap wheeled and followed it. The other mule, dragged along behind, was also forced
into a gallop. Jolted from his perch on top, the driver scrambled to his feet and gave chase, but it was too late. He
raced frantically after the trap, shouting, “Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!” over and over.
Now, mules in the north do obey commands. Normally a driver has only to give one shout of “Whoa!” for a
mule to come to a complete stop. But on this occasion the mule had bolted, and a thousand shouts would have
made no difference.
The women were terrified when they saw such a vast crowd swarming in their direction—and even more
terrified when the mule bolted and threw their driver to the ground. To make matters worse, the road was full of
potholes, and the trap lurched and careened sickeningly as it raced along. Miss Bai lost her senses altogether and
fainted, and Dihua seized her in her arms and began screaming for help. Finally, after bolting for miles, the mule
came near a village where a man stepped into its path, grabbed its bridle, and brought it to a stop, still kicking
wildly. Inside the trap Dihua was crying and screaming at her mother to wake up.
After some time the driver, puffing and panting, caught up with them and thanked the villager who had stopped
the trap. Cradling her mother in one arm, Dihua pulled the curtain aside with the other.
“Hurry up and get us some boiled water!” she called out to the driver. “Someone’s fainted in here, and I need it
urgently to bring her around!”
“Where am I going to get any water in a place like this?” asked the driver.
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“What! Someone fainted?” put in the villager. “Hurry up and pull the trap over to the village entrance. I’ll see
you get your boiled water.” He dashed off.
The driver led his mule slowly over to the entrance. The whole village, young and old, male and female,
hearing that someone riding in a trap had fainted, turned out and surrounded them to gawk and ask questions.
At this point Miss Bars eyelids fluttered, as if she were coming to. Fortunately at that very moment the villager
returned with the boiled water. Dihua thanked him, then dribbled the water slowly into her mother’s mouth. Miss
Bai came to her senses, opened her eyes slightly, and exclaimed,
“Scared to death, I was!” Outside the people began crying,
“She’s all right! She’s all right! She’s come to!”
Dihua realized that because of her mother’s condition it would now be virtually impossible to travel.
“What’s the name of this village?” she asked. “Do you have an inn here? It’s getting late and, if there is one,
we’ll stay the night.”
“This village of ours is known as Eight Hundred,” said the villager. “If you go farther west, you come to Nine
Hundred, while Six Hundred is on your way south and Seven Hundred is on your way north. It’s not a main road
that we’re on, and if you’re looking for a large inn, you won’t find it here. But if you don’t mind a small inn, well,
I happen to own one myself.”
“It doesn’t matter if it's small,” said Dihua.
The man then led the trap into the village and up to the gate of his inn. Dihua assisted her mother out, while he
helped the driver take down the luggage and carry it to their room.
Miss Bai felt weak and unsteady on her feet. Her mind was confused and her breathing faint. Dihua helped, her
sit on the edge of the bed, then quickly opened up the bedclothes and supported her as she lay down.
“My dear child, do get some rest! You’ve done so much for me! But tell me, aren’t you suffering from shock
yourself?”
“No, not at all. Don’t worry yourself, Mother.”
“What happened to Bohe?”
Dihua had suffered the initial shock of the mob’s crashing into them, then the shock of the mule's bolting, and
finally the shock of seeing her mother faint, this last being the worst of all, and in suffering all these shocks she
had forgotten about Bohe. Now, at her mother’s mention of him, she let out an involuntary “ Aiya!” and then,
almost before the sound had escaped her lips, blushed and choked back whatever she was about to say.
“What’s the matter?” her mother asked.
“He’s not here yet,” murmured Dihua. Forgetting her delicate state, Miss Bai at once sat up in bed.
“I expect he got separated from us,” she said. “How dreadful! Send someone out in search of him at once!”
“Mother, you’ve just had a severe shock. You must see you get some rest and take good care of yourself. He”
At this point Dihua broke off and her cheeks flushed crimson. Miss Bai called repeatedly for Li Fu.
“I’ve not seen Li Fu either,” said Dihua. “I expect he got driven away, too. But he was still there beside us
when our trap was knocked sideways, and I feel sure he saw what happened to us. Perhaps he’ll find his way
here.”
“If we’ve lost those two, we’re in serious trouble. Go and find them at once!” said Miss Bai, ordering the
driver out to search.
“When that mob of people came along,” said the driver, “they were swept off to the north. It’s a good ten miles
from here to the road we were traveling on, and you’d have to go still farther north from there. What’s more, I
don’t know exactly where they are, so how am I ever going to find them? It’s getting dark, too.”
Dihua thought for a moment.
“I’ll give you half a tael for your trouble. If you find them, you’ll get a generous reward.” She took out some
loose silver amounting to about half a tael and placed it on the table.
The driver picked up the silver and weighed it in his hand.
“All right, then, I’ll go and look for them.”
As he left, Miss Bai sank back on the bed.
Dihua's heart was in turmoil as she wondered what had happened to Bohe. If he saw our trap, he should be able
to find us, she thought. But where was he carried off to in that crush of people? He’s a frail young student who’s
never experienced any real hardship in his life. What effect will this have on him? Someone who has just
recovered from an illness mustn’t be subjected to further shock.
Suddenly it occurred to her that, having so recently recovered, he would have no strength left and, if he were
forced to the ground in that crush of people, would surely be trampled to death. At this thought her heart broke,
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and tears trickled down her cheeks, but for fear her mother would notice she turned away and wept in silence.
Then she began blaming Bohe for not riding on top of the trap; if he had stayed up there, he’d be with her now.
Their driver fell off, it is true, but at least he had known where to come. Hadn’t he eventually tracked them down?
Then it occurred to her that it was all her fault, for being so concerned about proper behavior that she had refused
even to speak to Bohe. He’s an extremely sensitive person, and when he saw me so concerned, naturally he didn’t
want to come near me. If only I’d been willing to talk to him, he’d have been happy to join me, and none of this
would have occurred. Oh, Cousin Bohe, I’m the one who harmed you! If anything dreadful does happen to you,
what am I going to do? If you come back to us, I won’t ever try to avoid you again. At least we’re properly
engaged “by the command of our parents and through the good offices of a go-between!”
As these chaotic thoughts were running through her head, the innkeeper appeared at their door.
“Would you ladies care for any supper?” he asked. Dihua turned and looked at her mother, who was asleep.
“Yes, please bring us some when it’s ready,” she said.
“We don’t have a set meal here,” he explained. “If you want any supper, just give me the money and I’ll buy
you some noodles.”
Dihua took out seventy or eighty copper cash and handed them to him. Then she turned and looked at her
mother again. Although Miss Bai was asleep, she had a raging fever and her cheeks were a bright crimson. Dihua
became nervous. She shook out a lined quilt and placed it gently over them both, then watched by her side.
It was getting dark, and the innkeeper brought in a kerosene lamp and set it down on the table. It’s dark,
thought Dihua. I wonder where Bohe has been carried off to in that crush of people. Where will he sleep tonight? I
hope he hasn’t lost the money he had on him, because without it he’ll be in trouble. Then it occurred to her again
that he was just a frail young student, and she hoped he wouldn’t get into trouble on account of the money. That
was the main concern in a time of such chaos, and at the very thought she felt wave after wave of sweat breaking
over her. Suddenly she heard her mother screaming,
“Help, nephew! Help!” She was still screaming as she awoke.
“What is it, Mother?” said Dihua, bending over her. Miss Bai opened her eyes.
“What’s the time?” she asked.
“It’s only just become dark.”
“Do I have a fever?”
“An awful fever. Would you like some tea?”
“Just a sip.”
Dihua took out some tea and put it in the pot, then went to the door and asked the innkeeper for some boiling
water.
“It’s not boiling yet,” said the innkeeper. “Won’t be long, though. Would you like wheat cakes or soup with
your supper?” Dihua turned and asked Miss Bai.
“I won’t have any supper,” she said. “Ask him for whatever you want.”
“We won’t have anything,” Dihua said to the innkeeper. “Keep it for tomorrow.” The innkeeper took the teapot
away with him, and Dihua went back and sat on the edge of the bed.
“Were you having a nightmare, Mother?”
“Yes. How did you know?”
“You cried out in the middle of it.”
“What did I say?”
“You cried … you cried … ‘Help, nephew! Help!’ and woke yourself up.”
“Fancy my doing that! I dreamt that that crowd we met earlier in the day came swarming in here, Bohe among
them. Then a man burst in with a sword and began slashing at me. I cried out and woke up.”
As she spoke, the innkeeper came in with the tea. Dihua poured out a cup and handed it to her mother, who
drank it.
“I have a headache and also a dizzy feeling. What am I going to do?”
“Try and get some rest, Mother. Don’t upset yourself.”
“Just now I saw you hiding your tears from me, and I felt sick at heart, too. Bohe may be my future son-in-law,
but he’s somebody else’s son. If he’s merely lost and we meet up again in a few days’ time, all well and good. But
if anything has happened to him, I shall never be able to face his parents!”
This remark stirred Dihua’s own secret concerns, and tears began streaming down her cheeks despite all her
efforts to control them.
“Child, stop being so miserable this minute! If you’re going to carry on like this, you’ll make me even more
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wretched than I am already.”
As she spoke, someone burst into their room. But if you wish to know who it was, you must turn to the next
chapter. …
B
1
… When I was fifteen, my father died unexpectedly. The proceeds of his estate were entrusted to an uncle,
who promised to deposit the money in a reliable bank in Shanghai, where it would earn enough interest to support
my mother. After some time, my mother wrote to my uncle to enquire about the interest, but she received no reply.
Further letters also remained unanswered, so I was sent to Nanking to find my uncle and enquire about the money.
When I arrived at Nanking, I had the first of a series of unpleasant shocks. The doorman at his residence
informed me that my uncle had left on official business. I asked that my baggage should be taken into my uncle’s
house, so that I could stay there until he returned. The doorman said that he would have to report to his mistress
before he could admit me. He went into the house for instructions and did not return for a long time. When he
eventually came, he said,
“My mistress says that you are entitled to a warm reception, but my master is away on a business trip which
will last for two or three days. My mistress has never had the pleasure of meeting you before, so she suggests that
you stay at a hotel for the time being. You will be welcome here as soon as my master returns.”
I was shocked by this reply but there was nothing I could do except go to a hotel and stay there until my uncle
returned.
Some days after I moved into the hotel, I went back to get news of my uncle, only to be told that he had not yet
returned. I tried my best to be patient, but after several inquiries, there was still no word of his return. When I
asked to see my aunt, she refused to receive me.
By that time I had already stayed in the hotel for over ten days, and the travelling expenses I had brought with
me, which were scanty in the first instance, were nearly exhausted. Being greatly worried, I made some
calculations and came to the conclusion that if my uncle did not come back within a few days, not only would I
have no money with which to pay my way back home, but I would not be able to pay for my board and lodging at
the hotel.
While I was in this predicament, I suddenly heard someone call my name. I looked round and saw someone
whose face I knew well but whose name I could not possibly recall. While I stood there confused, the stranger
asked me,
“What wind blew you up here? Don’t you even know me? How are your studies?”
Then I suddenly remembered that this man was my former schoolmate, Wu Ching-tseng, with the courtesy
name Chi-chili. He was ten years older than I, and he had helped me a great deal with my studies. After winning
the chin-shih degree in the imperial examination a few years earlier, he had qualified as an expectant magistrate
and had been assigned to Kiangsu Province for appointment.
Never having dreamt of meeting a friend in Nanking, I was pleasantly surprised to see him. I bowed to him,
and invited him to the hotel. Chi-chili waved his arm and said,
“My house is just opposite. Let’s go over there.”
It was only a stone’s throw, and we soon entered his residence. Sitting down in the study, I related to him
everything that had happened in the past year. I told him how my uncle was out of town on official business, how
my aunt refused to see me, and how I had to stay in a hotel and wait. Taken aback, Chi-chili asked,
“Who is your uncle? What rank does he have?” I mentioned his name and said,
“He belongs to the Thng-chih grade.
“Oh,” said Chi-chili, “isn’t his courtesy name Tzu-jen?” When I confirmed this, Chi-chili continued,
“I’ve known him casually and sat at the same dinner party with him twice. To me he has always been just a
fellow-provincial. I didn’t know he was your uncle. Yes, he went out of town on business a few days ago, but I
seem to have heard of his return. Another puzzling point is this: why does your aunt refuse to see you?” I said,
“That’s beyond me! Perhaps it’s because she’s never seen me before.”
“That’s strange,” said Chi-chili. “You’re members of the same family. Why haven’t you met before?” I
explained,
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“My uncle grew up in Peking and got married there. Though he’s been home several times, he’s never taken
his family with him. Moreover, this is my first time in Nanking. That’s why we’ve never met before.”
“Oh,” replied Chi-chili, “then that’s why, although we’re fellow-provincials, your uncle isn’t well versed in our
native dialect. That’s not strange at all. But you’re young. It’s not right for you to stay in a hotel. You’d better
move over to my house here. We’ve been together since childhood; you needn’t stand on ceremony, and I
wouldn’t allow you to do so. Let me have your key, so that I can send for your luggage.”
Being worried about my room and board, I was happy to hear my friend’s offer of hospitality. After a few
polite words, I complied with his suggestion and handed over the key. Chi-chili asked,
“Do you owe anything for your lodging and food?”
“The hotel makes a settlement every five days,” I replied, “and only three days ago I made a payment.
Whatever I owe cannot exceed the payment for the last three days.”
Chi-chili sent his servant to the hotel for my luggage and gave him one yuan to settle the account. When he
had gone, I thought that, since I was going to stay at my friend’s residence, I ought to get acquainted with his
family. Thus I said,
“I’m most fortunate to be enjoying your hospitality. May I take the opportunity to meet your wife?”
Without standing on ceremony, Chi-chili took me to one of the interior chambers and asked his wife to appear,
duly making the introduction. Mrs. Wu, née Li, was very gracious to me and said,
“You and Chi-chili are like brothers. While here, you’re like a member of our family. When you need anything,
such as tea or water, just give your orders to the servants, and please don’t be shy.”
After remaining for a while, I went back to the study. The servant had already brought my luggage, and a bed
was fitted up for me in the study. I was then asked some questions about conditions at home. From that day on,
staying in my friend’s residence, I always had company and we spent many hours chatting and laughing together.
*
On the following day, Chi-chili went to his office early in the morning. He did not come home until noon to
have his lunch. After lunch I wanted to go to my uncle’s house to make another inquiry.
“Wait,” said Chi-chili. “An inquiry at the provincial Department of Civil and Financial Affairs will reveal
everything. I intended to find out for you today, but I forgot all about it after being absorbed in the office by a
story about a ‘wild-chicken’ taotai.”\fn{Form of address for Intendant of Circuit, an administrative official beow the rank of the
Provincial Commissioner}
Being immediately interested in this story, I asked about it. Chi-chili said,
“It is a long story, but to appreciate it, you must first understand what the epithet ‘wild-chicken’ means. In
Shanghai,” he added, “prostitutes are known as ‘wild-chickens’.”
“What does it mean? How could a prostitute become a taotai?” I asked.
“No,” he said, “let me finish. A man from Shaohsing—we needn’t bother about his name—a perfect rustic, was
tired of staying at home and went to Shanghai to look for a job. It happened that he had a relative in the southern
city of Shanghai, who owned a money exchange there. Seeing that he was an honest man, the relative employed
him as a courier. His duties were to collect payments and at times to gather financial information and deliver bills.
For more than a year the rustic performed fairly good service. But one day he heard from someone about the good
fun of ‘hunting for wild-chickens’.”
“What does that mean?” I broke in again.
“It means associating with the lower class of prostitutes,” said Chi-chili. “The rustic was greatly excited, and
that day he took a few yuan with him and went to Foochow Road, where there are a large number of wildchickens. At the door of a house on Hui-hsiang Lane, he saw a yellow fish.” I was again taken aback and asked,
“What’s a yellow fish?”
“That’s a Nanking term for a prostitute with natural feet. When the rustic teased the yellow fish, she took him
into the house. The name of the girl was Kuei-hua, and she spoke pure Peking dialect. By spending a few yüan,
the rustic passed the night in the brothel. When he left next morning, Kuei-hua escorted him to the door and asked
him to come again that evening. This is usual business talk with prostitutes, who may or may not mean it. But the
rustic took it seriously, and sure enough, he presented himself there again that night. He had to leave after staying
there for a while. Before he left, Kuei-hua again said,
“‘Come again tomorrow.’
“And come he did, Once more he was asked to come again the following evening. As usual, he kept the
appointment. This time he was asked to spend the night, and by paying a couple of yuan, he was able to do so,
Next morning, after getting up, Kuei-hua asked for a gold ring from him.
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“‘Gladly,’ he said, ‘but it will take two or three days for me to get it.’
“After three days he kept his word by presenting her with a gold ring. Thereupon, Kuei-hua asked him what his
business was in Shanghai. He told her everything honestly and without concealment. Questioned about his salary,
he said that he earned six yuan per month.
“‘Then,’ said Kuei-hua, ‘my ring has cost you half a year’s pay.’
“‘That's nothing,’ said he. ‘I’ve got the treasurer’s consent to borrow the year-end bonus.’ Asked how much
this amounted to, he replied,
“‘It’s not definite. When business is good, I can get a bonus of 60 or 70 yuan at the end of the year. Even when
business is not good, I can get 20 or 30 yu'an.’ After keeping silent for a while, Kuei-hua said,
“‘Then your annual income is only something over 100 yuan.’
“‘That’s all,’ he replied, ‘that a businessman can earn.’
“‘Why don’t you become an official?’ Kuei-hua inquired. The rustic laughed and said,
“‘To be an official takes luck. How can we country bumpkins have such luck?’ Kuei-hua asked,
“‘Are you married?’
“‘I was,’ he replied, ‘but owing to my hard luck, I lost my wife two years ago. Now I’m a poor solitary man
without any children.’
“‘Really?’
“‘Of course it’s the truth. Why should I tell you a lie?’ Kuei-hua said,
“‘I still advise you to become an official.’ The rustic replied,
“‘All I can hope for is that my boss will raise my pay a little. That would be lucky enough. How dare I hope to
become an official? Besides, it takes money to buy an official title. Even a minor title would cost several hundred
taels.’ Kuei.hua said,
“‘'You should at least secure the title of a taotai. What’s the use of a minor title?’ Sticking out his tongue, the
rustic said,
“‘Taotai! I don’t know how much that would cost.’ Kuei-hua said,
“‘If you follow my advice on one point, I guarantee that you’ll get the title of taotai.’
“‘Don’t talk nonsense,’ the rustic replied. ‘I’m sure that’s beyond me. As to compliance with your advice,
please tell me what you have in mind. I’ll do anything you say.’
“‘If you take me,’ said Kuei-hua, ‘as your second wife and marry no one else—’ Smiling, the rustic said,
“‘I’m afraid I haven’t got the means to take you. Can you tell me what your price is?’
“‘Well,’ Kuei-hua replied, ‘as I am on my own, I belong to myself and no one can exercise any control over
me. I can marry whomever I like, and there’s no question of any price to pay. Do you think it’s like buying a
maid-servant?’
“‘If that’s the case, I’ll swear not to marry anyone else if you consent to take me,’ said the rustic.
“‘Seriously?’ asked Kuei-hua.
“‘Of course,’ replied the rustic. ‘We country folks never lie.’
“At that juncture Kuei-hua immediately ordered the sign at the door to be removed and the door to be closed.
She intended to live like an ordinary resident and told the servants to call the rustic their master and herself the
mistress. That night she told the rustic to resign from his position at the money exchange, and he honestly
intended to do so. But after thinking it over, he felt that in case anything happened, it would not be easy to get a
job like that. He went to see his employer at the store and lied to him:
“‘Because of an urgent matter I have to ask for leave to go home. I’ll be away for two or three months at the
most, and I’ll come back after that.’ His request was granted.
“Then the rustic took his bedding and moved over to Hui-hsiang Lane, where he stayed with Kuei-hua for a
few days. After that she took him to the capital and, believe it or not, bought him the title of taotai of the second
rank with the right to wear peacock plumes. An imperial audience was arranged for him, and he was assigned to
Kiangsu Province for appointment.
“While in Peking, the rustic had nothing to do and had to stay home all alone. On the other hand, Kuei-hua was
very busy riding around, but the rustic did not dare to ask her with what she was occupied. It was a long wait
before the two left the capital for Soochow, the secondary provincial capital of Kiangsu, where the rustic
registered. She gave him a letter of introduction from a certain prince to the Governor. When he delivered the
letter, the Governor was not at all impressed with his rustic appearance, but since he had the blessing of the
prince, the Governor, being a very smooth man, did not see fit to ask too many questions, though he had his
doubts with regard to the rustic’s qualifications. Finally the Governor said,
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“‘There are very few openings in Soochow, far fewer than in Nanking (the principal provincial capital). You
had better go to Nanking, since there’s not much difference between the two capitals. In the meantime I’ll keep
my eyes open here, and if anything turns up, I won’t fail to take care of you.’ After emerging from this interview,
the rustic related the story to Kuei-hua, who said,
“‘Then let’s go to Nanking. Fortunately I’ve made preparations for that eventuality also.’
“Thereupon, the two of them went to Nanking to see the Viceroy, to whom a letter of introduction had been
obtained from the prince. As the Viceroy was advanced in age, he was not so thorough in his interview with the
rustic. The only thought he had was that, since he had a strong recommendation, the thing to do was to place him
after a few days.
“At the same time, the rustic went to call on the Commissioner of Civil and Financial Affairs, to whom he
handed another letter of recommendation from the same prince. The Commissioner, a relative of the prince, was a
Manchu, and that was the reason for the letter. Having read the letter, the Commissioner was hardly impressed by
the appearance of the rustic, who could not even produce a decent biographical sketch or make a presentable bow
before his superiors. The Commissioner reported the encounter to the Viceroy and suggested that the latter delay
the appointment. He sent a wire to the national capital to make an inquiry, but no reply was forthcoming, until a
few days later, when a letter was received.
“This letter gave every detail of the story. It revealed that Kuei-hua was the daughter of a wet nurse in the
house of the prince and had from childhood served as a maidservant there. As the mother and daughter had
between them a large amount of savings, they had decided that Kuei-hua should marry a rich official. They were
accustomed to serving in the company of bigwigs, so their sights were set high. Ordinarily a maidservant could
not be matched with more than a man-servant, but this was contrary to the wishes of the mother and daughter. But
how could one of the bigwigs in the capital be expected to marry a maidservant? So, the plan was conceived
whereby the daughter should go down south to choose a husband and the latter be armed with a couple of letters
after buying an official title, so as to secure a good position. Contrary to expectations, the daughter selected a
rustic, and though he had the letter provided by his mother-in-law, he let her down completely and could not land
a job anywhere.
“After receiving this letter, the Commissioner suggested to the Viceroy that the rustic ask for leave and that no
formal order of dismissal be issued so as to preserve the rustic’s reputation. Though.extremely disappointed, Kueihua had nevertheless won the title of the wife of an official of the second rank. This then is the story of the wildchicken taotai. Don’t you think it’s a strange one?”
*
Having listened to all this, I was naturally surprised that an incident of this nature could have occurred. Chichili continued,
“It was only because Kuei-hua chose the wrong man that she reaped this result. It is amusing enough that a
person like Kuei-hua, who had been both a maidservant and a prostitute, should have thought of becoming an
official’s wife. But is it not even more amusing to see an official’s wife willing to become a prostitute?”
This aroused my curiosity, and I hastened to ask him about it. Chi-chili said,
“This happened two years ago, when the Viceroy was mentally upset and worried. When he was young, he was
addicted to sex. Now that he is advanced in age, he still has six or seven concubines of seventeen or eighteen, let
alone a number of maidservants with whom he has illicit relations. He is so noted for his sexual desire that certain
people tend to flatter him through this channel. When he was sick one day, a young expectant taotai, who claimed
to know medicine, was asked to feel his pulse. After a long while the taotai said,
“‘Unfortunately I can’t very well handle your case, and I dare not write a prescription at random. But perhaps
my wife can deal with it.’
“‘Oh,’ said the Viceroy, ‘I didn’t know that your wife was a physician. I shall be pleased to see her tomorrow.’
“Next day the official’s wife, all dolled up, went to the Viceroy’s residence. After feeling his pulse, the woman
declared,
“‘No medication is required for this case. A mere massage will suffice.’
“The Viceroy inquired where he could get a masseur. The woman replied in a low voice,
“‘I myself know something about it.’
“So the Viceroy asked her to do it for him. She said that she was a little different from others in her method
and that for her to do it properly it was necessary to dismiss all others in the room and be alone with the patient. In
addition, while she was performing the act, good incense had to be burned and she had to utter charms.
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“Believing her explicitly, the Viceroy sent out all the maidservants and concubines and remained alone with
the wornan. However, a couple of the concubines were suspicious. When they peeked through the partition, they
saw an indecent act going on. Shouting hysterically, they entered the room and beat up the woman with a bar. This
excited many other concubines, who ran in with bars or clubs to do their part of the beating.
“Terribly scared and with no place to go, the woman got on her knees and begged the Viceroy to save her life.
At last, the Viceroy stopped the furious crowd and had the woman escorted to the gate. But she was followed and
beaten by the same crowd all the way to the second gate, where she was left with some laborers, who drove her
out of the front gate.
“The poor woman, all dolled up when she came in, had to leave with disheveled hair and tattered clothes. Word
of this incident soon spread throughout Nanking. Don’t you think it’s amusing?” I said,
“Thus insulted, this taotai couldn’t possibly have stayed on in Nanking.”
“On the contrary,” said Chi-chih, “he was very proud of himself.” I inquired with surprise,
“What was there to be proud of?” I pursued the question further, “After his wife was so thoroughly disgraced,
how could he be proud of anything?”
“He had his reasons,” replied Chi-chili. “Within ten days he received two appointments. Last year he was even
recommended for promotion, and the honor of the second rank was conferred on him. Should he not be proud?”
2
I told Chi-chih about an official who had been caught stealing on the boat to Nanking. When I described the
man, he said,
“Ah, yes, I know him. He really is an expectant magistrate, and one with some seniority. It is all because of the
recent contributions to the Chengchow engineering fund, which have resulted in the creation of many new
expectant magistrates, who have had to wait their turn for appointment, causing long delays and many
disappointments. In addition, examinations by special imperial grace are scheduled for next year, and those who
are successful are likely to become expectant magistrates, thus again increasing the number awaiting appointment.
So, this man has had to wait a few years.
“Of course he could be appointed to a temporary position. In fact he was given charge of the Chinkiang timber
likin,\fn{An internal tax assessed on the transit of goods } but he was accused by timber merchants of collecting taxes by
force and causing disturbances and was immediately dismissed by the provincial Commissioner of Civil and
Financial Affairs, given three demerits and suspended for two years. As a result, he forsook his official career and
embarked on stealing.”
This was indeed a great surprise to me. I said,
“I heard that he had been taken ashore to be dealt with, but I wonder how he was punished.” Shaking his head,
Chi-chili replied,
“What could be done? Those responsible on board sent him to the Police Bureau, after which the boat sailed
away. The stolen goods were all claimed by their rightful owners. When the man reached the Police Bureau, its
head, who was a friend, found it difficult to deal with the case. The culprit pretended to have been wronged and
showed his temper, claiming that his servants had tricked him. The head of the Police Bureau gave the servants a
flogging and let the matter rest.
“This shows how careful you should be when coming into the world and making your friends. As a matter of
fact, this man has not only stolen, but has engaged in gambling, swindling and kidnapping, and he would stop at
nothing to benefit himself. He counts among his friends many worthless fellows roaming the rivers and lakes.
Taking advantage of his official title, he has committed innumerable lawless acts.”
The words of Chi-chili set me thinking. The acts of the expectant taotai and magistrate conclusively proved the
moral turpitude of officialdom. But I did not dare ask why Chi-chili himself was willing to remain in official
circles in spite of this.
During the next few days, it became obvious that my uncle was deliberately avoiding me. Chi-chili found out
that he had returned from his mission and gone away on another one.
“The Provincial Commissioner of Civil and Financial Affairs has sent him to Tungchow on a famineinvestigation mission. There’s no telling how long he will be this time.” Chi-chih asked me whether I had written
home to my mother.
“No, not yet,” I replied. “I was waiting until there was something definite I could tell her.”
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“That’s a mistake,” Chi-chili said. “Go ahead and write. I can lend you fifty taels to send home.\fn{1 tael = c.1
In the letter you needn’t mention that it’s borrowed, nor do you need to state your failure to contact
your uncle. Just say in general terms that you are remitting fifty taels first and that the remainder is to follow.
Otherwise your mother will have further cause for anxiety.” When he finished, I thanked him.
“You needn’t thank me,” said Chi-chili. “Just write the letter. The commission for the customs position is in
my hands. I’ll assume office in about a fortnight. I’ll ask you to be one of the clerks. Since you’ve never filled any
other job, I hope you won’t mind serving in this capacity. I’ve also put your name down as a sinecure assistant to
the accountant, who has been recommended by the Provincial Commissioner. Since you’re one of my confidants,
with your name in his office, he will have to share some of his emoluments with you. At the same time your salary
as a clerk will not be too low. You may repay my fifty taels later, there’s no hurry about that.”
I was naturally greatly pleased and deeply grateful when I heard this. At once I wrote a letter, cast, according to
Chi-chili’s advice, in indefinite terms without mentioning everything. It was taken by a messenger whom Chi-chih
sent home next day.
At this time I was greatly comforted, but I was still in the dark as to my uncle’s intentions. I got ready a letter,
sealed it and took it with me to my uncle’s residence, where I asked the doorman to enclose it in the next
communication to his master. I went back to Chi-chili’s house after entrusting this letter to the doorman. Seven or
eight days later, Chi-chili said to me,
“I’m about to take up my appointment. As the office is far away, communications from here are not so
convenient. If you stay in the office, there’ll be no one to take care of the house here. As a clerk doesn’t have
much to do, you can still remain at my house and present yourself at the office once every three or five days. In
case of urgency I’ll send for you from time to time. At any rate your work need not be done at the office.
Moreover, when I have occasion to stay home for a few days, you can go and take care of things there. What do
you think of this arrangement?” I said,
“You have so much confidence in me and are so considerate to me that I can only feel grateful. What better
arrangement could be made?”
After our consultation, Chi-chili left for his office. I accompanied him there to take a preliminary look and
came home after lunch. Thereafter I went to the office once every three or five days. I felt very much at leisure,
though I had to handle Chi-chili’s personal correspondence. Some of this was of a social nature, and I answered it
for him without even having to report to him. Nor did Chi-chili have anything to say about this arrangement. As
time went on, we got along even better than before.
Early one day, it was my turn to go to the office, and I went out to hire a horse for the trip. As I passed the gate
of a certain house, I heard some shouts ordering the escorting of a guest out of the dwelling. Thereupon, the gate
opened, and I stood still to see what was happening. I looked into the house, where four or five servants stood in
attendance with great solemnity. The guest coming out was a man with broad brows and big eyes, wearing a gray
cloth gown and a black silk jacket, an old-style hat which had been in vogue twenty years before, and a pair of
black cloth boots.
Following him was the host, who wore the formal attire of an official of the second rank, including a red
button and peacock plumage on his hat and a pair of the most fashionable Peking boots. The official escorted his
guest to the outside of the gate. He let down his rolled sleeves and held up his hands to his very eyebrows as a
mark of great obeisance. He waited until the guest could not be seen before he went back into the house. I saw
hanging on the door a sign which was red and bore a black inscription in these words:
ounce of silver}

Residence of Kou, Native of Chang-pai,
Second Rank, with Peacock Plumage,
Taotai of Kiangsu, Immediate Expectancy.
The inscription was in the Sung style.
Impressed with this rare sight, I hired a horse which took me to the customs office, where I saw Chi-chili. It
was not a busy day, and we all sat around chatting. When lunch was served, several colleagues got together at the
table. Suddenly I thought of what I had just seen and said to Chi-chili,
“Today I saw a grand old man who was extremely courteous to a scholar, a rare sight in this age.” Even before
Chi-chili made his reply, one of the colleagues asked,
“How courteous? Tell me quickly, so that I can also go and see him.” When I related what I had just seen, Chichili looked at me and smiled, saying,
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“You are easily fooled.” I then asked,
“Is it because there are other factors involved?” Said Chi-chili,
“Yesterday I received a letter from Prefect Chia of Yangchow, who recommended a friend. But honestly I can
find no opening for him in this office. Please write a reply and send it to the accountant’s office, so that it can
accompany the travelling expenses to be presented to the party concerned.” When I took this order, I asked again,
“Since Taotai Kou, of whom I spoke a moment ago, is not really courteous, what—” Before I could finish my
question, Chi-chili interrupted,
“Did you ride on horseback or on a donkey to come here today?”
Knowing that he purposely interrupted me, I had to stop the questioning. The subject I had had in mind was
thus brushed aside.
*
After lunch, I returned to Chi-chili’s house. His wife showed me a pair of jade bracelets and said,
“A friend wishes to dispose of this jewelry for the sum of 300 taels. Not knowing whether the price is right, I
want to ask you to have an appraisal made by Hsiang-chen.”
The latter was one of the largest jewelry stores in Nanking. Chi-chili was a regular customer there, and I had
also visited the store two or three times in his company, so the men in the store were all acquainted with me.
When I entered the store, I asked the manager to make an appraisal, and he found the price of 300 taels to be a
fair one.
As we chatted, I could see that something was going on in the store and that each one seemed to have a
complaint to make against the other. Though the manager was keeping me company, he appeared to be listless.
But when I rose to take leave, the manager said,
“Since you’ve nothing particular on hand, remain for a while. I want to tell you something and see what you
can do about it.”
I sat down again and asked what he had in mind. The manager said,
“Our store has been swindled.” I asked,
“In what way did that happen?” The manager said,
“It’s a long story. Behind this store we had six or seven rooms vacant. Several months ago we posted a ‘To let’
sign. After a few days the rooms were rented to a man named Liu as a residence, and he moved his family into the
house. The master of the house made daily visits by sedan-chair, and every day he passed through the store. As a
result, all of us got well acquainted with him. At night, whenever he had nothing to do, he used to come to chat
with us.
“One day he told us that he had a few things which he loved very much but which he had to dispose of because
of financial stringency. He inquired if our store could take them. If we could, well and good. Otherwise he would
leave them with us and entrust us with their sale. We asked him what the things were, and so he took them to the
store and showed them to us.
“They were a jade Buddha, which was one ch’ih and five or six ts’un in height, a pair of white-jade vases, a
jade ju-I\fn{An ornamental piece made of bone, bamboo, wood, metal or jade} and a thumb-ring.
“In our view these things were worth at most 3,000 taels. He said that he wanted 20,000 taels for them, and
that if we could sell them, we would be given five per cent commission. Knowing very well that we could not sell
them, we nevertheless agreed to keep them, since it would not cost us anything to do that, more especially
because the few things did not take up much space. Moreover, they were good window dressing for us.
“However, after more than three months, although some customers made inquiries about them, all of them
were frightened away by the high price, and none made any offer. One day a man came and bought some snuff
boxes, bracelets and a string of beads for official attire. The way he bargained and pointed out flaws in certain
articles showed him to be an expert.
“Two days ater, he came back again. This went on for some time. Then, suddenly he came with two other men
one day and asked to see the jade Buddha, vases and ju-i. After looking at them, he said that they could not be
found anywhere else in Nanking. Having praised them for a long while, he inquired about the price. One of our
sales clerks, seeing that he was so interested, poked fun at him by asking 30,000 taels. He said,
“‘Attractive as they are, how can they be worth that much? At least the price should be cut by half.’
“‘Dear Sir, half of 30,000 is 15,000,’ we replied. His remark raised false hopes in us, and we proceeded to
show him the thumb ring as well. He was likewise greatly interested in this article, but said,
“‘Even with this ring the merchandise would not be worth that much.’ We asked him to make an offer, and he
said,
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“‘I have already offered half the price. Let’s settle at 15,000.’ A sales clerk interrupted,
“‘When you said 15,000, you referred to the things you saw first. How can it be the same price when a thumb
ring is added?’ The customer said, smiling,
“‘Then let it be 16,000.’
“After long haggling, we came down to 26,000. He increased his offer to 17,000 and left after that without
making a deal. After he left, we studied the articles again and simply could not see how they could be worth the
price offered. Not trusting our own judgment, we invited other experienced members of our profession to make a
new estimate. Even they did not regard the articles as worth more than 3000 or 4000 taels. The expert knowledge
displayed by the customer in question seemed to indicate that the high price he had offered could not have been
other than a fair one. But the matter puzzled us very much.
“A few days later he came back again with another gentleman and added another 1,000 to his offer, making it
18,000. But the deal was not yet closed. Thereafter he came every day. He told us that he wanted the articles as a
birthday present for a certain prime minister. Each time he visited us, he added to his offer until the sum reached
24,000. We made some calculations and found that with the five per cent commission promised by Mr. Liu, we
could make 5,000 taels on this deal, and so we accepted the offer.
“Thereupon, the man produced a draft in the amount of 500 taels. He said that, being short of cash, he wanted
to make a deposit of 500 and pick up the articles in ten days. He added that in case he failed to turn up within that
time, he would forfeit the deposit, but that we should see that the articles were not sold within the ten days under
any circumstances. If we did, he went on, he could not even accept 240,000 taels as compensation. We agreed to
all these terms. But this being a big deal, he insisted that everything be put in writing. This was done, and he left.
“We waited for five or six days without any news. Late at night on the eighth day we heard a knock on the
door, at which stood a man with puzzled looks, who asked,
“‘Is this the Liu residence?’
“He came in and was conducted to the Liu residence inside. Shortly afterwards loud wailing was heard from
those quarters. Upon inquiry it was learned that Mr. Liu had received word from home that his mother had passed
away. At the time we did not pay much attention to what had happened, but on the followmg morning Mr. Liu
came to us in the store to pay his rent. He informed us that he had to leave for home with his family to arrange his
mother’s funeral. As they had to go on board that very night, he asked that the articles which he had left with us
be returned.
“I explained that the merchandise had been sold and that since the time of settlement was just one day off, he
was advised to delay his trip somewhat. This he refused to do under any circumstances, and he reproached us for
not heeding the proper rules of conduct. Strictly speaking, he explained, a son receiving the news of the death of
one of his parents should leave for home immediately. Since a day had already been lost because of the packing,
no further delay could be justified.
“We thought that since the articles had been sold and since there was only one day before the date of
settlement, it was safe to let Mr. Liu have the cash less the commission he had undertaken to pay us. So deducting
1,000 from the 20,000 agreed upon, we paid him 19,000 taels and he departed with his family. However, after he
left there was no sign of the buyer, not only on the tenth day but even after more than a month. The day before
yesterday the owner of the store came to make a check of the books and he held all of us responsible for making
good the sum thus lost. Evidently Mr. Liu plotted the whole thing to swindle us. Do you think that there is
anything we can do?”
After listening to this story and thinking it over, I felt that there was little to be done. Then the manager said,
“I think that Mr. Liu’s story about his mother’s death must have been a falsehood and that he must be still here.
But what can we do to locate him?” I said,
“Even if we find him, it is useless. After all he sold you the articles in question, though you got yourself into
this predicament by paying too much for them. What proof do you have to show that he is a swindler?” After
thinking a little, the manager said,
“If we could find the buyer, that would also be helpful.”
“No,” I replied. “That is even more futile. He came to a written agreement with you to come in ten days or
forfeit his deposit. Since he is not claiming back the deposit from you, what can you do to him?”
When he heard these remarks from me, the manager could only sigh. I left shortly to hand back the bracelets to
Mrs. Wu. After reading a little, I pondered again over the incident related to me by the manager of the Hsiangchen jewelry store. To me it was a most fantastic occurrence. It seemed that any clever man could fall prey to a
swindle like that, let alone a businessman who was after nothing but profit.
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*
Soon Chi-chih returned. When he had dealt with a visitor, he came to chat with me.
“After you left,” he said, “a letter was handed to me. I opened it and found that it was from a staff member in
the Viceroy’s office. He expressed a wish to see me and inquired when I could receive him at home. Since he is
from the Viceroy’s office, I couldn’t afford to offend him. I said to the bearer,
“‘I’m planning to go home today, so your master is welcome to see me at my house in the afternoon.’
“I hurried home for this reason, and he was here even before I had a chance to sit down. When I went out to
greet him, he asked me abruptly to pick an opera.” When Chi-chili reached this point, I interrupted by saying,
“It’s really strange. Imagine making an appointment from such a distance just for this trifle!”
“No,” said Chi-chili, “that’s not it. I thought the same way and asked,
“‘Is it someone’s birthday or some other special occasion, on which friends plan to make a gift of an operatic
show? If so, I’ll chip in of course, and there’s no need to pick any opera.’
“He laughed and said that he did not mean real operas. Upon further inquiry from me, he pulled out of his
pocket a folder, which he handed to me. When I opened it, I saw a list of all the districts of Kiangsu written on it
with a figure under each, ranging from 7,000 or 8,000 to 20,000 or 30,000 taels. I asked him to explain.
Thereupon, he left his seat of honor and took one of the side chairs, whispering to me,
“‘This is a short cut to quick appointment. Once the prescribed amount is submitted, appointment is guaranteed
within ten days. Of course the prices set are for permanent commissions, and those for provisional ones are
lower.’ I said,
“How did you answer him?” Chi-chili said,
“Since I can’t afford to offend this type of man, I minced my words. I used the pretext that having only
recently taken over at the Customs, I had no funds at my disposal and would have to wait a little. He continued to
entice me, and I had to think of other excuses to dodge his advances.”
“This is really strange,” I continued. “Though the sale of offices has become a traditional practice, it’s usually
the Provincial Commissioner’s office that takes it up. Why is the Viceroy’s office now involved in such a
malpractice?”
“What other reason is there? Whoever has the greater power is at it. But it’s too much to set prices and put
them down in black and white.”
“This is one way of soliciting business,” said I. “I only wonder if all the rules of business ethics apply.” Both
of us laughed oyer the matter for a while.
I mentioned the strange incident related to me by the manager of the Hsiang-clien jewelry store. Sighing, Chichili said,
“With the rise of human depravity, swindles are common. I heard of this particular incident long ago. You’ve
been told the superficial details, but you don’t know the inside story. Even the manager himself is still in the dark
as to who swindled him.” I was surprised and asked him,
“Since you know who the swindler was, why don’t you go and tell the manager, so that he can sue the party
concerned or deal with the matter in an appropriate manner? Wouldn’t that be a good thing?” Chi-chili said,
“In the first place I only know the manager through my frequent dealings with him, and there’s no intimate
friendship between us. Why should I interfere? Secondly, even if I supplied him with the information, he wouldn’t
be able to do a thing against the person involved. Who do you think the swindler is?” Chi-chili banged on the desk
and continued,
“It’s none other than the proprietor of the jewelry store himself!”
I was so astonished that I could not think of anything to say.
“Well,” continued Chi-chili, “he started as a swindler and he’s since made good in this trade. His name is Pao
Tao-shou, with the same pronunciation as the words meaning ‘sure to succeed in grabbing,’ which people have in
mind whenever his name is mentioned, because of the skill with which he pursues his ‘art.’ Step by step he
became a rich man through his swindles and opened this jewelry store. At New Year’s time last year he went to
Shanghai and bought a lottery ticket. Not letting go this chance to get rich quick, his colleagues wanted to share
the ticket with him. He sold them five of the ten sections into which the ticket was divided. Keeping only three of
the five remaining sections, the manager let the minor clerks share the other two. All cash adjustments were made
at the time. A few days later a telegram came from Shanghai bearing the good news that the ticket had won the
first prize of 60,000 yuan.
“The good tidings gladdened every heart at the store, and the proprietor went to Shanghai to claim the prize.
Deducting 30,000 for himself, he handed 18,000 for three sections to the manager, and let the minor clerks divide
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the remaining 12,000. The proprietor took the opportunity to ask his colleagues to make an investment in the
store, but contrary to his expectations, there was no response at all from any of them. So, he sought revenge for
their total lack of cooperation by plotting this swindle against them. According to his calculations, the jade
Buddha, vase and other articles now remaining in his hands are still worth 3,000 taels. Deducting this from the
19,000 taels paid to Mr. Liu, he forced his colleagues to make good the 16,000 taels thus lost to him.”
“The plot,” said I, “was so perfectly conceived that no one could have suspected it.” However, Chi-chili
dissented by saying,
“In fact there was a loophole, only no one detected it before the unfortunate incident took place. The rooms at
the rear of the store were originally occupied by the proprietor’s family, but after winning the lottery prize they
moved out. It’s natural for a person with more money to want to live more comfortably. The inside rooms should
then have been fixed up for the entertainment of customers coming from out of town or set aside for the showing
of valuable merchandise. This would have been more meaningful. Why did he rent the rooms to someone else
instead?” I said,
“Wasn’t it a good idea to rent the rooms for some extra income? Who could have expected him to put up a
swindler there? To my mind, the articles in question could have been returned to Mr. Liu at the time he was
leaving.”
“No, indeed,” Chi-chili replied, “if this had been done, the man who had left the deposit would have come with
the required cash to complete the deal. Not finding the articles there, how much would he have demanded?
Moreover, there was a written agreement. Indeed the terms could not have been evaded even by tricky devils.”
3
One evening I wrote three stanzas of poetry. When Chi-chih saw them the next day, he praised them. I told him
that I was going to send them to a newspaper for publication.
“Why are you going to do that?” Chi-chili asked. “Have you ever read good poetry in a newspaper? Many who
pose as poets take advantage of their acquaintance with a few newspapermen and send their writings for
publication in the papers. They feel that they are Li Po and Tu Fu reincarnate. There are also those who pay them
compliments, simply because their names have appeared in print. This has of course made them all the more
proud of themselves. What is most ridiculous, some businessmen, who are not even properly educated, because of
their admiration of those who enjoy fame, have gone so far as to pay for poetry written by others and publish it in
newspapers under their own names. As a result, some poor writers have even fixed prices for their writings.” I
said,
“I’m surprised that a man who is normally kind to others like you can be so harsh and cynical.”
“I myself,” Chi-chili replied, “know little about what has been going on. But two years ago, when I was on my
way to the capital, I met a newspaper editor in Shanghai. His name was Hu Hui-sheng, and it was he who told me
all this story. I suppose everything he said was the truth.”
“I can scarcely believe that everyone who contributes poetry to newspapers is like that.”
“Of course,” Chi-chili said, “not all of them are alike, but the exceptions to the rule are few and far between. I
can tell you something which is even more ridiculous. Have you noticed that in newspapers you see many poems
written as comments on paintings? As a rule, those who write such poetry run advertisements in the same
newspapers in which their poems appear, announcing price schedules for their calligraphy and paintings. In fact
they cannot paint at all; when they are asked to do so, they pay someone else to do the job for them. They
generally scribble a poem on the painting and call it their own.”
“What good does this do them?”
“Their price schedules,” said Chi-chili, “are generally very high. To paint a fan, for instance, they charge a
yuan or two, but they pay twenty or thirty cents to someone else for doing the painting, thus leaving them a
handsome profit. This is what poets do for their painting. As for painters who cannot write poetry, they could
survive very well if they inscribed their paintings honestly, without posing as poets. But they usually ask someone
else to write the poem for them. Not only do they copy the poems on their paintings, but they keep the drafts for
subsequent use. As they are not well-educated, they sometimes attach the wrong poem to a painting. For example,
they may put a poem about peaches as an inscription on a painting of plum blossoms.”
I could not help laughing at this, as we went off to lunch.
*
Later on I received a letter from my uncle. It read,
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I am very pleased to know that you are here. Right now I am leaving for Shanghai, but I shall stay there only for a
short while and expect to return in a few days.

I was so happy to receive this letter that I took it with me to the office to let Chi-chili know about it. As I
entered the study, I found a colleague talking with Chi-chili. The man was an inspector by the name of Wen Shunung, a Shanghai man. I told Chi-chili about the letter and showed it to him. After reading the letter Chi-chih
pointed at Shu-nung and said to me,
“He is also a poet. You can get together with him and talk about many things in common.”
Shu-nung and I started to talk about life in Shanghai, which he knew well. I mentioned that I was surprised to
see mixed parties of men and women in the teahouses.
“These women,” Shu-nung said, “are ‘wild chickens.’ But there are also good women going to the teahouses.
This is a custom widely prevalent in foreignized Shanghai, but the practice was later prohibited by the Chief of
Police.”
“That was a good deed for the improvement of social customs. I wonder who this Chief of Police was.” Shunung said,
“Superficially it was a good thing, but as a matter of fact he was just closing the door after the burglar had
left.”
“What do you mean?” I queried.
“This Chief of Police,” said Shu-nung, “taking advantage of his authority, was in the habit of carrying out
policies suited to his own convenience. For instance, when he was head of the Shanghai West Gate Precinct, his
concubine, as a result of his maltreatment, committed suicide by swallowing raw opium. Thus upset, he ordered
all opium dens in his precinct to be shut down. Apparently it was a good thing that he did, but actually he had a
personal axe to grind.
“As to his prohibition of women’s visits to teahouses, the story is an even uglier one. Having been an
apprentice in a grocery when he was a boy, this man somehow crept into officialdom. Though he rose to the
position of Chief of Police, one of his daughters remained unmarried even after she came of age. Every day she
would have tea at one of the teahouses in the Temple of the City God. Her father never stopped her. But one day
she was missing. All the servants said that she had not left the house at all. After a long search it was discovered
that she had fastened a plank on the roof-terrace to serve as a bridge to the city wall, which was closely adjacent
to their house.
“Apparently the young lady had used this means to run away from home. Her father was so enraged that he
ordered the roof-terraces of all the houses alongside the city wall to be pulled down. His pretext was the
prevention of burglary. At the same time, he also prohibited women from visiting teahouses. Is this not shutting
the door after the burglar has left?”
“Where did the girl go?” I inquired.
“It was very strange,” Shu-nung replied, “that the girl disappeared when a sedan-chair bearer also
disappeared.”
“That was really a coincidence,” I said. “How could she have gone away with a sedan-chair bearer?”
“In this world things happen which are beyond our expectations,” Shu-nung said. “After the disappearance of
his daughter, the Chief of Police, afraid of washing his dirty linen in public, sent his brother-in law secretly to
Chiating, the home town of the chair-bearer, to make an inquiry. Believe it or not, there she was, with the chairbearer. The brother-in-law rushed back to Shanghai to make a report. After consultation, he wrote a letter to the
Magistrate of Chiating, charging the chair-bearer with kidnapping his master’s daughter. Upon receipt of this
letter the Magistrate arrested the chair-bearer. The brother-in-law of the Chief of Police then forced the girl to go
home. No sooner had she returned than she caused a commotion by sobbing night and day and going on a hunger
strike, which lasted fully three days. The Chief of Police showed no pity and was willing to let her die; but his
wife, out of love for her daughter, intervened. She asked her brother to make another trip to Chiating to plead with
the Magistrate for a light penalty and, if possible, the immediate release of the culprit. Two days later, he came
back from the second trip and reported thus:
“‘The chair-bearer has received no bodily punishment at all. Because he had joined the staff of a powerful
member of the local gentry, he was set free upon the latter’s request, with which the Magistrate had to comply.’
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“Pleased with the result, the girl's mother secretly consoled her. Shortly afterwards she was given some silver
by her mother and permitted to return to Chiating. Unexpectedly another scandal took place after her return to that
town.”
At this juncture a racket was heard outside the building, and the conversation was interrupted. The noise arose
from a case of smuggling which had just been discovered by the inspectors on one of the incoming boats. Shunung went out at once to see what had happened. He was away, for such a long time that I could not wait for his
return and left for the city before it got too dark.
*
One day, the doorman suddenly came up with a message from my uncle, telling me of his arrival back home
and sending for me. I hastened to his residence. My uncle greeted me by asking,
“How long have you been here? Unfortunately I’ve been absent all this time, and no one at the house knows
you. However, I was pleased to learn that you’re staying with Wu Chi-chili. Is everything convenient for you at
his house?”
“Yes,” I replied, “it’s very convenient there.” My uncle asked,
“Can you really handle the work?”
“Yes, sir,” I said, “since it involves the writing of only a few letters, there’s nothing that I can’t handle.”
“There are also various kinds of letters to his superiors,” my uncle said, pursuing the matter further. “I’m afraid
it’s not an easy task.”
Just as my uncle was on the point of continuing the conversation, a maidservant told him that my aunt would
like to see me. My uncle took me into the interior chambers, where I greeted my aunt. She said,
“When you arrived, your uncle was on a business trip. Since we’re such close relatives, I should have
welcomed you into the house, but because I had never had the pleasure of meeting you before, I did not dare do
so. It’s a good thing that you’ve been looked after by your friend, Mr. Wu. How are you? Ever since your
grandfather died and your parents escorted the coffin home, our two families have never met again. At that time
you weren’t even born. It’s now almost twenty years. When do you plan to go back home?” Before I could reply,
my uncle said,
“Now that Wu Chi-chili has engaged him to do secretarial work, I’m afraid that he won’t be able to go home
for the time being.”
“That’s fine,” said my aunt. “We can see each other frequently.”
“Do you have anything to attend to now?” asked my uncle.
“Yes,” I replied, “I must go to the office soon.”
“Then you go ahead,” said my uncle. “Tomorrow morning come back again, and I’ll have something to tell
you.”
At this point I said goodbye and hired a horse to go to the office. When I arrived, I found Chi-chili’s room
locked, so I went to Shu-nung’s room and chatted with him. He told me that Chi-chili had left for home. I said,
“Usually Chi-chili does not lock his door when he leaves the office. Why did he lock it today?” Shu-nung
answered,
“I hear that something was lost yesterday. I asked him what it was, but he refused to disclose it.”
I asked Shu-nung to finish the story of the Chief of Police and his runaway daughter, promising him a treat
when I got paid.
“You broke off,” I said, “when you told of the dispatch by the wife of the Chief of Police of someone to
Chiating to look for the chair-bearer and of the new incident that arose.”
“When the messenger arrived at Chiating;” said Shu-nung, “he found that the chair-bearer had unexpectedly
become a monk. With great difficulty he was persuaded to return to lay life and go back to Shanghai. Several
months elapsed before he could regrow his hair. Without securing the consent of her husband, the wife of the
Chief of Police arbitrarily married her daughter to the chair-bearer. With her personal savings, she asked her
brother to purchase the title of sheriff’s deputy for her son-in-law, and she even forced her husband to get him a
job. Being henpecked, the Chief of Police obeyed his wife’s orders scrupulously and secured for him the position
of city guard, which he is still holding, I’m afraid. Though this is a minor job, the profit from the ‘Japanese pass’
is by no means negligible. This practically concludes this matter.”
“Very well,” I said, “the story may be finished, but what does the ‘Japanese pass’ mean?”
“I shouldn’t have mentioned it,” said Shu-nung, smiling, “and provoked your interest in it. The ‘Japanese pass’
is a local Shanghai term. After the city gate is closed at night, no one, except those having official business, can
enter or go out without a permit. In Shanghai, if you have a dime, someone will open the gate for you, but to save
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face, you pretend to show a pass though it is a dime that you are paying. As the dimes in circulation in Shanghai
are Japanese made, it is referred to as a ‘Japanese pass’.”
*
Having heard this explanation, I continued,
“You said you’ve got a great many stories to tell. Why not go on with them?”
“There you go again!” said Shu-nung. “Where shall I begin? I’m afraid that it’s only when we talk about them
at random that we can think of these things.” I said,
“After that chair-bearer became a deputy, he must have been involved in some scandals.”
“Yes,” said Shu-nung, clapping his hands, “you’re right, but my story doesn’t concern this man, but some other
deputies. Let me tell you this story to satisfy your curiosity.
“Once a deputy filled an unimportant post in a certain battalion in Woosung. His monthly pay was no more
than a few taels. One day he offended a patrol officer for some reason. Being his superior, the patrol officer spoke
ill of him before the commander of the battalion. Listening to the one-sided charge, the latter dismissed the
deputy, who became a tramp and wandered aimlessly. When he arrived in Shanghai, the municipal police were
recruiting new policemen. After trying his luck, he was successfully enlisted. He earned eight or ten yuan each
month, which was about the same pay he had received in the battalion.
“One day the patrol officer I just mentioned went to Shanghai on some business. When he was on the street
calling loudly for a rickshaw, the deputy, now a policeman on his beat, recognized him as his old enemy and
struck him very hard with his baton. The policeman shouted,
“‘Do you know the regulations of the foreign settlement? If you continue to make so much noise here, you’ll
get into trouble with the authorities here.’ Seeing that it was his former enemy, the patrol officer became angry
and said,
“‘Regulations or no regulations, how can you beat people without even giving a warning?’
“‘If you say anything more, I’ll take you to headquarters.’
“‘Since I’ve violated no law, what am I afraid of even if you take me to headquarters?’
“Thereupon, the policeman went forward and got hold of the patrol officer by his queue, pulling him away
with him. The patrol officer made some resistance, and, to incriminate him, the policeman tore off a piece of his
uniform with his own hands and stripped the patrol officer of his long gown, which was thrown by the roadside.
When they reached headquarters, the policeman accused the patrol officer of urinating in the street and claimed
that when he tried to stop him, the patrol officer had attacked him and torn his uniform. Before the patrol officer
could speak to defend himself, a foreigner went over to him and gave him a box on the ear. Just think, the
foreigner was no impartial judge; without understanding the language, let alone the details of the incident, he
naturally listened to the policeman’s story.
“Next day it was Sunday and the day after that the birthday of the Emperor, so no trial was conducted at the
Mixed Court.\fn{A mixed municipal tribunal of foreign and Chinese judges in the International\fn{The text has: Internal} Settlement of
Shanghai, imposed under the terms of the unequal treaties } The poor man had to spend two or three nights in confinement,
and when the day of trial came, instead of the case being straightened out before the Chinese member of the court,
as he had expected, the patrol officer was given a hundred lashes without a word of explanation, after the Chinese
judge had listened to the accusations presented by the policeman, including the tearing of his uniform. Afterwards
he was sentenced to a fortnight’s imprisonment. When he tried to defend himself, he was dragged away by the
guards and put back in jail. Can you imagine the power of a mere policeman in the foreign settlement?” I said,
“I can understand that the foreigner listened only to his own subordinates, because he had language difficulty.
But should a Chinese judge pass judgement without even asking a single question?”
“There are two reasons,” said Shu-nung. “Except in serious cases, trials in the Shanghai International
Settlement are not conducted by judges from both sides. In such minor cases as those of personal quarrels, not
only the defendants, but also the plaintiffs, are not asked questions. The judgements are based only on the reports
of detectives and police, who are regarded as impartial.
“Secondly, although there are Chinese judges on the Mixed Court, they are like puppets and are so afraid of
foreigners that they’re always in danger of losing their jobs once they offend their foreign colleagues. As a result,
in trying ordinary cases, whatever the foreigner says goes.
“The police, as employees of foreigners, are even more apprehensive. Especiallly in a case involving a
policeman as the plaintiff, the defendant is bound to be punished without even being asked a single question.”
I was on the point of pursuing the matter further when a servant handed me a slip of paper, bearing a message
from Chi-chili, and asking me to go into the city for consultation. I took leave of Shu-nung and rode into the city.
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On my way to meet Chi-chili, I passed the gate of Taotai Kou’s residence and saw that the middle door was
wide open. There were many horses at the entrance, and fire-crackers were being set off incessantly. I wondered
what the occasion for all this was. As I trotted along, I was thinking about this all the time. Chi-chili was out
making courtesy calls and did not come back until it was after dark. No sooner did he see me than he asked,
“Have you been to visit your uncle?”
“How in the world,” I inquired, “did you find that out so soon?”
“Shortly after I arrived home, your uncle came to call on me. He left after chatting a long while with me. I
feared that I might have to go out to the office early tomorrow morning without a chance to return the courtesy. So
I wrote you a brief message after he left and asked you to come home. In the meantime I went to make the return
call and chatted with him again.”
“You had quite a long talk,” I said.
“Like me,” Chi-chili continued, “he’s fond of talking on and on about this and that. He’s rather a romantic
type, and though he’s getting on in years, his interest in women is very keen. I had a long talk with him about
conditions in Shanghai. And what do you know? Instead of paying attention to cosmetics, women in Shanghai are
trying to lure their men with sun-glasses. Just think, what do a pair of these glasses add to a pretty woman’s face?”
I was anxious to change the subject.
“What occasion is being celebrated at the residence of Taotai Kou?” I asked. “Have we received any
invitation? Is it necessary to do anything?”
“What occasion?” Chi-chih repeated. “I have had to do more than something, I have had to lend him some
money. He received an appointment today and sent someone to borrow fifty yuan from me to serve as a tip for the
messenger delivering the commission. I’ve already sent a card extending my congratulations.”
“What does he need so much money for?” I asked. “It doesn’t take that much to tip a messenger.”
“Well,” Chi-chili continued, “though not all the money may have been used for the tip, it’s nothing unusual for
a Manchu to show off his generosity.” I said,
“To celebrate a minor appointment with such a fanfare and so many firecrackers is rather silly.”
“Firecrackers,” said Chi-chili, “are an obsession with people from Hunan. I wanted to see you because there’s
something with which I must secretly entrust you. Something has been stolen from me. I want you to find out the
thief, who must be in our very midst.”
“Yes,” I replied. “I heard at the Customs that you had lost something.”
“It’s nothing valuable—just a watch imported into China for the first time. It’s like a crystal ball and as big as a
walnut. It cost me only a little more than ten yu.an. The watch itself is not such an irreparable loss, but I have
fixed to it a pendant, which is made of black copper from Yunnan. Though I don’t know how valuable black
copper is, it’s quite rare, and the workmanship is very fme. It’s in the shape of a Buddha’s face, as big as an
almond. I’m not sure whether it’s carved or cast, but it’s a distinctive and lovely piece of work. All those whom I
employ have been with me for a long time, and I’m sure they’re all reliable. Only three servants—Wang Fu, Li
Sheng and Chou Fu—are new recruits. They’re all at the Customs now. Please keep an eye on them, and if you
feel that one of them is the culprit, I’ll dismiss him.” Chi-chih gave me a key and said,
“This is the key to my room. Take it with you, and see if there’s any business to deal with.” He also gave me a
package containing some silver, adding,
“Here are fifty taels, twenty of which is the pay I offered you. Whatever surplus there may be in the treasury is
not distributed until festival time. I was afraid that you would be in need of more than twenty taels for remittance
to your family and for additional purchases, and so I’ve arranged for you to have an advance payment of thirty
additional taels, to be cleared off at the time of the next festival. Next time when you’re at the office, you should
put in an appearance or two in the treasurer’s room, to show that your job is not a more sinecure.”
*
Next day, soon after I got up, I went to my uncle’s house. As he had not yet got up, I had to wait a long time
before I was summoned by my aunt, with whom I chatted a little about family affairs. It was already ten, and I
was on the point of leaving when my uncle came in. He went to a desk and took out a package containing some
silver. He said,
“Only two thousand taels of your mother’s money was deposited in Shanghai. At five per cent the interest is
exactly a hundred taels a year. To collect it, I had to spend twenty taels on travelling expenses. Deducting this
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amount, I am handing to you eighty taels, which you can remit home first. The remaining three thousand taels
have been lent to a friend of mine, Wang Tsu-hsiang, also at an interest rate of five per cent. But he is now in
Hunan. Wait till I write to him and get the interest for you.”
Taking over the silver, I told him that I had to leave early to attend to my business at the Customs. My uncle
asked,
“Is Chi-chili coming for dinner today?”
“Yes,” I replied, “he is staying away from the office today just to be able to attend your dinner party.”
“I’m doing this for you,” said my uncle. “He’s been looking after you, so I’m obliged to entertain him. If
you’re busy, you can run along.”
I hurriedly hired a horse and rode off to the Customs. I opened Chi-chili’s room and thought about the matter
Chi-chili had entrusted to me, but without any clue it was very difficult to start an investigation. After some
thought, I decided to set a trap. I placed the package of eighty taels on the desk, leaving the door ajar, and stepped
outside to a point where I could watch without being seen. I thought that in this way someone might be tempted to
steal the silver. I waited a long time, but apparently no one was to be trapped. I was afraid that even if I stood
there until my legs got stiff, I would not accomplish anything.
As I was on the point of quitting, I heard the door being opened and someone entered the room. It was none
other than Chou Fu, who looked around him and said,
“Again there’s no one here.”
As he turned his head, he saw the package of silver. He weighed it with his hand and stuck out his tongue in
astonishment. He tried to open the drawers, but they were all locked, so he opened one of the bookcases and put
the silver there. After shutting it and looking around again, he stepped out and closed the door. I thought to
myself,
“At first he seemed to act like a thief, but actually he is nothing of the kind.”
Then I left my hiding-place and looked into one of the rooms. There I saw my colleague, Pi Ching-chiang
playing chess with a coarse fellow wearing short clothes. In the latter’s hand was a long pipe which he was
smoking. Surprised by what I saw, I did not stop to greet the couple and went straight back to Chi-chili’s room.
On my way I saw Chou Fu sitting on a bench outside the room. He stood up as soon as he caught sight of me. He
said,
“Next time when you leave the room, please lock the door. Otherwise, in case of any loss, it will be our
responsibility.” So saying, he followed me into the room, continuing,
“When something is lost, our master does not even investigate. This makes it all the more embarrassing.”
“What is there that’s embarrassing, with or without an investigation?” I asked. Chou Fu said,
“If there is something missing and an investigation is carried out immediately, it’s much easier, because the
thief can be found and duly punished. But now our master makes no inquiry at all. He is very generous, but the
thief gets away so easily that he can feel very happy. On the other hand, those whose consciences are clear do not
feel at ease, because they don’t know whom the master suspects.”
“It’s necessary,” I said, “to have an investigation, but quietly. If the master does not make any investigation,
you are free to make one. If you succeed in finding the thief, you will naturally be rewarded.”
“No one dare expect any reward,” said Chou Fu, “but only in this way can the innocent be cleared.”
“Then,” I said, “those of you who feel that their consciences are clear can engage quietly in an investigation.
Do not raise any hue and cry, or the real thief may be frightened away.”
Chou Fu agreed and got ready to withdraw. But before he did so, he stopped and said,
“A moment ago when I entered the room, I saw a package of silver on the desk, which I’ve placed in the
bookcase there.”
“That’s fine,” I said. “In Mr. Pi’s room there is a very strange fellow. Will you go and find out who he is?”
As Chou Fu went out on this errand, Shu-nung came in after he had finished his work. As soon as he entered
the room, he said to me,
“You are as good as your word. You have come back so soon to give me a treat.” At this point Chou Fu
returned, saying, .
“There’s nobody very strange there, only a water-carrier by the name of Ah-san.”
“What are they doing?” I asked.
“It looks as if they’ve been playing chess. They’ve put away the pieces now.”
Shu-nung asked me what it was all about, and I told him of the man I had seen with Pi Ching-chiang. Shunung said,
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“He’s in the habit of associating with men of this kind.”
“Why?” I inquired.
“It’s nothing unusual,” said Shu-nung, “but he comes from a poor family and some even say that he was once
the manager of a brothel. Even the servants avoid him, and so he can only associate with fire-tenders and watercarriers.”
“Why does Chi-chili employ such people?” I asked. Shu-nung said,
“The man had some sort of pull, and all he gets from Chi-chili is a sinecure job with a salary of only four
thousand cash a month. Since he can’t even read, what can he do?”
“By whom was he recommended?” I asked.
“That I don’t know,” said Shu-nung, “and you must ask Chi-chili.
“But now let’s change the subject. Whenever you see me, you want me to tell stories. Last night I thought very
hard and two of them came to my mind. One was something I saw with my own eyes, and the other was passed
around as a joke. Whether the latter is true I have no way of knowing, but let me tell you this first, to show you
how unenviable our positions here in the Customs are, especially my own as Chief Inspector. I’m the target of all
complaints.”
*
Shu-nung began his story.
“There was an opium smuggler with a small amount of capital, who never carried more than one or two cans
of the drug, sealed as foodstuff with label of a grocery company. For this reason the customs paid little attention to
him. But as time went on, his trick was bound to be discovered. On one occasion he was detected and his
smuggled opium confiscated. Naturally he could not do anything about it. But on another occasion he again tried
his trick with one can of the drug. This time it was really a trick. When the customs guard discovered the can, he
seized it and the smuggler ran off at once.
“The guard presented the can to the official concerned, who opened it and, lo, what did he find? The can was
filled with night soil, and as soon as it was opened, live grasshoppers leapt out and spread the night soil
everywhere. Fortunately we were not there to witness the scene.”
“I’ve heard that before,” I said, “It’s probably just a joke.”
“There’s another story,” said Shu-nung, “about an incident I saw with my own eyes but with which fortunately
I had nothing to do. That year I was serving in Fukien, also at a customs office. I was the treasurer, but it
happened that I was very sick for about ten days. During that interval an informer reported that a large smuggled
consignment was expected the following day. It consisted of a huge assortment of pearls and jade, all stored in a
coffin, which could form part of a false funeral. The surname of the family, the placards, lanterns, etc., that would
go into the parade and the number of mourners were all given in detail. As this was a serious matter, a
consultation was held with the head of the customs office, and it was decided that the coffin would have to be
opened to facilitate the inspection. The informer insisted that the object of the funeral was solely the smuggling of
the valuable shipment. He added that he would gladly hold himself responsible for the veracity of the report. He
was asked by the head of the office to remain as a witness.
“Next day the funeral procession arrived as predicted by the informer, and everything that formed part of the
procession was as he had described on the previous day. The chief mourner was stopped and told that there were
valuables in the coffin. The mourner was naturally greatly enraged and denied the story completely. At this time
the head of the office also appeared on the scene and ruled that the coffin had to be opened for inspection. The
head of the office asked the mourner,
“‘What’s in the coffin?’
“‘My father’s corpse!’ was the reply.
“‘Where is it being taken to?’ asked the official.
“‘To our home town,’ said the mourner.
“‘When did your father die?’
“‘Yesterday.’
“‘Since he died in a town not his own, there might well have been some things to be attended to. How could
the funeral journey start so soon? There must be something wrong. Unless the coffin is opened for inspection, the
mystery cannot be cleared up.’ Greatly astonished, the mourner said,
“‘It’s a crime to open a coffin and tamper with the dead. Officials of authority as you are, how can you behave
like this?’
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“As a result of further consultation the whole staff was in full agreement with the head of the office and
insisted that there was no alternative to the opening of the coffin. The mourner objected strenuously but he was all
alone and could not stop the official group from opening his father’s coffin.
“To the amazement of all present, nothing more than a corpse was found in the coffin. The mourner was so
angry that he seized the official by the head and tried to drag him away. Fortunately his subordinates came to his
rescue, and the matter was finally settled after long hours of squabbling lasting from that afternoon till dawn next
day. In the midst of the row the informer fled.
“The settlement included the replacement of a high-grade coffin, sacrificial rites performed by the head of the
office in mourning clothes and compensation amounting to five thousand taels. From then on, several funeral
processions passed by; but even when we were absolutely sure that there was smuggling involved, no one dared
interfere with any of them again. In fact, as I see it, all the later funeral processions were organized under false
pretences, and each one of them was a smuggling trick. The whole thing was indeed well-planned. The idea was
to fool the authorities first with a real funeral procession and frighten them out of their wits, so that they would
not dare to interfere with the following operations.”
“What an unworthy son,” I said, “to have gone so far as to let the body of his own father be desecrated!”
“Are you really so stupid?” Shu-nung asked. “This could have been any dead beggar, not his father!”
262.123 & 269.131c 1. Ancient Sentiments 2. After Rain 3. Empereor Wen 4. In Honor Of My Husband’s Fiftieth
Birthday 5. For My Husband Who Sent Me Several Rubbings Of Ancient Egyptian Stone Tablets 6. Excerpts from
her Preface to the magazine Chinese Girls’ Progress 7. Excerpts from the “Translation Notes” to her
compilation Biographies of Foreign Women 8. Excerpts from the chapter “Guiyan” 9. Excerpt from the
chapter “Wicked Women” 10. Excerpt from “Suggestions” 11. Excerpts from Song Of The Old Courtesan 12.
Excerpt from Admonitions For My Daughters\fn{by Hsüeh Shao-hui (Xue Shaohui) (1866-1911)} Foochow, Fukien
Province, China (F) 5 (MMMCLXXXVIII, 1-5; MMMCCCLI, 6-12)
1
Wish to embroider a twin-budded flower?
First grow a pair of loving silk cocoons.
Unbroken is the thread of love
Which blunts the spring wind’s cutting edge.
2
What’s to be done about the scorching heat after a rain?
Overflowing gullies seem like rivers.
A frayed carriage’s like a streamer drawn by lean horses;
Broken bells capturing the wind, scabby camels approach.
Dozing dogs, in a daze, resemble lazy servants;
Buzzing, buzzing, flies outhumber the officials.
Under a wine-dark sky, all black dust is cleansed.
Let the Dragon King never be amused with a song!
3
Emperor Wen of his generation, trusting in reform,
Blindly cast to the ground a time-honored tradition.
Craving a nice posthumous title and history’s praise,
None but he brought untold suffering to all the people!
Returning to a debt-ridden court without a single plan,
He naïvely invoked an ancient law to set up an infant ruler.
Pity, all the iron cast could not open a road to Szechwan;
He’s left to hum: the “Song of Sorrow” by the River Hsiang.
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4
Faster than arrows race the rook and hare,
And ruddy cheeks change unnoticed in the mirror.
Take pleasure where you can in this world:
A moment of bliss is better than taking the elixir.
I’ll empty the goblet and drink deep the grape wine.
And arise to dance in honor of your birthday;
I wish you luck and good fortune for a million years,
That we may live together till our heads turn white.
*
You’ve enjoyed fifty springs and I forty;
Our allotted span has entered its ninety-first year.
The harvesting season is on, and a sunny day too,
And frolicking children all around our knees.
I recall the time when we exchanged marriage vows,
Your talents and expectations shone like the rays of the morning sun.
Even today your fame embraces north and south;
People of rank all yield to you, a commoner.
*
Have you not seen the pine trees of the Southern Mountain?
Beneath thick green canopies, their roots coiled like a dragon.
No carpenter’s ax will tap them to make posts and beams;
By rocks and streams, they feed on rain and dew forever.
Have you not seen the cranes of the Southern Mountain?
Combing, ruffling their long white feathers at leisure?
Provided with no food, they know heaven and earth to be wide;
By flying high, they will never be caught by net or snare.
Both the pine and the crane live to a thousand years;
Abandoned and unknown, their destiny is secure.
*
Poor we are, but luckily we are rich in books;
The older we grow, the firmer set we are in virtue.
Our native hills may be thousands of miles away,
But birthdays celebrated far from home also bring joy.
Yonder Heaven quietly shows a tender love for good men;
It won’t deny you an inkstone for an abundant life.
My only wish is that year after year it will stay the same:
With salt and rice, pestle and well water, I’ll serve you.
At other times, we’ll link our arms to pull a deer cart
Or, stepping outside, view the peonies in bloom, all smiles.
5
Every word a worm, a fish, an elephant;
Then, these strange images of spirits of snake or bull!
I ask how letters come from the tracks of birds—
Who, after all, was the chief inventor?
Unless the gods had yielded to each other,
How could anyone imitate this Kharosthi script?
Reputed to be the first beyond the western sea,
They altered their shapes due to disputes among nations.
Phonemes? Or pictograms?
Su Che is long dead,
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And so is Yang Hsiung.
In vain will bamboo scripts hold the secret of ancient kings.
Even though I may be another Ch-ing-chao,
And you familiar with bronze and stone scripts,
The most learned must be baffled.
*
From ten thousand miles away, I watch the sea and the sky;
I see the vast and indistinct clouds and mist.
I laugh at the halberds and lances of the kingdoms of Man and Chu,
A mirage of the ancients and the moderns:
A thousand years in an instant of time.
Left are fragments of inscriptions, chips of tablets.
Admiringly, I inquire into those former days:
Where did that heroic spirit go?
Might they not resemble the omens of dragons and phoenixes?
Only broken tiles and chipped bricks!
Neither Yin nor Hsia has left any record,
Who’s to sacrifice to Chi and Tseng?
Where once the wheat and barley grew, I face a scene of desolation.
How do those stone figures differ from our bronze camels
Still slumbering among briars and thorns?
6
… Now new knowledge from all countries has been glamorously developed, going beyond the scope of [our]
masters and one hundred schools. If people like us, staying in the inner chambers all day long, still hold the division
between the inner words and the outer words and limit our learning [within a narrow field], how can we talk about
getting knowledge so as to fit ourselves to the principle of the “new people”?
*
… In recent years, scholar-officials of our country, lamenting the hardships of the time, strive for the New Learning.
Based on the axiom of the equal status between husband and wife, they conceptualize equal rights of men and women. I,
Shaohui, sometimes have doubts about this, for the Dao from the remote wilderness may not accord with ours, and the
[foreign] exemplars of the inner chambers are difficult to see … . My husband, Master Yiru, researches esoteric classics
and broadly consults historical books. So I asked him to collect for my compilation all historical records about [foreign]
women, including alley talk and gossip. …
*
… Happily we see that [worthy people like] Yan Hui, Yu, and Ji would be the same anywhere; yet we also
know that writings for disciplining women only appear in [China], a place especially favored by Heaven.
Borrowing the others’ mirrors and candles to illuminate our civilization, we hope our gentlewomen will refine
their beauty through cultivating their good hearts. Forbearing and persistent, we maintain our dignified manners
following the “Inner Principles”; friendly and cordial, we establish our inner-chamber reputation with grace.
Using elegant words to depict our “four virtues”, our moral aura will naturally whirl far and wide. Women all over
the world will respectfully come to join us. Then, is it still impossible to see the Yellow River become clear? …
7
… As a person Anne\fn{1664-1714, Queen of England and Ireland} was gentle and graceful. She was not particularly
beautiful, but had a fair figure. Her heart embraced motherly love and good intentions, and she possessed certain
talents and virtue. During her reign, the Protestant church disputed with its Catholic opponent, and both involved
their followers in chaotic situations. Yet literati and scientists gradually emerged during this period, enabling the
progress of civilization. Shouldn’t we consider this as Anne’s achievement? …
*
… She\fn{Victoria (1819-1901), Queen of Great Britain and Ireland, Empress of India } was no less than Elizabeth I in talents
and wisdom. She appeased people within and resisted foreign invasions without. She protected the three islands
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from warfare, and defeated hegemonic attempts by nations throughout the five continents. Her people became
increasingly rich, and her military increasingly strong. Her achievement in governing surpassed not only Elizabeth I
but also the ancient great king William I.\fn{William the Conqueror (1028-1087)} Her governing strategy lay in promoting
the teaching of technology and founding the basis for people’s education. She surely understood the foundation of
the ruling principles. …
*
… Scholars all agree that even the heroic [male] rulers from the past could not surpass Catherine II,\fn{ 17291796, Empress of Russia} who, as a woman, claimed the throne of the czar, determined to govern, and made her
country prosper. She did have flaws in womanly virtue and hence became controversial. Yet she promoted grand
generals from among her sex partners and relied upon them as guts and limbs. In this she had her own secret tactics
of governing, not to be judged by narrow [moral] standards. …
*
… Irene\fn{752-803, Empress of Rome} had strong wisdom and capability, and she was also diligent in governing
… . Yet she murdered her husband and son, and attempted to solidify her throne through adultery. She committed
such sin that even her final death in exile on a deserted isle could not redeem it! …
8
… The marquis is finally convinced that Griselda is indeed faithful to her premarital promise and that her
patience is unfailing. The tests, he announces, were “to show you how to be a wife, to teach these people how to
choose a wife, and to guarantee my own peace and quiet.” The marquis reinstates Griselda; … he introduces the
bride [intended for his second marriage] and her brother as the children who were taken away. … Griselda, a
legendary heroine, was a daughter of a poor Italian family. Griselda was married to the Marquis of Saluzzo. The
marquis looked down upon Griselda, and tested her with several difficult tasks in order to temper her obedience,
which Griselda capably fulfilled and thus achieved harmony between the couple. This story, passed down from
antiquity, has been celebrated as exemplifying the highest virtue of women. Griselda served her husband with
tenderness, subservience, modesty, and respect; she therefore deserves respect of the world. …
*
… The Marquise de Rambouillet\fn{1588-1666, wife of the Marquis Charles d’Angennes} looked beautiful and graceful,
with a noble aura. She had gentle manners and a generous nature. She was sincere to friends, so people were happy to
come close to her with respect, and all sang her praise. She associated with the noble and the famous, treating them all
equally without discrimination. … After five years, scholars and celebrities of Paris all gathered at her husband’s
salon. … When her husband set up the Louvre Society, all the famous people signed up. It therefore became the most
famous salon in the seventeenth century, thanks especially to the Marquise de Rambouillet’s effort. Later other
European women set up their own salons for entertaining guests on certain days, the fashion started by the Marquise
de Rambouillet. …
*
… Caroline\fn{1768-1821, wife of the British King George IV} rejected the monetary offer and went back to London to
argue with the King. The government intended to reject her petition, citing their marriage illegal. Caroline showed the
marriage certificate and recounted her husband’s love for her in their happier days. She supported everything she said
with strong evidence and appealed for a formal divorce. Startled, the statesmen did not know what to do, and the
House of Lords tried to mediate. The husband would not change his mind to grant Caroline the title of the queen,
however. …
*
… If we decorate this writing\fn{The Biographies of Foreign Women} using only virtuous rhetoric and dismissing
frivolous cases, we are not only arbitrarily erasing people’s wrongdoings but also conceal indistinct human follies.
How, then, can we demonstrate the subtlety of our red-tube brushes and complement what has been left out by the
standard histories? …
9
… Beatrice Cenci, her appearance was as beautiful as peach blossoms yet her heart as vicious as a beast’s.
How strange! According to Muratori’s Miscellaneous Records [\fn{Referring to Muratori’s Annali d’Italia} she was
the daughter of Francesco Cenci, a wealthy Roman nobleman. Francesco married two wives, and Beatrice was born
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to his first wife . … Proud of her beauty, Beatrice became extremely licentious. She casually picked up sex partners,
regardless of their social status. Her father, irritated by her shameful reputation, often scolded her and caused her
resentment. Beatrice first asked her lover to sue her father in front of the Pope Clement VII. The Pope dismissed the
case. Beatrice then plotted her parents’ death with her minor-mother and her elder brother, Giacomo. The murder was
eventually discovered and the court arrested Beatrice and Giacomo. Giacomo confessed under torture. Beatrice
insisted that she knew nothing about it. Later the court proved the case and sentenced all to death. They were executed
in August, 1599. Beatrice was only 21 years old when she died. …
10
… Her\fn{Ban Zhao’s (45-120?)} moral strength and learning suffice as a model for thousands of generations to
come. She also compiled the Admonitions for Women and the Instructions for Women, which followed the Inner
Principles. No worthy ladies, then or now, could surpass her achievements.
11
On the golden dias, Their Majesties received the Heavenly envoy,
Attended by his female assistant, in a brocade carriage.
In an oriole voice, she played a capable interpreter;
In elegant handwriting, she translated foreign languages.
*
Her Majesty was pleased to meet with this young friend,
Treating her to an imperial banquet, with sour cream and raw meat.
In the Mirror Hall, rare flowers took a photo side by side,
Like two sisters, born from the same parents.
*
The native people adored her in great admiration.
They saw her often at tea parties and ballrooms.
Alas, the young officers of primitive places
Imagined here spring-wind face only through her pictures. …
*
Soldiers assaulted women on the capital streets.
In orchid inner chambers, virtuous ladies hid like mice.
Only this singing girl courageously stepped ahead,
Wearing country folks’ clothes, but speaking a foreign language.
The enemy commander, stroking his beard, rose to greet her.
What did he see? The envoy’s wife, his old fantasy.
At their later tryst in the palace, they felt as if in a dream;
He ordered soldiers to keep quiet, no more bustle around.
The War of Roses was stopped, and treaties signed,
Thanks, it seems, to this willow branch from Zhangtai. …
12
A woman’s manner follows ritual rules,
Not lying in her sensuous appearance.
Good heart sustains her beauty;
Virtue establishes her reputation.
Pure wind whirling in the Bamboo Grove,
Fragrant names spread among neighborhoods.
*
Loving and kind to young and subordinate;
Sincere to others, rfeel their feelings.
Enjoy flowers, also think of the fruit;
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Grow grass, also protect the stems.
Straight Way holds great masses;
Harmonious music resonates far and wide.
284.24 1. Excerpts from Chung-kuo Kuo-min-tang shih-kao: “A Letter To Li Hung-chang (1894)” 2. Excerpt
from Chung-shan ch’üan-shu: “The Manifeso Of The T’ung-meng-hui (1905)” [Not the title of the work from which
this excerpt is taken, but at least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content]\fn{by Sun Yat-sen (1866-1925)} Cuiheng
Village, Guangdong Province, China (M) 2
1
After deep reflection, I realize that the roots of wealth and power in Europe do not lie entirely in solid ships,
efficient guns, strong forts, and crack troops, but also in that a man can use his talents to the utmost, a piece of
land can produce to the utmost, natural resources can be exploited to the utmost, and commercial goods be
circulated almost without restriction….
Without good education a man’s talents will be wasted; without tactful encouragement, a scholar will live in
melancholy in the countryside, and without a rational employment policy, a man in the government may be
advanced by sheer good luck. If attention were paid to these three things in their proper order, then a man would
be able to use his ability to the utmost. …
A department in charge of agricultural administration can make the people work hard; special researches on
agriculture can improve plant and animal husbandry; and agricultural machines can save human labor. These three
procedures should be studied and imitated by our country in order to raise the yield of the land. …
If machines are widely used, it is easy to open mines, to dredge rivers, and to weave and make cloth, all for the
benefit of the people. Light, heat, and electricity are examples of common natural resources available to all
nations; the degree to which they are put to practical use, however, varies with the degree of technological
advance. The five metals and the various kinds of grain, on the other hand, are products of the earth which are not
possessed by all nations and which furthermore require skill to produce and use. …
A high circulation of commercial goods is contingent upon the removal of [numerous transit] taxes and upon
effective laws for the protection of commerce, and possession of many steamships and railways for transport. …
Commerce is of great concern to a nation’s wealth and power. …
When a man can use his ability to the utmost, all enterprises will be undertaken; when the land can yield to the
utmost, people will have enough to eat; when natural resources can be exploited to the utmost, the national
economic strength will be great; when commodities can be circulated without restriction, financial resources will
be abundant. Thus these four elements are the principal sources of wealth and power, and provide the solid
foundations of a nation … We need not be concerned about our ability to bring off a large enterprise in this
country but we should worry about the lack of people to do it. The weakness of China today is caused not only by
the shortage of able people, but also by the large number of ignorant people. The small number of able people can
be supplemented by inviting in foreign experts … But the large number of ignorant people, even though replaced
by others who could do their work, would still try their best to hinder any new enterprise. That is why whenever a
new enterprise is undertaken in our nation it is either restricted by precedents or impeded by a flood of criticism.
That is the principal cause of the illness of Chinese society.
I have admired you, Grand Secretary … [as one] who considers the recruiting of talented men as an urgent
matter … A person like me may also be drilled and enlisted among your employees. Therefore I disregard the
modest dimensions of my own ability in order to seek your recognition.
Among the four great items, … although the training of personnel in schools to be established throughout the
empire should be a matter of high priority, … the improvement of agriculture is even more urgent. … Since our
country has attempted to adopt Western knowledge I have never heard anyone speak of the imitation of western
agricultural methods.
I plan to travel to France this year\fn{ 1894} to study under famous experts on sericulture. … I also plan to
travel all over the world to investigate agricultural work…I sincerely hope that the Grand Secretary will help me
to carry out these plans.
2
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Now the National Army has established the Military Government, which aims to cleanse away two hundred
and sixty years of barbarous filth, restore our four-thousand-year-old fatherland, and plan for the welfare of the
four hundred million people. Not only is this an unavoidable obligation of the Military Government, but all our
fellow-nationals should also take it as their own responsibility.
We recall that, since the beginning of our nation the Chinese have always ruled China; although at times alien
peoples have usurped the rule, yet our ancestors were able to drive them out and restore Chinese sovereignty so
that they could hand down the nation to posterity. Now the men of Han have raised a righteous for patriotic] army
to exterminate the northern barbarians. This is a continuation of heroic deeds bequeathed to us by our
predecessors, and a great righteous cause lies behind it; there is none among us Chinese who does not understand
this. But the revolutions in former generations, such as the Ming Dynasty and the Taiping Heavenly Kingdom,
were concerned only with the driving out of barbarians and the restoration of Chinese rule. Aside from these they
sought no other change. We today are different from people of former times. Besides the driving out of the
barbarian dynasty and the restoration of China, it is necessary also to change the national polity and the people’s
livelihood. And though there are a myriad ways and means to achieve this goal, the essential spirit that runs
through them all is freedom, equality, and fraternity. Therefore in former days there were heroes’ revolutions, but
today we have a national revolution [Kuo-min ko-ming, lit., revolution of the people of the country]. “National
revolution” means that all people in the nation will have the spirit of freedom, equality, and fraternity; that is, they
will all bear the responsibility of revolution. The Military Government is but their agent. From now on the
people’s responsibility will be the responsibility of the Military Government, and the achievements of the Military
Government will be those of the people. With a cooperative mind and concerted effort, the Military Government
and the people will thus perform their duty. Therefore we proclaim to the world in utmost sincerity the outline of
the present revolution and the fundamental plan for the future administration of the nation.
1. Drive out the Tartars: The Manchus of today were originally the eastern barbarians beyond the Great Wall.
They frequently caused border troubles during the Ming dynasty; then when China was in a disturbed state they
came inside Shanhaikuan, conquered China, and enslaved our Chinese people. Those who opposed them were
killed by the hundreds of thousands, and our Chinese have been a people without a nation for two hundred and
sixty years. The extreme cruelties and tyrannies of the Manchu government have now reached their limit. With the
righteous army poised against them, we will overthrow that government, and restore our sovereign rights. Those
Manchu and Chinese military men who have a change of heart and come over to us will be granted amnesty,
while those who dare to resist will be slaughtered without mercy. Chinese who act as Chinese traitors in the cause
of the Manchus will be treated in the same way.
2. Restore China: China is the China of the Chinese. The government of China should be in the hands of the
Chinese. After driving out the Tartars we must restore our national state. Those who dare to act like Shih Chingt’ang or Wu San-kuei [both were traitors] will be attacked by the whole country.
3. Establish the Republic: Now our revolution is based on equality, in order to establish a republican
government. All our people are equal and all enjoy political rights. The president will be publicly chosen by the
people of the country. The parliament will be made up of members publicly chosen by the people of the country. A
constitution of the Chinese Republic will be enacted, and every person must abide by it. Whoever dares to make
himself a monarch shall be attacked by the whole country.
4. Equalize land ownership: The good fortune of civilization is to be shared equally by all the people of the
nation. We should improve our social and economic organization, and assess the value of all the land in the
country. Its present price shall be received by the owner, but all increases in value resulting from reform and
social improvements after the revolution shall belong to the state, to be shared by all the people, in order to create
a socialist state, where each family within the empire can be well supported, each person satisfied, and no one fail
to secure employment. Those who dare to control the livelihood of the people through monopoly shall be
ostracized.
The above four points will be carried out in three steps in due order. The first period is government by military
law. When the righteous army has arisen, various places will join the cause. The common people of each locality
will escape from the Manchu fetters. Those who come upon the enemy must unite in hatred of him, must join
harmoniously with the compatriots within their ranks and suppress the enemy bandits. Both the armies and the
people will be under the rule of military law. The armies will do their best in defeating the enemy on behalf of the
people, and the people will supply the needs of the armies, and not do harm to their security. The local
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administration, in areas where the enemy has been either already defeated or not yet defeated, will be controlled
in general by the Military Government, so that step by step the accumulated evils can be swept away. Evils like
the oppression of the government, the greed and graft of officials, the squeeze of government clerks and runners,
the cruelty of tortures and penalties, the tyranny of tax collections, the humiliation of the queue—shall all be
exterminated together with the Manchu rule. Evils in social customs, such as the keeping of slaves, the cruelty of
foot-binding, the spread of the poison of opium, the obstructions of geomancy (feng-shui), should also all be
prohibited.
The time limit for each district (hsien) is three years. In those hsien where real results are achieved before the
end of three years, the military law shall be lifted and a provisional constitution shall be enacted.
The second period is that of government by a provisional constitution. When military law is lifted in each
hsien, the Military Government shall return the right of self-government to the local people. The members of local
councils and local officials shall all be elected by the people. All rights and duties of the Military Government
toward the people and those of the people toward the government shall be regulated by the provisional constitution, which shall be observed by the Military Government, the local councils, and the people. Those who
violate the law shall be held responsible. Six years after the securing of peace in the nation the provisional
constitution shall be annulled and the constitution shall be promulgated.
The third period will be government under the constitution. Six years after the provisional constitution has
been enforced a constitution shall be made. The military and administrative powers of the Military Government
shall be annulled; the people shall elect the president, and elect the members of parliament to organize the
parliament. The administrative matters of the nation shall proceed according to the provisions of the constitution.
Of these three periods the first is the period in which the Military Government leads the people in eradicating
all traditional evils and abuses; the second is the period in which the Military Government gives the power of
local self-government to the people while retaining general control over national affairs; the third is the period in
which the Military Government is divested of its powers, and the government will by itself manage the national
affairs under the constitution.
It is hoped that our people will proceed in due order and cultivate their free and equal status; the foundation of
the Chinese Republic will be entirely based on this.
1867

45.150 Excerpt from An Autobiographical Account: “Walking Out The Gate”\fn{by Ning Lao T’ai-T’ai (1867- )}
Canton, China (F) 1
… When I was thirteen my parents stopped shaving the hair from around the patch of long hair left on my
crown. I was no longer a little girl. My hair was allowed to grow and was gathered into a braid at the back of my
head. It was braided in a wide loose plait which spread fanlike above and below the knot that held the hair at the
nape of the neck. It was like a great butterfly. Girls do not wear their hair that way now. Part of the hair was separated and braided into a little plait down my back. When the little braid was gathered into the big braid I was a
woman and not allowed out of the gate. So we have a saying that the girl with the full head of hair is not as free as
the one with a bare head, that is, partly shaved. And at the age of thirteen I was taught to cook and sew.
My father was a very strict man. We were not allowed, my sister and I, on the street after we were thirteen.
People in P’englai were that way in those days. When a family wanted to know more about a girl who had been
suggested for a daughter-in-law and asked what kind of girl she was, the neighbors would answer:
“We do not know. We have never seen her.” And that was praise …
My sister was married when she was fifteen, and I was married when I was fifteen. I was eight when my sister
was married.
My sister’s match was considered a very suitable one. Her husband was only three or four years older than she
and he had a trade. He was a barber. And the father-in-law was still young enough to work also. But my sister was
a child, with the ways of a child and the heart of a child. She had not become used to housework. She did not
know how to mix wheat bread or corn bread. She got the batter too thick or too thin, and so her mother-in-law
would scold. She had no experience and could not plan meals. At one meal she would cook too much and at the
next not enough. This also made her mother-in-law angry and she would scold.
Though my sister had not learned to work she had learned to smoke. This also made her mother-in-law angry.
She would say that my sister was not good for work but only for luxury. So there was bitterness.
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Her mother-in-law forbade her to smoke. She took her pipe and broke it into many pieces. My sister made
herself a pipe from a reed and smoked when there was no one around. One day her mother-in-law came suddenly
into the room. My sister hid the pipe under her clothes as she sat on the kang. The lighted pipe set the wheat chaff
under the bed matting afire, and her mother-in-law beat her. When her husband came home his mother told him
the story and he also beat my sister. There was a great quarrel and her mother-in-law reviled her with many words
that were too hard to bear. She said:
“In the path around the mill does one not look for the hairs of the mule?”
She meant to call my sister a mule and also to say that there were no signs of a daughter-in-law where such
signs should be—there was no work done. She went out of the house to find her husband, saying that she would
show my sister when she came back what real anger was like. My sister went crazy.
In P’englai it is the custom for the women to stand in their gateways in the evenings to watch whatever may be
passing by. When my sister went to the gate that evening she did not stop and watch as is the custom, but went out
of the gate and walked south. She walked until she reached the South Gate of the city, and she walked out of the
gate. She walked three li to the village of the Three Li Bridge.
All the people came out to see the crazy woman. The cry went out for all to come and see the crazy woman.
We lived near the North Gate of the city, but we had an aunt who lived outside the South Gate at the village of the
Three Li Bridge. She too came out to see the crazy woman, and she said:
“Is this not Yintze, the daughter of my sister? Come with me.”
And she took my sister home with her.
That very evening my brother went to my sister’s mother-in-law’s home to fetch my sister and bring her back
to our home for a visit. When he got there she was gone and no one knew where she was. All that night he
searched for her, and her husband and father-in-law searched, but they could not find her. The next day my aunt
sent her son to tell us where my sister was, and we sent and fetched her home. But her mother-in-law claimed that
we had hidden her and that she had left home that night for a bad purpose. So she stayed with us for six months.
And she was not right for all those six months. She had come crying and combing her hair with her fingers, so
that her hair was in all directions and we would not comb it out. Then one day we found that her hair was cut, and
we never knew who had cut it. Straight off it was cut, between the knot, into which a woman’s hair is bound at
marriage, and the head. Later we found the hair hanging on a bramble bush in the court of the Chou Wang
Temple. It must have been cut off by the demon who was troubling her …
197.34 Excerpt from Modern Times; Or, A Brief History Of Enlightenment\fn{by Li Po-yüan aka Li Pao-cyhia
(1867-1906)} Ch’ang-chou, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 10
It is said that in the region of Yungshun Fu in Hunan, bordering on Szechuan and occupied both by the Miao
people and Han Chinese, customs have a primeval air about them, suggesting that the practices of ancient times
have been preserved in all their rustic simplicity. Although patriotic statesmen and families of high rank have
come into their day of glory following an increase in military activities, these great men and families are only to
be found scattered among the few Prefectures located between the cities of Changsha and Yochow, so that
secluded border regions in the vicinity of Yungshun have thus far been unaffected. Hence, local customs have
remained intact in all their rude simplicity.
Because this place is dominated by mountains rather than by lakes and rivers, it is concealed from the world by
ridges and peaks rising up on every side. There is an air of beauty in the luxuriant countryside. The people are
dispersed among the valleys, their villages nestling among the trees and their huts constructed beside the streams;
tilling the fields and sinking wells and totally ignorant of all else, they are a perfect illustration of those words in
the Great Learning:
“The common people enjoyed what they enjoyed and benefited from their beneficial arrangements.”
Thus, those who served as officials in this region enjoyed leisure the livelong day and were blissfully free from
care.
I shall not continue further with this description but simply inform the reader that at this time the person
serving as Prefect of the region was a certain Liu Chi-hsien who hailed from Kiangsi. He had graduated with a
Chin-shih or Doctor’s degree, had been selected by the Emperor for appointment as Assistant Secretary of a Board
(second class), and had served as a Consultant in the Board of Civil Office. Jogging along for more than twenty
years he was promoted from Assistant Secretary (second class) to Second Secretary and then to Senior Secretary.
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In the year that we are concerned with, when his assessment period was due to expire, the President of the
Board, remarking on Liu’s intelligence and experience, his courage and ability, his moral calibre and compassion
and his diligence in pursuit of the common weal, offered to recommend him for higher office. Following an
interview, an Imperial command was issued that his name be put on file for an assignment. Within half-a-year
Liu’s present position fell vacant; his name was put forward, and by the magnanimous grace of the Emperor, the
Holy One, he was selected to fill the post.
After Liu had expressed his gratitude he took leave of all his friends and acquaintances.
*
Now it so happened that he had an old friend whose name was Yao Shih-kuang, alias Tun-an. A native of
Huichow, he was already more than seventy years of age, and a lecturer at the Paoting Academy. On account of
some business which he had to attend to he was on a visit to the Capital. By good fortune he ran into Prefect Liu
as the latter was about to take up his duties away from the Capital and, since they would seldom have the
opportunity to see each other again because of the great distance separating the North from the South, he
persuaded Prefect Liu to tarry a few more days so that they could leave the Capital together. On the eve of the day
when they were due to depart Old Mister Yao prepared a farewell feast at his lodgings. When they had consumed
about half the meal Mister Yao poured some wine into a cup until it was brimming over and, placing it before
Prefect Liu, said:
“My venerable younger brother, on this occasion as you depart to take up a post in which you are to accept the
commands of the Emperor and govern the people, I ask you not to treat this Prefectship lightly; for even in Han
times such a post already carried with it enormously heavy responsibilities. Although the region you are going to
covers an area of over a thousand square li, you will find it well worthwhile to exercise all your skill and abilities
when it comes to reforming the people and their customs. This is the only advice your foolish elder brother wishes
to offer. Since our friendship is not based on power or money, I shall refrain from making the usual comments
about elevation to high office and the amassing of wealth. If you agree with me please drain this cup.”
Old Mister Yao was exceedingly well grounded in traditional learning and was a master of classical prose.
Despite his age he was most adept at adjusting to the times, and in consequence there was not a single student in
the Academy who did not respect him.
Although Prefect Liu was a product of the examination system based on the “eight.legged essay,” he had
developed a deep admiration for Old Mister Yao. On this occasion, therefore, having listened to these
observations, he took the cup into his hands and said:
“Now that I, your younger brother, am about to set out on this journey, I would like to receive instruction from
you, elder brother. Out of your magnanimity you have offered me good advice and I am uncommonly grateful.
But this present posting to a provincial office will prove very different from anything in the Capital. I would
therefore like to ask you for some indication as to what things I ought to promote and what things I should reform
after taking up my duties.”
When he had finished speaking, he drank the wine, handed the cup back to Old Mister Yao, returned to his seat
and resumed drinking with his friend. Old Mister Yao said:
“Since the promotion of anything beneficial first involves the reform of some corruption or evil practice, it is
not at all easy to discourse on change and reform. To take the noble province of Hunan as an example, the people
are conservative in the extreme when it comes to their customs; since it is impossible to reform their ancient
practices what hope is there for the emergence of anything new? But all my life I have had the utmost respect for
Confucius, and he once said: ‘The people may be made to follow a path of action, but they may not be made to
understand it.’ I am not saying this because I have in mind the practice of the First Emperor of the Ch’in dynasty
of keeping the common people stupid. My reason for speaking thus is that China has preserved her customs for
several thousand years, and that apart from a few commercial seaports, where it is comparatively easy to act as the
times dictate, there is not a single place in the remaining eighteen provinces where people do not hold stubbornly
to their mistaken views. In such places it is absolutely essential that one should not act with haste when
introducing anything new or when getting rid of anything old, for to ‘beat the grass and startle the snakes’ will
only produce ugly results. My venerable younger brother! Mark well what I say: in my humble opinion our China
is going to experience great instability!”
Prefect Liu was thoroughly startled over what he had just heard, and could find nothing to say in reply beyond
a few words of admiration and thanks.
*
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That night, after the feast was over, Liu returned alone to his lodgings, and the next day, having made their
farewells, each went his own way. Old Mister Yao returned to Paoting where we shall leave him. Prefect Liu,
together with his family, hastened on his journey travelling by night.
Steamships had already begun to operate so that he travelled from Tientsin to Shanghai and thence to Hankow.
Liu had remained in Peking from the time he was enrolled as an official until the present—a period of fully
twenty years, and he had no idea that the countryside had changed as much as it had. Thus, along the route there
were many things which attracted his attention and which added greatly to his knowledge and experience.
Because of his long sojourn in the Capital, when he arrived in Hunan his immediate superior hurriedly issued an
order on the public noticeboard that he was to take up his new appointment.
After his arrival he followed Old Mister Yao’s advice, carrying out his duties according to the practices of the
old regime, and not daring to rush through any change. After some six months had gone by all levels of society
were at peace and there was nothing of consequence to do beyond sleeping and eating.
But because, by nature, Prefect Liu was a man of action, he thought to himself that, since, as an official, he was
regarded by everyone in his Prefecture as their leader and example, he should embark on something which would
express this fact. But much as he mulled over the matter he was unable to decide where to begin.
Now it so happened that the triennial Prefectural examinations were to be held in spring of this year and a
despatch had been issued urging teachers in every school to summon salaried graduates holding the Hsiu-ts’ai, or
first degree, along with their attendants, and notifying students of both the civil and military arts that they should
all proceed to the Prefectural Capital for the impending examinations.
The Yungshun Prefecture controlled four districts. Of these, the most important was Yungshun Hsien, followed
by Lungshan, Paoching and Sangchih.
When all candidates’ names had been elicited it was found that those studying military affairs outnumbered the
students of civil affairs and, when the candidates of all four districts had been added together, it turned out that
barely one thousand students had prepared for the civil examination, whereas more than three thousand were
offering themselves for the military examination.
Teachers from each school were received in audience by the Prefect, and left with their authorizations. It was
decided that on the first day of the third month all candidates for the civil examination would be tested in the
Classics, and, on the third, would sit the main part of the examination.
Now although Prefect Liu was a graduate of the “eight-legged essay” examination, as a goverpment-supported
student he had taken a further examination to gain highest honors, and he was most proficient in every aspect of
learning whether it be classical studies, history or poetry. Whilst residing in the Capital he had often heard of
cases where individuals had memorialized the throne, requesting that topics on current affairs be introduced for
the civil examinations. He was also aware that the “eight-legged essay” would have to be eliminated ere long.
Moreover, his old friend, Mister Yao, who was known for his attainments in classical prose, had influenced him,
so that his disposition had gradually been transformed. Because of all this, he decided on this occasion to search
out those of special ability from among the examination candidates. He first issued a notice calling on candidates
to be ready to enter their names, not only for poetry, but also for subjects like arithmetic and history. But, alas,
students did not understand the notice and, when the time came to register, only one student from Lungshan put
his name down for the history essay, and only one student from Yungshun selected the arithmetic option. The
remainder chose topics based on the Classic of Filial Piety and on Neo-Confucian metaphysics. Even those opting
for poetry numbered very few indeed.
After Prefect Liu had checked the names of the candidates he was thoroughly disappointed, but there was
nothing for it but to draw up the examination questions and put up a notice on the notice board. The student who
had registered for arithmetic unexpectedly managed to complete his paper. The candidate for the history topic
noted that the subject of his essay was Han Hsin; but, although equipped with several volumes of the Kang-chieni-chih-lu and a simplified version of the Twenty-one Histories, he had not the faintest idea which dynasty Han
Hsin belonged to and, although he searched his books from cover to cover, was unable to fmd any reference to
him. The student therefore appealed to his teacher to petition the Prefect; to inform him that he had no idea what
the sources were for his topic, and to ask him if he would please change it for an easier one.
Unable to extricate himself from the toils of his importunate student the teacher first discussed the matter with
the attendant invigilators at the examination hall. One of the invigilators took the examination paper and, after
perusing the question, said that he was well acquainted with the name Han Hsin and was sure that he had come
across it somewhere. After inclining his head and thinking about it for some considerable time he said:
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“Yes, surely this young gentleman of yours will have seen the opera even if he hasn’t read about Han Hsin in
his books? Lord Yang, singing the last sentence in the opera Erh chin kung, refers to a certain Han Hsin of the
Han forfeiting his life in the Wei-yang Palace. Surely that’s the man isn’t it? He was a man of the Han Dynasty. If
he weren’t, why would he be called Han Hsin of the Han?" The invigilator had spoken thus far when an attendant
standing beside him interrupted and said:
“Sir, don’t be so sure. If Han Hsin was a man of the Han dynasty why is it said earlier in the opera that he is
King Han of the Three Ch’i who mounts the commander’s platform and appoints his generals? In my view Han
Hsin was in fact a man of the state of Ch’i.” Turning to the candidate he said:
“Young gentleman, don’t be misled by him. Base your essay on what I’ve told you and you’ll be sure not to go
wrong.”
But how was anyone to know that this student had lived all his life in a country district and had never
witnessed a Peking Opera? He had not even heard of the opera Erh chin kung to which they referred so that he
was still unable to make any sense of the question. In the end his teacher went to see the Prefect who produced a
question on Kuan Chung. Kuan Chung was a character in the Confucian Four Books, so there was no further need
for the student to refer to his history books. As luck would have it, in a published reference book for examinations
there was a ready-made article with the title “Kuan Chung.” When the candidate saw it he was overjoyed and,
hurriedly disguising its appearance, transformed the “eight-legged essay” into a composition containing eight
paragraphs. Elated, he copied out his script and handed it in.
When the Prefect’s private secretary opened and read it he puckered up his eyebrows. Prefect Liu asked him
how the candidate had fared and the secretary answered:
“If he had been asked to write an ‘eight.legged essay’ some of his sentences would be quite arresting, but since
the topic has been changed to an historical one, much of his language is inappropriate.” As he spoke he handed
the script to the Prefect adding:
“Please cast your eyes over it, Sir, and decide whether the student should fail or be allowed to pass.”
Having read through the script Prefect Liu found it really impossible. He therefore debated with himself in
these terms:
“How can one pass a script such as this? Yet only one student out of all the candidates has tackled the topic
and, although he hasn’t made a good job of his essay, he has at least heard of the two words ‘historical essay’
which is rather better than empty and groundless exegeses of texts selected from the Classics. No matter what one
may say, this person is at least unwilling to follow the common herd and is sympathetic to better things. He must
be regarded as a scholar with some ambition. It would be best, then, to pass him, even though it is somewhat
irregular, so that other students will take note and be encouraged to tackle topics based on historical writings.”
Having made up his mind, Prefect Liu gave the candidate sitting the examination in arithmetic a first-class
pass, and the history candidate a second-class pass. He also passed a few scripts dealing with poetry.
After he had made his decisions known, the remaining examinations were held in succession and were all over
in about fifteen days.
Immediately the results had been issued those taking military studies began their examinations. Candidates
taking the tests in mounted archery did so in the Pavilion for Military Displays, those being examined as ordinary
archers were tested in the Grand Prefectural Hall. Because of the large number of contestants, and to avoid an
examination lasting many days, three targets were set up so that three archers could shoot at one time.
Now on this day Prefect Liu and the Prefectural officials had just taken their seats in the Grand Hall. Prefect
Liu had not even started to call the roll when he saw someone being brought in through the gates. The man was
panting heavily and his head was bathed in sweat as he knelt down before the whole assembly. He spoke up and
said:
“My name is Chi Ch’ang-ch’un and I am the constable from outside the West Gate. This morning the potboy at
the Inn of Advancement outside the West Gate ran over to my home to tell me that three foreigners arrived at the
Inn yesterday evening together with a few men wearing queues.” The Prefect said:
“Well, they must be Chinese.” The constable continued:
“They were not Chinese. If they had been Chinese like ourselves why were they wearing foreign hats?” The
Prefect asked:
“Did you see them?” The constable replied:
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“When the potboy at the Inn came to report the matter I went to have a look. There were several foreigners and
so I didn’t dare enter the building. I was afraid I might alarm them, and therefore hurried here to report the news
to you, Sir.” The Prefect asked:
“What have they come for?”
“I inquired of the pot boy,” said the constable, “and he said that last night a foreigner wearing a queue flew
into a rage because the boy’s father was careless and broke a teacup belonging to him. The foreigner immediately
gave the potboy’s father a beating; he then laid hold of him and refused to let him go saying he would take him to
the Magistracy. The potboy was so frightened that he hurriedly slipped out of the Inn, and is now afraid to return.”
The Prefect cried:
“You scoundred! I knew you’d hide away and refuse to report anything to me unless there was trouble. What
kind of cup was it that was smashed? Don’t you know that if you ruin something owned by foreigners we have to
pay compensation?” The constable produced two broken shards from his jacket pocket and, presenting them to the
Prefect, said:
“The cup is made of white porcelain. We should be able to find another one like it in a shop that sells
crockery.” The Prefect took the shards and examined them with care; then he shouted:
“Rubbish! This is foreign porcelain. Not only is it impossible to find such ware in a local shop, but even if
someone were sent to Kiangsi he wouldn’t be able to have this kind of porcelain fired there. The matter is grave
indeed! Lock this scoundrel up first and I shall look into the affair later.” Hearing these words the constable
hurriedly doffed his cap, prostrated himself, and struck his forehead on the ground.
“Be gracious, Sir,” he said. “Be merciful!” Ignoring these comments the Prefect asked:
“What about the potboy at the Inn?”
“He’s hiding in my house.” replied the constable.
“You two are in league with each other,” said the Prefect, and immediately issued a warrant of arrest, ordering
an official messenger to hurry off and return with the potboy. The messenger departed to carry out his orders, and
then the Prefect announced:
“An important matter has interrupted the day’s programme so we had better delay the examination. We shall
wait until this business with the foreigners is settled before issuing a notice for the resumption of the
proceedings.” As he spoke he prepared to withdraw from the hall.
Although the students were disgruntled over the delay, they were all under the supervision of fathers, elder
brothers, teachers and guarantors, and so had no alternative but to retire as well. The Prefect now invited the local
Brigade Commander into the Office for the Countersigning of Documents to discuss the situation with him.
“Since foreigners have arrived in this region we ought to send a few troops from our barracks to suppress any
idlers that may be about and to carry out our duty to protect the populace,” said the Commander.
“You are absolutely right,” said the Prefect. The Commander immediately took his leave, and without even
giving himself time for a cup of tea, departed in his palanquin.
The Prefect now hurriedly summoned his Chief Magistrate, who had originally accompanied him in order to
attend to his needs during the military examination but who, after finding he had nothing to do at the auditorium,
had promptly set out on the road back to his Magistracy. He had just reached half-way when a constable and an
assistant raced up to him to deliver a message. He proceeded no further towards his Magistracy, but promptly
returned to the Prefectural Offices where he waited on the Prefect in the official waiting room. The Prefect also
sent for Master Han, the Legal Secretary, but the Secretary’s servant said:
“We’ve never been able to wake him before twelve o’clock.”
The Prefect had no alternative but to delay taking further action. Less than a quarter of an hour later the
Magistrate arrived and, having sent in his visiting-card, was immediately invited into the presence of the Prefect.
When he had bent his knee in salutation and taken his seat the Prefect said to him:
“Several foreigners have arrived outside the West Gate, did you know about this?”
“I have only just received word of the matter,” said the Magistrate, “and so have come to see you. Would you
please instruct me, Sir, as to what should be done? Should we take note of them or ignore them? Of course, they
haven’t paid you a courtesy call since arriving here.”
“But there’s already been some trouble,” said the Prefect, “so that even if you pay no heed to them they’ll still
come looking for you.” The Magistrate quickly inquired as to the nature of the trouble.
“Do you mean to say you still don’t know?” asked the rrefect, and thereupon recounted how the constable had
informed him that the father of the potboy at the Inn had smashed one of the foreigner’s cups, with the result that
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the foreigner had seized hold of him, and threatened to deliver him to the Magistracy. The Magistrate was
stupefied by what he heard and for some time was lost for speech.
“You’re an official who’s served a long period in the provinces,” said the Prefect, “and you’re therefore
unaware of the situation in the Capital. When I was in the Capital, whenever Magistrates received foreigners they
regarded it as a matter of great moment; and even when the foreigners dressed casually we, on our side, always
wore our official insignia. Regardless of whether the foreigners were mere artisans, we would sit and stand with
them as if they were our equals. Now, as a matter of principle, we ought to be gracious to strangers, as we are
taught in The Mean. Moreover, the visitors are our guests, so that we have the duties of hosts laid upon us. In our
Classics we are instructed to accompany those who leave, and to welcome those who arrive, and this is as it
should be. At the present time the Court is most punctilious about this, but it will not be until later, when the
number of foreigners visiting China increases, that we shall see the efficacy of our policy of graciousness.
“In my humble opinion we should pay them a visit right away, prepare a banquet for them and provide them
with a few servants to cater for their needs; thus fulfilling our duties as hosts, as well as showing that even though
the inn-keepers have damaged their belongings, the local officials treat them with courtesy. Should they be
determined on satisfaction, this determination will be weakened, and a matter of some seriousness will be
transformed into a trifling affair, and then into a matter of no importance.
“When they have departed and crossed the boundaries of our Prefecture we shall have rid ourselves of all
responsibility for them, even if they should be murdered by robbers on their journey.”
“You are remarkably perspicacious, Sir,” said the Magistrate. “I shall accompany you on your way.”
“Fine,” said the Prefect, “but there is just one problem. How are we going to manage if we have no one with us
who can speak their language?”
“There’s an old private tutor in my Magistracy called Chang. This person formerly attended some school or
other in the Provincial Capital where he studied English for three months, and I am at present engaging him to
teach my two boys to read foreign books,” said the Magistrate.
“So your sons are studying foreign languages,” said the Prefect. “This is the most important and useful kind of
study today, and its value will be unlimited in the future. I congratulate you; you have my respect.”
The Prefect immediately summoned a servant and instructed him to take his visiting-card and to present it to
Master Chang, requesting him to call at the Prefectural Offices. After a brief delay, Master Chang donned his
gown and set off in his palanquin. The Prefect received him with grave courtesy uttering some words of
admiration. Master Chang was more than a little pleased with his reception.
When the three men had made each other’s acquaintance they set off without more ado, their way being
cleared for them by runners beating gongs. Together, they hurried to the Inn of Advancement outside the West
Gate.
2
Prefect Liu together with the Magistrate and interpreter went directly out of the city, and moved in all haste in
the direction of the Inn of Advancement. One of the Magistrate’s clerks, only a step ahead of the entourage,
entered the Inn and presented the Prefect’s visiting-card. A moment later the palanquins arrived at the gate where
the occupants found the old officer deputed by the Brigade Commander, together with the four soldiers he had
brought along with him, already standing on guard.
Now the foreigner who was lodging at the Inn was in fact an Italian mining engineer. It so happened that in
recent years the government’s coffers had become quite empty so that there was less and less money available for
expenditure. Both in and outside the Capital there were a number of great officials who understood the situation,
and who knew that the reason for the nation’s poverty stemmed from the fact that she was unable to develop her
resources.
Although steamships, the telegraph, textile spinning, engineering and munitions factories, both large and small,
had already been introduced in fairly large numbers, good laws had not yet been enacted, so that achievements
were constantly being eroded; some of these ventures being well managed while others were not.
But there were two natural assets which particularly demanded investigation: one was agriculture, and the
other mineral resources. If the exploitation of these could be put on a proper footing, the common people would
no longer suffer poverty, and the nation would naturally become powerful and flourish.
Thus, those provincial governors who genuinely had the nation’s welfare at heart and who understood this
principle had each sent delegates to Japan to investigate agricultural techniques, and engaged a number of famous
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mining engineers from other nations to visit every prefecture, district and county in their provinces to make
surveys of mineral resources so that people might be encouraged to commence mining activities.
The Italian who had arrived on this occasion had been deputed by the Governor of the Province of Hupeh. He
was accompanied by a representative of the Governor, but because this representative had been delayed in the
district previously visited, the engineer had arrived first with .two other foreigners, an interpreter and two
servants, some six persons in all.
When they had arrived outside the city walls of Yungshun they had discovered the Inn of Advancement where
they had taken accommodation, intending to wait for the arrival of the Governor’s representative so that they
might enter the city together to pay their respects.
But, unexpectedly, because of the beating meted out to the potboy’s father, the young lad had hastened to the
home of the constable to make a complaint and the constable, afraid to take any action lest he be made to bear the
blame, had run immediately into the city to report the affair. Unfortunately for him, he had come up against
Prefect Liu, who was a strickler for correct behaviour when it came to foreign affairs, and who, together with the
Chief Magistrate, had now come to pay his respects first.
*
It was fortunate that when the Prefect’s visiting-card was delivered at the Inn, it came into the hands of an
engineer who, since arriving in China, had met a goodly number of officials, both high and low, and who was well
acquainted with the manners practised in official circles. On top of this, he was able to speak a few words of
Chinese, so that when he saw the visiting-card he hurriedly said,
“Ch’ing, please come in.”
Prefect Liu was the first to alight from his palanquin. He headed the procession, followed by Master Chang
and the Magistrate, the latter bringing up the rear. On passing through the door of the Inn they were led upstairs
by one of the Inn’s attendants. The mining engineer, however, had already come to the head of the stairs to receive
them. On seeing the delegation, the engineer doffed his hat. Being acquainted with foreign customs Prefect Liu
immediately put out his right hand and shook the hand of the engineer. Next came Master Chang who, it goes
without saying, was also knowledgeable about these customs, since he had made a three-month’s study of foreign
books. Master Chang also uttered a word or two in English to which the mining engineer replied.
Finally it was the turn of the Magistrate who walked up to the engineer, but held out his left hand by mistake.
The engineer was unwilling to shake the hand proffered to him, but fortunately, Master Chang noticed the error,
and quickly drew the Magistrate’s right arm forward into a hand-shaking position, thus bringing the ceremonious
welcome to a proper conclusion. The mining engineer’s secretary and translator also introduced themselves. A
pair of small gold-rimmed spectacles rested on the nose of the translator. He wore a foreign nightcap on his head,
and a pair of leather shoes on his feet, which squeaked as he walked. His shirt and trousers were as white as snow,
so that if it had not been for the fact that a queue as black as ink hung down his back, everyone would have taken
him for a foreigner.
When he saw the visitors he did not remove his glasses but bowed to the Prefect and the Magistrate—happily
he had not yet forgotten his Chinese manners.
The visitors were made to take their seats whilst a waiter served some tea. Master Chang, however, had only
one thing on his mind, and that was to display his talents and learning to their greatest advantage. He therefore
came out with a few foreign words such as “wen” (one), “t’u” (two), “t’o-li” (three), “k’o-mu” (come), and “yehssu” (yes), but his speech was lacking in lucidity.
At first the mining engineer was all ears as he tried to understand what was being said, and at times he
answered Master Chang with one or two words of his own. Finally, however, he was alternately puckering up his
eyebrows and pursing his lips in laughter, but uttering not a word in reply.
The Prefect and Magistrate, meanwhile, thought the two men were in complete accord and looked on
contentedly, forgetting to utter a word. When there was a lull in the conversation the engineer suddenly laughed
and, speaking in Chinese, said to Master Chang:
“Mister Chang, I think it would be best if you spoke in the language of your honored country. Not only is my
interpreter quite unable to understand your English but even I can’t understand a word.”
It was only at this point that everyone realized Master Chang’s efforts were inadequate; that his English was
poor, and that therefore the foreigner too did not want him to continue.
On hearing the engineer’s request, Master Chang was quite overcome with shame and blushed so strongly that
his ears turned a dull red. He fell silent and sat mute, afraid even to say anything in Chinese. The Magistrate
looked on, utterly embarrassed.
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The Prefect, however, was a man of eloquence and experience and bypassing his interpreter spoke briefly, but
courteously, to the engineer in Chinese. The mining engineer understood everything that was said to him and said:
“I met the Governor-General in Wuchang. He is a great and loyal official of your honored country who knows
that profits from mining are greater than those from any other industry. He therefore deputed me, together with
Mister Chin, to visit your honored Prefecture. I carried out a survey along the whole route, and on arrival at
Changsha I paid your Provincial Governor a visit. The Governor invited me to an evening meal, and I found that
he too is a man of considerable understanding. Because Mister Chin has not yet arrived here, I decided to delay
my visit to your honored Prefectural Offices. Please excuse me for causing you so much trouble, but I am very
pleased indeed to meet you.”
The engineer continued with a few more courteous remarks, and the Prefect paid the engineer some sincere
compliments, before they rose from their seats and took leave of each other.
Prefect Liu sought to arrange for the engineer to move into his Prefectural Residence, but the engineer said he
would prefer to wait for the arrival of Mister Chin before making a decision. With some ceremony they
accompanied each other to the top of the stairs, shook each other’s hands once again, and then the mining
engineer turned back to his room.
*
The Prefect, Magistrate and Master Chang descended the stairs and climbed into their palanquins, returning
direct to the Prefectural Offices. When the Prefect had stepped down from his palanquin, he invited the Magistrate
and Master Chang to join him for some general conversation. Master Chang was no longer as elated as he had
been on his previous visit. The Prefect tried to detain him, persuading him to share a meal with him, but he was
unwilling to remain, and quickly returned to his quarters. At this point the Magistrate said:
“I’m afraid I recommended the wrong man and almost caused us great loss of face. I really am terribly sorry.”
“There’s no need to blame him,” said the Prefect, “although his knowledge of foreign languages is shallow, I
doubt whether you’ll find another student of the subject in the whole of the Yungshun Prefecture. He should be
kept here to begin a new trend. When you return, treat him exactly as you did before, for I shall have occasion to
make use of him in the future.”
They then went on to discuss the matter of the cup broken by the potboy’s father which, contrary to
expectations, had not been discussed at the Inn, and which, it seemed, the foreigners would not now pursue. But
just as they were talking an attendant appeared saying:
“The potboy has arrived in manacles. The messenger you sent forced him to go and find his father so that both
father and son have been arrested along with the constable. Will the Magistrate or the Prefect himself pass
judgement?”
“There isn’t any need to pass judgement now,” said the Prefect, “although we can't release them either. If we
let them go and they run away we won’t know where to find them should the foreigners want them. Foreigners are
notorious for the way they harbor ill feeling. The breaking of a cup is not the most serious of matters, and is
certainly not worth involving a number of individuals in trouble and causing them financial ruin. Nevertheless, at
the present time the foreigners are flourishing, and one has no alternative but to give in to them somewhat. The
pity of it is that every one of these persons is a subject of the Emperor, so that we officials have no excuse for
failing to shield and protect them. The fact that these days we have to help others to ill-treat Chinese citizens
means that we are really wrong in receiving emoluments from the Court. Now that I mention it, it really makes
me very ashamed indeed! But since we’re instructed to act in this fashion there’s nothing one can do about it.
Let’s wait for the arrival of Representative Chin when we can discuss the affair again. I don’t think the matter will
amount to anything very serious.”
The attendant withdrew, and after a few further comments the Magistrate took his leave also.
Having bid his guests farewell the Prefect hurriedly changed his clothes and took a meal. When he had finished
his midday meal, the Director of Studies requested an attendant to present his visiting-card to the Prefect and to
ask him to indicate when the military examination would now be held. The candidates were numerous, and the
majority were penniless. The living expenses they had provided themselves with were limited to a determined
number of days. An extra day would involve them in considerable expense, so that if the Prefect could inform
them of the precise day and time of the examination, it would help them to settle down.
“How can I be certain?” asked the Prefect. “I wish we could complete the examination today since if the
examinations were over a day ahead of schedule, students could return home a day earlier. I too would like to feel
at ease as soon as possible; but, as it happens, the foreigners are here and there is no knowing when I shall be
involved in dealings with them. In these circumstances how can I sit in the examination hall unperturbed,
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watching the candidates shooting their arrows from morning till night, and making unhurried judgements as duty
demands. But there is something else you ought to tell the students: they may be able to shoot their arrows, but
can they hit a foreigner with them?”
Now the Prefect was quite out of temper as a result of the business of arresting the potboy and his father and
discussing it at length with the Magistrate. He asked himself if he could even be counted a man when, as the most
honoured person in his Prefecture, he could do nothing to protect a common citizen. Because of his state of mind
he was unable to get to sleep during his afternoon nap, but tossed and turned on his bed, his temper steadily rising
as he considered his predicament. It was the attendant’s misfortune to have arrived at this moment and so suffered
this rebuff by the Prefect.
When the attendant withdrew he explained the situation in detail to the Director of Studies, and the Director,
being at a loss to know what else he could do, returned to his own lodgings. Later, some of the students’ sureties
paid the Director a visit and were in turn told the facts of the situation. They were also informed that the Prefect
was in a very bad mood just then, and that the Director would be grateful if they would wait a couple of days
since the examination was bound to be held eventually.
“Of course the examinations will be held,” said the sureties, “and there is no problem for the local city
candidates; but students from other districts and from the countryside calculated their stay on the assumption that
the examinations would be held on a certain day. How can they extend their stay by so many days? Where are
they going to get any more money once they’ve used up their travelling expenses?”
“Well, the Prefect has issued his orders, and there’s nothing further we can do,” replied the Director.
At a loss to know what to do the sureties also withdrew and passed the information on to each of the students.
The students were furious over the situation and said:
“The Prefect is so eager to toady to the foreigners that he’s lost all consideration for us students!”
The comment had barely been made when it was passed on from one to another and, in no time at all, it had
spread throughout the city. But we shall leave these events for the time being and turn our attention to
Representative Chin.
*
Now Representative Chin, who had been deputed by the Governor-General of Hupei to accompany the mining
engineer, was an Expectant Department Magistrate who had served as an official in the Office for Foreign Affairs
in Wuchang during the whole of his career. He had been overseas and was able to speak both English and French,
so that after his arrival at the Provincial Capital, the senior officials all paid special attention to him. That he had
been charged on this occasion to accompany the mining engineer to make a continuous survey of mineral
resources was precisely due to the efforts now being made by higher provincial authorities to promote the interest
of the nation. On the day of his visit to the mining engineer, Prefect Liu had been told by him that Representative
Chin would arrive shortly and, sure enough, before it was time to light the evening lamps, he arrived with his
visiting-card to make a call on the Prefect.
Prefect Liu immediately asked him into his presence and, after an exchange of greetings, they each sat down.
Following a few desultory remarks about the weather, Representative Chin explained the reasons for his presence,
and said that the prior visit of the Prefect to the mining engineer had pleased the engineer enormously.
“I have already arranged for two feasts to be prepared at the Magistracy, and to have them delivered to him,”
said the Prefect. “I wanted to invite him to stay here in my Prefectural Residence, but he said he preferred to wait
for you to arrive before coming to a decision.”
“Since you’ve already visited him and arranged for banquets to be delivered to him, you’ve done quite
enough,” said Representative Chin. “In dealing with foreigners it’s best to limit oneself to what is appropriate.
With these people, if you give them a foot they’ll take a yard, and the more you help them the more intoxicated
they become. There’s no need to compromise with them more than is necessary. I’ve been overseas and am well
acquainted with their temperament. In my view Your Honor should take no further notice of him, and there’s no
need to arrange for him to move into your Residence during his stay.”
Now Prefect Liu had applied himself single-mindedly to the task of winning the approval of the foreigner so
that his superiors would notice that he was concerned about foreign affairs. On hearing the comments of
Representative Chin, he thought to himself that all his efforts on this occasion would seem to have been as
superfluous as adding feet to the drawing of a snake. Fortunately, no one will blame me for being too polite,
thought the Prefect, and since even the Court is being very accommodating to the foreigners, how much more
should not I? Thinking thus, but refraining from contradicting Representative Chin in order to avoid
embarrassment, he said:
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“My dear friend, you are absolutely right and I will act accordingly. But now that you have accompanied the
foreigners here, are you simply making a general survey of the situation, or are you about to take action and
commence mining operations? When I know what you intend to do I can make appropriate preparations.”
Representative Chin said:
“On this occasion we are simply making a preliminary investigation of each prefecture on behalf of the
Viceroy. We have to make tests in every region where there are mountains, and after our investigations have
provided us with clear information, we shall return to the Provincial Capital and make a report to the Viceroy.
Share capital may then be called for so that foreign machinery can be installed for mining operations, or there
may be local gentry who would wish to engage in such operations, employing local labor and methods. When that
time comes other regulations will, of course, be issued; but we can’t think as far ahead as that just yet. For the
present I would simply ask you, Sir, to issue a few notices to inform the populace that these foreigners are visiting
the region to make a survey of local minerals so that the district may benefit from its resources in the future.
Nothing malicious is intended and they should not be alarmed. When the foreigners enter the countryside
additional attendants from the Magistracy and troops from the barracks should be deputed to provide protection
and to prevent any trouble arising. When all four districts in your Prefecture have been surveyed, we shall return
to the Provincial Capital to report on our mission. Although there are rather more mountains in this Prefecture
than in others, we should be able to complete our work within half-a-month to twenty days at the very most.”
Prefect Liu at once promised to produce the required notices by the following day, and to have them posted by
early morning the day after that. Representative Chin thereupon thanked him and took his leave, and then went to
pay courtesy calls on the Chief Magistrate and on the Commander of the barracks.
*
The followingday Representative Chin went to the Magistracy to compile a list of names of the local gentry.
He then visited the homes of each of them, but not one would come out to meet him.
On the third day the notices produced in the Prefecture had all been posted, and the attendants from the
Magistracy and the troops from the barracks had all gathered at the Inn to receive their instructions.
Now it so happened that the majority of the military students, who were waiting to take their examinations,
were idlers and loafers, and youths constantly spoiling for a fight. Added to this was the fact that in areas of mixed
Miao and Han populations manners were crude and violent, so that if the local officials tried to soothe and placate
the populace all tended to be peaceful and uneventful, but if, on the other hand, some matter or other arose,
whether of importance or not, and it did not accord with their wishes, then they would make every effort to fmd
fault with the officials and treat them as dirt.
Now Prefect Liu, with his emphasis on learning and with his concern for foreign affairs, could be considered a
good official. Yet, because he toadied unduly to foreigners and had post. poned the military examinations, so that
students were unable to return to their homes even though they wanted to, and could not take their examinations
despite their eagerness to do so, it was impossible to avoid the building up of resentment. When one adds to this
the fact that these military students constantly congregated together in large numbers either in teashops or in
wineshops where they engaged in inventing rumours and fabricating trouble, they were bound to start some
trouble even without provocation, if only because it created a little hilarity.
Now on this day there were ten or so persons taking tea in a teashop when suddenly one of their student
acquaintances entered the premises and shouted:
“It’s terrible!” Everyone felt his intrusion rather strange, and jumping to their feet the group asked what was
the matter.
“I’ve just been to the Prefecture to pass the time,” said the student, “and whilst there I suddenly saw a notice
posted up on the wall and a huge crowd trying to read it. An old man who knew how to read was explaining the
notice to the crowd and he said that Prefect Liu planned to sell all the mountains in our Prefecture to the
foreigners so that they would come and engage in mining. Just think of it; which of us doesn’t live on the
mountains? If they are now sold to the foreigners we won’t have anywhere to reside. Isn’t this awful!”
The man had not finished speaking before another young student came running into the shop and told them
much the same story. In no time at all three or four more rushed in with the same tale. Before long a crowd of
more than two hundred had gathered together. Some said:
“Our homes are on the slopes of the mountains so they are bound to be torn down.”
“My fields are in the mountains,” said another, “which means that they are bound to be lost.”Another cried:
“Our ancestral tombs going back several hundreds of years are located on the mountains. Won’t this mean their
destruction so that the coffins will be exposed and corpses and bones disturbed?” Yet another said:
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“Although I don’t live on the mountains I do live at the bottom of them; the gate of our house faces directly
towards a mountain. If they move the earth and thereby disturb the contours of the land, won’t this affect the
influence of the landscape on our fortunes? What we ought to do is to think of some way to stop them.”
Immediately someone shouted:
“Why all this talk about stopping them? Let’s go outside the city right away and kill the foreigners, and so rid
ourselves of future trouble. Let’s see whether they will then be able to open up mining operations or not?”
“Let’s first go and pull down the Prefectural Offices and kill the plaguesome officials,” said another, “and let’s
see whether they will then be able to sell our land to the foreigners? No matter how you look at it, we’re not going
to be able to take our examinations. If we simply go and do the job, won’t that be the end of it?”
Everyone now joined in the discussion until the hubbub filled the air. More and more people swelled the crowd
on the street to witness the excitement. At first it consisted only of students; but later, even those who were not
students joined the melee.
Just as the disturbance began to grow, the worst Provincial Graduate in the region burst through the crowd and
rushed into the tea-house, asking what the trouble was about. Everyone tried to tell him what had happened in his
own way. Now this graduate took pleasure only in fomenting lawsuits and intimidating the local officials. There
was nothing he would not do, so that his reputation stank. On learning what had happened he cast his mind about
to find some subject about which he could write. He said:
“This is very serious indeed! These plague some officials have no eyes for the people. They wish to sell our
Yungshun to foreigners so that they can destroy its citizens. Now for a matter as important as this the tea-house is
hardly a place for discussion. Won’t someone please hurry around to the Assembly Hall of the Confucian Temple
for me and open the gates so that everyone can gather there to discuss what we should do. What are we hanging
around here for?”
These few words roused the people to action. They rushed out as a crowd which had now swelled to over a
thousand. As to the tea-house, not only was it unable to collect the money owing for the tea, but it had also
suffered some damage to its crockery. It was truly a case of having a grievance, but no means of redress. The
owner had no alternative but to stand and stare at the receding crowd. The fact that the tea-house had not been
torn down was good fortune enough, and he was not about to tempt fate by shouting after it.
A group of men rushed round to the Confucian Temple and opened up the Assembly Hall. Eagerly they carried
the drum out of the Sanctuary and began to beat it in the courtyard.
The Confucian Director of Studies happened to be at home teaching his children to read when the gatekeeper
hurried in with a report, which gave him such a fright that he did not dare to go out. From outside his courtyard
wall came the sounds of a great crowd rushing to and fro. He stealthily made his way back to his own office,
fastened the main gates, and ordered the gatekeeper to bring him his suitcase and hatbox. He then disappeared
through the rear gate like a wreath of smoke, making his way to the Prefectural Offices where he asked for an
audience with the Prefect. …
180.188 The First Fourteen Letters Of Golden Lilies\fn{by Kwei-li (1867-after1912)} Chih-li, Hupehi Province?,
China (F) 10
The house on the mountaintop has lost its soul. It is nothing but a palace with empty windows. I go upon the
terrace and look over the valley where the sun sinks a golden red ball, casting long purple shadows on the plain.
Then I remember that you are not coming from the city to me, and I say to myself that there can be no dawn that I
can see, and no sunset to gladden my eyes, unless I share it with you.
But do not think that I am unhappy. I do everything the same as if you were here, and in everything I say,
“Would this please my Master?”
Meh-ki wished to put your long chair away, as she said it was too big; but I did not permit it. It must rest where
I can look at it and imagine I see you lying in it, smoking your water pipe; and the small table is always nearby,
where you can reach out your hand for your papers and the drink you love. Meh-ki also brought out the dwarf
pine tree and put it on the terrace, but I remembered you said it looked like an old man who had been beaten in his
childhood, and I gave it to her for one of the inner courtyards. She thinks it very beautiful, and so I did once; but I
have learned to see with your eyes, and I know that a tree made straight and beautiful and tall by the gods is more
to be regarded than one that has been bent and twisted by man.
Such a long letter I am writing you. I am so glad that you made me promise to write you every seventh day,
and to tell you all that passes within my household and my heart.
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Your Honorable Mother says it is not seemly to send communication from my hand to yours. She says it was a
thing unheard of in her girlhood, and that we younger generations have passed the limits of all modesty and
womanliness. She wishes me to have the writer or your brother send you the news of your household; but that I
will not permit.
It must come from me, your wife. Each one of these strokes will come to you bearing my message. You will
not tear the covering roughly as you did those great official letters; nor will you crush the papers quickly in your
hand, because it is the written word of Kwei-li, who sends with each stroke of her brush a part of her heart.
*
My first letter to you was full of sadness and longing because you were newly gone from me. Now a week has
passed, the sadness is still in my heart, but it is buried deep for only me to know. I have my duties that must be
done, my daily tasks that only I can do since your Honorable Mother handed me the keys to the rice bin. I realize
the great honor she does me, and that at last she trusts me and believes me no child as she did when I first entered
her household.
Can I ever forget that day when I first came to my husband’s people? I had the one great consolation of a bride,
my parents had not sent me away empty-handed. The procession was almost a li in length, and I watched with a
swelling heart the many tens of coolies carrying my household goods. There were silken coverlets for the beds,
and they were folded to show their richness and carried on red lacquered tables of great value. There were the
household utensils of many kinds, the vegetable dishes, the baskets, the camphor wood baskets containing my
clothing, tens upon tens of them; and I said within my heart as they passed me by,
“Enter my new home before me. Help me to find a loving welcome.”
Then at the end of the chanting procession I came in my red chair of marriage, so closely covered I could
barely breathe. My trembling feet could scarce support me as they helped me from the chair, and my hand shook
with fear as I was being led into my new household.
She stood bravely before you, that little girl dressed in red and gold, her hair twined with pearls and jade, her
arms heavy with bracelets and with rings on each tiny finger, but with all her bravery she was frightened—
frightened. She was away from her parents for the first time, away from all who loved her, and she knew if she did
not meet with approval in her new home her rice bowl would be full of bitterness for many moons to come.
After the obeisance to the ancestral tablet and after we had fallen upon our knees before your Honorable
Parent, I then saw for the first time the face of my husband. Do you remember when first you raised my veil and
looked long into my eyes? I was thinking,
“Will he find me beautiful?”
And in fear I could look but for a moment, then my eyes fell and I would not raise them to yours again. But in
that moment I saw that you were tall and beautiful, that your skin was clear and your teeth like pearls. I was
secretly glad within my heart, because I have known of brides who, when they saw their husbands for the first
time, wished to scream in terror, as they were old and ugly. I thought to myself that I could be happy with this tall,
strong young man if I found favor in his sight, and I said a little prayer to Kwan-yin. Because she has answered
that prayer, each day I place a candle at her feet to show my gratitude.
I think your Honorable Mother has passed me the keys of the household to take my mind from my loss. She
says that a heart that is busy cannot mourn, and my days are full of duties. I arise in the morning early, and after
seeing that my hair is tidy, I take a cup of tea to the Aged One and make my obeisance; then I place the rice and
water in their dishes before the God of the Kitchen, and light a tiny stick of incense for his altar, so that our day
may begin auspiciously.
After the morning meal I consult with the cook and steward. The vegetables must be checked carefully and the
fish inspected, and I must ask the price that has been paid, because often a hireling is hurried and forgets that a
bargain is not made with a breath.
I carry the great keys and feel much pride when I open the door of the storeroom. Why, I do not know, unless it
is because of the realization that I am the head of this large household. If the servants or their children are ill, they
come to me instead of to your Honorable Mother, as in former times. I settle all difficulties, unless they are too
rare or heavy for one of my mind and experience.
Then I go with the gardener to the terrace and help him arrange the flowers for the day. I love the stone-flagged
terrace, with its low marble balustrade, resting close against the mountain to which it seems to cling. I always stop
a moment and look over the valley, because it was from here I watched you when you went to the city in the
morning and here I waited your return. Because of my love for it and the rope of remembrance with which it
binds me, I keep it beautiful with rugs and flowers. It speaks to me of happiness and brings back memories of
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summer days spent idling in a quiet so still that we could hear the rustle of the bamboo grasses on the hillside
down below; or, still more dear, the evenings passed close by your side, watching the lingering moon’s soft touch,
which brightened each door and archway into jade as it passed.
I long for you, I love you, I am yours.
*
The hours of one day are as like each other as are twin blossoms from the pear tree. There is no news to tell
you. The mornings are passed in the duties that come to all women who have the care of a household, and in the
afternoons I am on the terrace with your sister. But first of all, your August Mother must be made comfortable for
her sleep, and then the peace is indeed wonderful.
Mah-li and I take our embroidery and sit upon the terrace, where we pass long hours watching the people in
the valley below. The faint blue smoke curls from a thousand dwellings, and we try to imagine the lives of those
who dwell beneath the rooftrees. We see the peasants in their rice fields; watch them dragging the rich mud from
the bottoms of the canal for fertilizing; hear the shrill whistle of the duck man as, with long bamboo, he drives the
great flock of ducks homeward or sends them over the fields to search for insects. We see the wedding procession
far below, and can but faintly follow the great covered chair of the bride and the train of servants carrying the
possessions to the new home. Often the wailing of the mourners in a funeral comes to our ears, and we lean far
over the balcony to watch the coolies scatter the spirit money that will pay the dead man’s way to the land of the
gods.
But yesterday we saw the procession carrying the merchant Wong to his resting place of the dead. There were
many thousands of cycee spent upon his funeral. Your brother tells me his sons made great boast that no man has
been buried with such pomp in all the province. But it only brings more clearly the remembrance that he began
this life a sampan coolie and ended it with many millions. But his millions did not bring him happiness. He
labored without ceasing, and then, without living to enjoy the fruit, worn out, departed, one knows not where.
Yesterday we heard the clang-clang of a gong and saw the Taotai\fn{Magistrate} pass by, his men carrying the
boards and banners with his official rank and virtues written upon them, and we counted the red umbrellas and
wondered if some poor peasant was in deep trouble.
It is beautiful here now. The hillside is purple with the autumn bloom and the air is filled with a golden haze.
The red leaves drift slowly down the canal and tell me that soon the winter winds will come. Outside the walls the
insects sing sleepily in the grass, seeming to know that their southward flight carries my thoughts to you. All is
sad, and sad as the clouded moon my longing face, and my eyes are filled with tears. Not at twilight nor at gray of
dawn can I find happiness without you, my lord, mine own, and “endless are the davs as trailing creepers.”
*
I have much to tell you. My last letter was unhappy, and these little slips of paper must bring you joy, not
sorrow, else why the written word?
First, I must tell you that your brother Chih-peh will soon be married. You know he has long been betrothed to
Li-ti, the daughter of the Governor of Chih-li, and soon the bride will be here. We have been arranging her
apartments. We do not know how many home servants she will bring, and we are praying the gods to grant her
discretion, because with servants from a different province there are sure to be jealousies and the retelling of small
tales that disturb the harmony of a household.
Many tales have been brought us of her great beauty, and we hear she has much education. Your August
Mother is much disturbed over the latter, for as she says—and justly too—over-learning is not good for women. It
is not meet to give them books in which to store their embroidery silks. But I—I am secretly delighted, and Mahli, your sister, is transported with joy. I think, within our hearts, although we would not even whisper it to the
night wind, we are glad that there will be three instead of two to bear the burden of the discourses of your
Honorable Mother.
Not that she talks too much, you understand, nor that her speech is not stored full of wisdom, but—she talks—
and we must listen.
We have other news. A new slave girl has come mto our household. As you know, there has been a great
famine to the north of us, and the boats, who follow all disaster, full of hungry people, have been anchored in our
canal. I do not know why the August One desired to add one more to take of rice beneath our rooftree; but she is
here.
Ho-tai was brought before me, a little peasant girl, dressed in faded blue trousers and a jacket that had been
many times to the washing pool. Her black hair was coiled in the girlhood knot at the side of the head, and in it
she had stuck a pumpkin blossom. She was such a pretty little country flower, and looked so helpless, I drew her
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to me and questioned her. She told me there were many within their compound wall: grandmother, father, mother,
brothers, sisters, uncles, and cousins. The rice was gone, the heavy clothing and everything of value in the
pawnshop. Death was all around them, and they watched each day as he drew nearer—nearer.
Then came the buyers of girls. They had money that would buy rice for the winter and mean life to all. But the
mother would not listen. She was told over and over that the price of one would save the many. But she would not
sell her daughter. Her nights were spent in weeping and her days in fearful watching. At last, worn out, despairing,
she went to a far-off temple to ask Kwan-yin, the Mother of Mercies, for help in her great trouble.
While she was gone, Ho-tai was taken to the women in the boat at the water gate, and many pieces of silver
were paid the father. When the stomach is empty, pride is not strong, and there were many small bodies crying for
rice that could only be bought with the sacrifice of one.
That night, as they started down the canal, they saw on the towpath a peasant woman, her dress open far below
her throat, her hair loose and flying, her eyes swollen and dry from over-weeping, moaning pitifully, stumbling on
in the darkness, searching for the boat that had anchored at the water gate; but it was gone.
Poor little Ho-tai! She said, “It was my mother!” and as she told me, her face was wet with the bitter rain. I
soothed her and told her we would make her happy, and I made a little vow in my heart that I would find that
mother and bring peace to her heart again.
The summer wanes and the autumn is upon us with all its mists and shadows of purple and gray. The camphor
trees look from the distance like great balls of fire, and the eucalyptus tree, in its dress of brilliant yellow, is a
gaily painted court lady. If one short glimpse of you could gladden my heart, then all my soul would be filled with
the beauty of this time, these days of red and gold. But now I seek you the long night through, and turn to make
my arm your pillow—but you are gone. I am your wife who longs for you.
*
We have a daughter-in-law. Not only have we a daughter-in-law, but we have servants and household
furnishings and clothing—and clothing—and clothing. I am sure that if her gowns could be laid side by side, they
would reach around the world. She is as fair as the spring blossoms, and of as little use. An army encamped upon
us could not have so upset our household as the advent of this one maiden. She brought with her rugs to cover the
floors, embroideries and hangings for the walls, scrolls and sayings of Confucius and Mecius to hang over the
seats of honor—to show us that she is an admirer of the classics—screens for the doorways, even a huge bed all
carved and gilded and with hangings and tassels of gay silk.
Your Honorable Mother, after viewing the goods piled in the courtyards, called her bearers and told us she was
taking tea with a friend in the village of Sung-dong. I think she chose this friend because she lives the farthest
from our compound walls. I alone was left to direct the placing of this furniture.
Li-ti was like a butterfly, flitting hither and thither, doing nothing, talking much. The bed must be placed so
that the Spirits of Evil passing over it in the nighttime could not take the souls of the sleepers away with them.
The screens must stand at the proper angle guarding the doorways from the spirits who, in their straight, swift
flight through the air, fall against these screens instead of entering the house.
She gravely explained to me that the souls who dwell in the darkness like to take up their abode in newly
organized households, and many precautions must be made against them. She even seriously considered the roof,
to see if all the points curved upward, so that the spirits lighting upon them would be carried high above the open
courtyards.
I do not know what would have happened to your ancestral rooftree if it had not met with her approval. I was
many heartsful glad that your August Mother was taking tea in a far-off village, as Li-ti even wanted to install a
new god in the kitchen. This I would not permit. Can you imagine your Mother’s face if a god from a stranger
family was in the niche above the kitchen stove?
Happily all was over when your Honorable Mother returned. She is not pleased with this, her newest,
daughter-in-law, and she talks—and talks—and talks. She says the days will pass most slowly until she sees the
father of Li-ti. She yearns to tell him that a man knows how to spend a million pieces of money in marrying off
his daughter, but knows not about how to spend a hundred thousand in bringing up his child.
If this great Governor of Chili-li has much wisdom, he will stay long within his province. I have just heard for
the hundredth time the saying of Confucius,
“Birth is not a beginning, nor is death an end.” In my despair I said deep down within my breast,
“I am sure it will not be an end for you, O Mother-in-law. You will go to the River of Souls talking, talking,
always talking—but the gods will be good to me. You must pass before me, and I will not hasten so as to overtake
you on the way.”

873

I beg your pardon, dear one. I lack respect to your Most Honorable Parent, but my soul is sore and tried and I
can find no quiet.
*
“The five worst infirmities that afflict the female are indocility, discontent, slander, jealousy, and silliness. The
worst of them all, and the parent of the other four, is silliness.”
Does that not sound familiar to your ears? Life is serious here in your ancestral home since we have taken to
ourselves a daughter-in-law. The written word for the trouble is two women beneath one rooftree, and I greatly
fear that the wise man who invented writing had knowledge that cost him dear. Perhaps he, too, had a daughter-inlaw.
Yet, with it all, Li-ti is such a child. Ah, I see you smile. You say she is only three years less in age than I; yet,
you see, I have had the honor of living a year by the side of your Most August Mother and have acquired much
knowledge from the very fountainhead of wisdom. Perchance Li-ti also will become a sage—if she be not
gathered to her ancestors before her allotted time, which depends upon the strength of body and of mind that they
may have willed her. To me, she is the light of this old palace. She is the true spirit of laughter, and,
“When the happy laugh, the gods rejoice.”
She is continually in disgrace with your Honorable Mother, and now the Elder One has decided that both she
and Mah-li, your sister, shall learn a text from the sage Confucius each day for penance. They are now in the inner
courtyard, studying the six shadows that attend the six virtues. I can hear them saying over and over to each other,
“Love of goodness without the will to learn casts the shadow called foolishness”—now a laugh—then again they
begin, “Love of knowledge without the will to learn casts the shadow called instability”—giggling and much
talking. I am afraid they will never arrive at the shadow cast by the love of truth, and after I have written you I
will go in and help them, that they may not be reprimanded,
Li-ti takes her duties more seriously now, these same duties consisting of dressing for the day. In the morning
she seats herself before her mirror, and two maids attend her, one to hold the great brass bowl of water, the other
to hand her the implements of the toilet. While the face is warm she covers it with honey mixed with perfume, and
applies the rice powder until her face is as white as the rice itself.
The cheeks are rouged, the touch of red is placed upon the lower lip, the eyebrows are shaped like the true
willow leaf, and the hair is dressed. Her hair is wonderful (but I say within my heart, not as long or as thick as
mine), and she adorns it with many jewels of jade and pearls. Over her soft clothing of fine linen she draws the
rich embroidered robes of silk and satin. Then her jewels, earrings, beads, bracelets, rings, the tiny mirror in the
embroidered case, the bag with its rouge and powder fastened to her side by long red tassels.
When all things are in place, she rises a being glorified, a thing of beauty from her glossy hair to the toe of her
tiny embroidered shoe. I watch her with a little envy, because when you were here I did the same. Now that my
husband is away, it is not meet that I make myself too seemly for other eyes. The rouge brush and the powder
have not been near my face, and I have searched my clothing chests to find gowns fitting for a woman who is
alone.
Your Mother says poor Li-ti is too vain, and repeats to her the saying,
“More precious in a woman is a virtuous heart than a face of beauty.”
But I say she is our butterfly, she brings the joys of summer. One must not expect a lace handkerchief to hold
tears, and she fulfills her woman’s destiny.
Chih-peh, your brother, is inexpressibly happy. He adores his pretty blossom. He follows her with eyes that
worship, and when she is in disgrace with your August Mother, he is desolate. When needs be she is sent to her
apartment, until the Honorable One has retired from sight, then he hurriedly goes to his beloved. Soon I hear them
laughing gaily, and know the storm is over.
The rains have come and we cannot pass long days upon the terrace. The whole valley is shrouded in gray
mists, and the peasants have gone from the fields. The path down the mountainside is empty, except for the men
with the great umbrella hats and capes of straw, bringing the vegetables to the monastery below.
The old abbot of the monastery is in great trouble. Some men have come and wish to erect long poles with
wires on them. It is feared it will interrupt the feng-dhiu\fn{Harmony} of the temple. The good spirits of the air
cannot pass, and will rest upon these ugly poles instead of coming to the temple rooftree. The abbot has wailed
and gone to the magistrate; but he will not interfere, as the men have many tens of thousands of cycee and quite
likely will work their will.
Such foolish letters as I write you! They are filled with the little life that passes within the women’s courtyard.
It is all the life I know. My world is bounded by these walls, and I ask no more.
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I am your loving wife.
*
All your womenfolk have been shopping! A most unheard-of event for us. We have Li-ti to thank for this great
pleasure, because, but for her, the merchants would have brought their goods to the courtyard for us to make our
choice.
Li-ti would not hear of that; she wanted to see the city, and she wanted to finger the pretty goods within the
shops. She knew exactly what she wished, and life was made uncomfortable for us all until your Mother ordered
the chairs and we went into the city.
We were a long procession. First, the August One with her four-bearer chair; then your most humble wife, who
has only two bearers—as yet; then Li-ti; and after her Mah-li, followed by the chairs of the servants who came to
carry back our purchases.
It was most exciting for all of us, as we go rarely within the city gate. It was market day, and the streets were
made more narrow by the baskets of fish and vegetables that lined the way. The flat stones of the pavements were
slippery and it seemed our bearers could not find a way amongst the crowd of riders on horses and small donkeys,
the coolies with their buckets of hot water swinging from their shoulders, the sweetmeat sellers, the men with
bundles, and the women with small baskets. They all stepped to one side at the sound of the Ah-yo of our leader,
except a band of coolies carrying the monstrous trunk of a pine tree, chanting as they swung the mast between
them, and keeping step with the chant. It seemed a solemn dirge, as if some great giant were being carried to the
resting place of the dead.
But sadness could not come to us when shopping, and our eager eyes looked long at the signs above the open
shopways. There were long black signs of lacquer with letters of raised gold, or red ones with the characters
carved and gilded. Above a shoe shop was a boot made for the King of the Mountains, and in front of a pipe shop
was a water pipe fit for his mate. From the fan shop hung delicate, gilded fans; and framing the silk shop windows
gaily colored silk was draped in rich festoons that nearly swept the pathway.
We bought silks and satins and gay brocades, we chatted and we bargained and we shopped. We handled jade
and pearls and ornaments of twisted gold, and we priced amulets and incense pots and gods. We filled our eyes
with luxury and our amahs’s chairs with packages, and returned home three happy, tired, hungry women, thinking
with longing of the hissing tea urn upon the charcoal brazier.
That crowded, bustling, threatening city seems another world from this, our quiet, walled-in dwelling. I feel
that here we are protected, cared for, guarded, and life’s hurry and distress will only pass us by, not touch us. Yet
—we like to see it all, and know that we are a part of that great wonder-thing, the world.
I am your happy, tired wife.
*
I am carrying a burden for another that is causing me much sorrow. Do you remember Chen-peh, who is from
my province and who married Ling Peh-yu about two moons after I came to your household? She came to me
yesterday in dire distress. She is being returned to her home by her husband’s people, and, as you know, if a
woman is divorced shame covers her until her latest hour. I am inexpressibly saddened, as I do not know what can
be done.
The trouble is with his mother and, I fear, her own pride of family. She cannot forget that she comes from a
great house, and she is filled with pride at the recollection of her home. I have told her that the father and mother
of one’s husband should be honored beyond her own. I can see that she has failed in respect; and thus she merits
condemnation. We have all learned as babes that “respect” is the first word in the book of wisdom. I know it is
hard at times to still the tongue, but all paths that lead to peace are hard.
She will remain with me two nights. Last night she lay wide-eyed, staring into the darkness, with I know not
what within her soul. I begged her to think wisely, to talk frankly with her husband and his mother, to whom she
owes obedience. There should be not pride where love is. She must think upon the winter of her days, when she
will be alone, without husband and without children, eating bitter rice of charity, though ’tis given by her people. I
put her in remembrance of that saying of the poetry:
Rudely torn may be a cotton mantle,
yet a skillful hand may join it;
Snapped may be the string where pearls are threaded,
yet the thread all swiftly knotted;
But a husband and his wife, once parted,
never more may meet.
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I must not bring you the sorrows of another. Oh, dear one, there will never come between you and me the least
small river of distrust. I will bear to you no double heart, and you will cherish me and love me always.
*
I cannot wait until the seventh day to write to you again, as my letter to you yestereve was full of sadness and
longing. Now I have slept, and troubles from a distance do not seem so grave.
Your Honorable Mother has chided me gravely, but to my mind unjustly, and, as you know, I could not answer
her words, though they pierced me “like arrows of white winged bows.” Poor Li-ti is in trouble again, and this
time she has brought it upon herself, yet she cannot be blamed. I, as a head of the household, as your Honorable
Mother has told me, should have protected her.
I told you that she brought servants from her old home, and amongst them her childhood’s nurse, who, I am
sure, loves Li-ti dearly; but, as many women who have little to occupy their hands, she loves to sit in the women’s
courtyard and gossip. If it had stopped within the servants’ courtyard all would have been well; but at the time of
Li-ti’s dressing all the small goods she had gathered during the day were emptied into the lap of Li-ti, who is too
young to know that “as poison that reaches the blood spreads through the body, so does the love of gossip spread
through the soul of woman.”
I do not know how it came about, but comparisons were made between the households, that of her home and
that of her husband, and news was carried back to the servants’ quarters until at last our household was in a state
of unrest that stopped all work and made living quite impossible.
It seems small, but it is the retelling of little calumnies that disturbs the harmony of kinsmen and ruins the
peace of families. Finally I found it necessary to talk to Li-ti’s nurse, and I told her many things it was good for
her to know. I warned her that if she did not wish to revisit her home province she must still her tongue. Things
were better for a time, but they all commenced again, and I called her to my courtyard and said to her,
“The sheaves of rice have been beaten across the wood for the last time. You must go.”
Li-ti was inconsolable, but I was firm. Such quarrels are not becoming when we are so many beneath one
rooftree.
The servant went away, but she claimed her servant’s right of reviling us within our gate. She lay beneath our
outer archway for three long hours and called down curses upon the Liu family. One could not get away from the
sound of the enumeration of the faults and vices of your illustrious ancestors even behind closed doors. I did not
know, my husband, that history claimed so many men of action by the name of Liu. It pleased me to think you
may claim so long a lineage, as she went back to the dynasty of Ming and brought forth from his grave each poor
man and woman and told us of—not his virtues.
I should have been more indignant, perhaps, if I had not heard overmuch of the wonders of your family tree. I
was impressed by the amount of knowledge acquired by the family of Li-ti. They must have searched the
chronicles, which evidently recorded only the unworthy acts of your menfolk in the past. I hope that I will forget
what I have heard, as sometime when I am trying to escape from your ancestors the tongue might become unruly.
At the end of three hours the woman was faint and very ill. I had one of the servants take her down to the boat,
and sent a man home with her, bearing a letter saying she was sickening for home faces. She is old, and I did not
want her to end her days in disgrace and shame.
But your Honorable Mother! Your Honorable Mother!
Are you not glad that you are in a far-off country? She went from courtyard to courtyard, and for a time I fully
expected she would send to the yamen\fn{Official residence} for the soldiers; then she realized the woman was
within her right, and so restrained herself. It nearly caused her death, as you know your Honorable Mother has not
long practiced the virtue of restraint, especially of the tongue.
She was finally overcome and taken to her chamber, and we brought her tea and heated wine, and tried in all
our ways to make her forget the great humiliation. As she became no better, we sent for the man of medicine from
the Eastern Gate, and he wished to burn her shoulders with a heated can\fn{Cup} to remove the heat within her. To
this she objected so strongly that he hastily gathered his utensils and departed, looking fearfully over his shoulder
from time to time as he passed quickly down the hillside.
Then I thought of her favorite priest from the monastery down below, and sent for him. He came with candle
and incense and, I think, some rose wine for which the monastery is justly famous; and he chanted prayers,
striking from time to time a little gong, until peace was restored and sleep came to her eyelids. In the morning she
wished to talk to Li-ti; but I feared for her, and I said,
“You cannot speak of the ocean to a well frog, nor sing of ice to a summer insect. She will not understand.”
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She said Li-ti was without brains, a senseless thing of paint and powder. I said,
“We will form her, we will make of her a wise woman in good time.” She replied with bitterness,
“Rotten wood cannot be carved nor walls of dirt be plastered.”
I could not answer, but I sent Li-ti to pass the day with Chih-peh at the Goldfish Temple, and when she
returned the time was not so stormy.
All this made me unhappy, and the cares of this great household pressed heavily upon my shoulders. Please do
not think the cares too heavy, nor that I do not crave the work. I know all labor is done for the sake of happiness,
and whether the happiness comes or not, I find less time to dream and mourn and long for you, my husband.
*
We have been to a great festival at the Temple of the Goddess of a Thousand Hands. Your Honorable Mother
decided that we should go by boat part of the way, so the chairs were told to meet us at the Western Village Rest
House.
We hired from the city one of those great pleasure boats, but it was not too great for us all. There was the
August One, and four of her friends, then Li-ti, Mah-li, and myself. We took the cook, the steward, and three
amahs and it was indeed a time of feasting.
It was the first time I had been upon the canal, and it was different from seeing it from the terrace. As we
passed slowly along we could watch the life of the water people. On the banks were the great waterwheels turned
by the village buffalo. In the deserted districts women were gathering reeds to make the sleeping mats and boat
covers. The villages with their blue-gray houses and thatched roofs nestling among the groves of bamboo looked
like chicklets sheltering under the outstretched wings of the mother hen.
We pushed our way through the crowded waterways of the cities, where we could catch. glimpses of the guests
in the teahouses or the keepers of the shops, or could watch the children leaning over the balconies. On the steps
between the houses that led to the waterside women were washing clothes or the dyers were cleansing the extra
dye from the blue cotton that clothes all China’s poor. We caught small bits of gossip and heard the laughter of all
these people, who seemed happy at their work.
When we could again pass to the open canal we would watch the boats. I did not know there were so many
boats in all the world. They floated slowly past us—big boats, little boats, those that went by sail, and those that
went by oar. There were the boats of mandarins and merchants, those for passengers, and great unwieldy boats for
rice. We saw the fishing boats with their hungry, fierce-eyed cormorants sitting quietly in their places, waiting for
the master to send them diving into the water for the fish they may not eat.
The canal was a great broad highway. Even the towpaths had their patrons. Travelers on wheelbarrows, rich
men in sedan chairs, soldiers, coolies, chanting as they tramped along with their burdens swinging from the
bamboo on their shoulders, all going to or coming from the great city to which we drew nearer with each stroke.
At the rest house the bearers were awaiting us, and we were carried up the long paved roadway to the temple.
It seemed as if all the world had turned to praying—all the world of women, that is. They were here, rich and
poor, peasant and official’s wife, but in the temple all of a sisterhood. We descended from our chairs in the
courtyard and put our spirit money in the great burner, where it ascended in tiny flames side by side with that of
the beggar women, to the great God in the Heavens.
We entered the temple, placed our candles, and lighted our incense. We made our obeisance to the ManyHanded Goddess and asked her blessing on our household for the year to come. Then I went to the Mother of
Mercies, Kwan-yin, and made my deepest reverence, because for her my heart is full of love and gratitude. The
other gods I respect and make them all due worship, but I feel they are far away from me. Kwan-yin is the
woman’s God, and I feel her love for me. She shapes my way, and I know it is to her I owe it that my life flows on
as a gentle stream, and I know that she cares for me and guards me now that you are away and I have no one on
whom to lean. She is my Kwan-yin, my Mother of Mercy, and each day I do some little deed for her, some little
thing to show remembrance, so she will know the hours are not too full or the days too short for me to place my
offering on an altar built of love.
As we turned to leave the temple I glanced back at the great dark chamber and I saw the God of Light, the
Buddha, sitting there so calm upon his throne, with the light of many candles before him and clouds of incense
that floated to the roof. I thought,
“He is all powerful. I only prayed to him out of my lips, not with my heart. Perhaps …”
So I retumed. I prayed the mighty God with humble prayer to bring my loved one swiftly home to me; and
then we left the temple. We walked slowly through the courtyards, looking at the great trees that stood like tall,
grim sentinels guarding the place of prayer. Then we were taken by our bearers to the Goldfish Monastery in the
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hills. Do you remember it? You and I were there once in the springtime.
We bought the small round cakes from the priests and fed the greedy fish. They swarmed over the pool,
pushing, nudging, fighting one another to get the morsels we threw them. Tiring of that, we had tea and
sweetmeats served upon the terrace; then, after chatting for a time, we left for the boat.
We drifted slowly homeward. Your Mother and her friends discussed the earth, the moon, the sun and stars, as
well as smaller matters, such as children, husbands, servants, schools—and as you know, it is a sore subject with
her, this matter of the new education. I heard her say:
“All my sons have book knowledge. Of what use is it in the end? The cock crows and the dog barks. We know
that, but the wisest of my sons cannot say why one crows and the other barks, nor why they crow or bark at all.”
Can you hear her, and see her shake her head dolefully over the dismal fact that you have left the narrow way
of Confucius and the classics?
We came to the pathway just at sunset, and as I looked up at the old palace a little hurt came to my heart that
you were not close by my side. It lay so peaceful there and quiet, the curving roofs like flights of doves who had
settled down with their wings not yet quite folded. It brought remembrance that for me it was an empty palace. I
will see no one—as Li-ti will—within the archway.
*
Your letter and the photographs received. You say it is a “flashlight” of a reception to your master, the prince. I
do not know exactly what that means, but there seem to be many people and ladies. I have not shown your
Honorable Mother the picture, as she might ask you to return at once. I do not criticize your friends, nor could our
prince go to a place not fitting to his dignity, but—the ladies seem in my poor judgment most lightly clad.
The papers here are full of your reception in that foreign land and of the honor that is paid the embassy. Your
brother read to all within the courtyard of the feasts that are given in honor of His Highness, and we were full
proud, knowing well you stood close by him at the time.
Your letters are a joy to me. We read them many times, and then I read those you sent to Chih-peh, which talk
of things I do not understand. You must not give the boy foolish ideas, as he prates the most glibly of “republics”
and “government of the people by the people,” after he has received your letters. That is for men of wisdom like
you, but not for foolish boys to carry with them to the teahouse.
*
You asked me if I still care for you, if the remembrance of your face has grown less dear with the passing of
days.
Dear one, you know we Chinese women are not supposed to know of love, much less to speak of it. We read of
it, we know it is the song of all the world, but it comes not to us unless by chance. We go to you as strangers, we
have no choice, and if the gods withhold their greatest gift, the gift of love, then life is gray and wan as the
twilight of a hopeless day.
Few women have the joy I feel when I look into my loved one’s face and know that I am his and he is mine,
and that our lives are twined together for all the days to come.
Do I love you? I cannot tell. I think of you by day and I dream of you by night. I never want to hurt you or
cause you a moment’s sorrow. I would fill my hands with happiness to lay down at your feet. You are my life, my
love, my all, and I am yours to hold through all the years.
*
It is the time of school, and now all the day from the servants’ courtyard I hear their droning voices chanting
the sayings of Confucius. I did not know we had so many young lives within our compound until I saw them all
seated at their tables. I go at times and tell them tales—which they much prefer to lessons—but of which your
Honorable Mother does not approve.
I told them the other day of Pan-gu. Do you remember him? How at the beginning of Time the great god Pangu
with hammer and chisel formed the earth? He toiled and he worked for eighteen thousand years, and each day
increased in stature six feet, and, to give him room, the Heavens rose and the earth became larger and larger.
When the Heavens were round and the earth all smooth, he died. His head became mountains, his breath the wind
and the clouds, his voice the thunder. His arms and legs were the four poles, his veins the rivers, his muscles the
hills and his flesh the fields. His eyes became the stars, his skin and hair the herbs and the trees, and the insects
that touched him became people. Does not that make you think of childhood’s days?
They crowd around me and say, “Tell us more,” just as I did with myoid amah when she quieted me with the
tales of the gods. Yesterday, one small boy, the son of the chief steward, begged for a story of the sun. I had to tell
him that my wisdom did not touch the sun, although I, in my foolish heart, think it a great god because it gives us
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warmth and we can feel its kindly rays. I said,
“You have seen the coolies tracking on the towpath with their heavy, wadded clothing wet with rain. If it were
not for the kindly sun that dries them, how could they toil and work and drag the great rice boats up to the
watergate? Is he not a god to them?”
I told them also of Chang-ngo, the great, great beauty who drank the cup of life eternal. She went to the moon,
where the jealous gods turned her into a great black toad. She is there, forever thinking, mourning over her lost
beauty, and when we see the soft haze come over the face of the moon, we know that she is weeping and filling
the space with her tears.
I perhaps am wrong to tell the foolish tales to the children, but they grow so tired of the hard benches and
Chang-tai, the teacher, who glares at them so fiercely when they don’t speak quickly enough to please him.
There has been much gossip from the valley over the mountainside. It seems an iron bridge is being put across
the river, and strange men come and peer at the countryside through witch glasses. It has made the good spirits of
the air draw apart from the valley, and the cattle have died and the rice not ripened, and much sorrow has been
broadcast. The river overflowed, because they desecrated the dragon’s back by digging down into the sacred
earth. I know nothing except what is brought from the marketplace, and, as it does not concern us here on the
mountainside, I listen only with my ears, not with my mind.
The nights are long and cold. The moon casts silver shimmering lights over the valley below. We cannot stand
long on the terrace but must stay close within our rooms near to the charcoal braziers. The wind sweeps over the
rooftree with the wailing voice of a woman.
Oh, Soul of Mine, with weary heart the creeping days I’m counting.
*
We have had a serious sickness come to all the countryside; rich and poor, peasant and merchant have suffered
from a fever that will not abate. It raged for more than a moon before its cause was known.
Do you remember Kwan-lin Pagoda? Its ruin has long been a standing shame to the people of the province,
and finally the gods have resented their neglect and sent them this great illness. Over all the city the yellow edicts
of the priests have been placed so as to meet the eye of all who travel. They are in the marketplaces, at the
entrance of the teahouses, standing on great boards at the doorways of the temples, in front of the watergates, and
at each city postern.
They state that the gods are angry and send to each manor household that will not give three days’ work to the
pagoda the fever that leaves one weak and ailing. They demand the labor of the city; and if it is not given freely,
toil is sent the people in their sleep and they waken weary, and must so remain until the work is finished.
We did not hearken to the summons until Chih-peh, your brother, fell ill with the sickness. He grew worse each
day, until Li- ti and your Honorable Mother were panic-stricken. At last the chairs were ordered, and your Mother
and I went to the monastery on the hillside to consult with the old abbot, who is most full of wisdom. Your
Honorable Mother told him of the illness that had assailed her son, and begged him to tell her if it were the illness
of the pagoda. He meditated long and seriously, then he said,
“My daughter, the gods are no respecter of persons; they wish service from your son.”
“But,” your Honorable Mother objected, “he is no workman. He cannot labor upon the pagoda.” The abbot
said,
“There are more ways of giving service than the labor of the hands. The gods will allow him to contribute his
wealth and buy the toil of other men, and thus he may cancel his obligation.”
The August One satisfied the greedy heart of the priest, and then he told her to go and make her obeisance to
the God of Light, the great Buddha, and see what message he had for her.
She took the hollow bamboo filled with the numbered slices of wood and, prostrating herself three times
before the Great One, shook it slowly until one detached itself from its brothers and fell to the floor. The abbot
then handed her a slip of paper that read:
Wisdom sits by the Western Gate
And gives health and happiness to those who wait.

These words meant nothing to your Honorable Mother; and after giving the abbot more silver, he said,
“Beside the Western Gate sits the owl of wisdom, the great doctor Chow-fong. His father and his father’s
father were wise; their study was mankind, and to him has come all their stores of knowledge. He has books of
wonderful age, which tell him the secret of the world. Go to him; he will give you the plan of healing.”
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We started for the Western Gate; and I, in my wicked heart, spoke thoughts that should have been closely
locked within my breast. I said,
“Perhaps the doctor and the priest have formed a combination most profitable to the two. If we had gone to the
doctor first, we might have been sent to the abbot.”
It was a great mistake to mention such a dreadful thing, and I realized it instantly; as you know, the Elder One,
your mother, has a tongue of eloquence, and I was indeed glad that her bearers carried her at least ten paces from
my bearers—and the way was long.
Even your Honorable Mother was awed at the solemn looks of this great man of medicine who, in his dim
room with dried bats hanging from the ceiling beams and a dragon’s egg close by his hand, glared at her through
his great goggles like a wise old owl. She apologized for disturbing so great a man at his studies, but she was the
bearer of a message from the abbot. He read it carefully, then took down a monstrous book entitled The Golden
Mirror of Medical Practice, and solemnly pored over its pages. At last he wrote upon a paper, then chanted:
In a building tall, by the city wall,
In the street of the Tower of Gold,
Is the plant of health, long life and wealth,
In the claws of the Dragon bold.

The August One took the paper, laid some silver upon the table, and we hurried from his doorway, glad to be
free from his fearful presence. When we entered the chairs and looked to the paper for directions to give the
bearers, the characters were meaningless to us. I repeated his chant, and the head bearer said,
“There is a shop of drugs in the street of the Tower of Gold, and the sign of the place is a Golden Dragon’s
Claw.”
We soon were there, and waited in our chairs while the bearer took the paper into the maker of medicines. We
waited long, and your Honorable Mother would have been impatient if sleep had not kindly made her forget the
waiting hours. I, sitting in my chair, could look through the archways into the big covered courtyards where blind
men were grinding herbs. They were harnessed to great stones, and went round and round all day, like buffalo at
the water-wheel. I wondered why the gods had put them at this service. What sins had they committed in their
other life, to be compelled to work like beasts, grinding the herbs that would bring health and life to others, while
they lived on in darkness?
Often I would hear the soft call of the deer as they moved restlessly in their tiny cells. I know their horns, when
powdered fine with beetles’ wings, are the cure for fevers and all ailments of the blood, but why could not the
wise ones of the earth have found some herb or weed to take their place and give these wild ones of the woods
their freedom?
Finally, the bearer came with a tiny jar, too small, it seemed, to take such time in mixing, and we returned to
the waiting Li-ti.
The medicine was black and nasty and smelled not sweetly, which proved its strength. Chih-peh slowly got
better, and the world again looked fair to Li-ti, and the song came to her lips. The flowers were put in her hair, the
gay dresses were brought out of their boxes, and she was, as of old, our butterfly.
We laughed at her for her fright, but I thought, if it had been you who was ill, and I did not know the cure! Oh,
dear one, do you understand that, to a woman who loves, her husband is more than Heaven, more than herself?
All that she is not, all that she lacks, all that she desires to be, is her beloved. His breath alone can bring peace to
her heart. And it is he alone who teaches her the depth of passionate joy there is in love and life and all things
beautiful. …
268.44 1. A Description of Qiu Jin’s Sword Dance 2. An Informal Biography Of Qiu Jin\fn{by Wu Zhiying
(1867-1936)} Shanghai?, China (F) 1
1
Later, when she returned from Tokyo, she passed through Shanghai anfd told me all about her difficult
struggles during her study abroad. Then she showed me the Japanese sword she had recently acquired, and said:
“As a weak woman I have repeatedly traveled thousands of miles all by myself. When traveling by boat I
always took a third-class cabin, which I shared with low-class laborers. During the long trip I was overcome by
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the heat and became so sick that I almost died. The only thing I could rely on to protect myself was this sword!
That is why it accompanies me like my shadow.” I said jokingly to her:
“In this dark age, there is quite a groundswell to study abroad, it is a tide that cannot be stopped. Didn’t the
customs officials take you for a female revolutionary when they checked you?” She answered with a smile:
“Revolutionaries and revolution are two different things. You know I am not a new-style youth revolutionary!”
Then wine was served. After she had drunk, she pulled out her sword, got up and danced, singing some
couplets of a Japanese song and ordering my daughter to accompany her on the harmonium.
2
The lady scholar Qiu Jin, whose style name was Xuanqing, hailed from Shanyin in Zhejiang. From her earliest
youth she was educated at home, and already by the time she had reached the age of marriage, was well-versed in
the Classics and Histories. She loved to write songs and poems, most of which were filled with laments for the
times. At the age of nineteen, she married such-and-such official of such-and-such a rank from such-and-such a
district and bore him one son and one daughter.
As she had lived for a number of years in the capital, the events of the year gengzi\fn{1900} filled her with
pain and rage, and she took upon herself the responsibility of promoting schools for women. She devoured every
single one of the new books and journals and, as result of this, she not only acquired a deep understanding of the
affairs of China and the outside world but also became more and more stimulated and affected by the high tide of
foreign ideas.
One day, she removed her hairpins and earrings and sold them to defray the costs of tuition, took leave of her
husband, sent her son and her daughter to her mother’s home to be raised, and traveled by herself to Japan to
study. Upon her departure, all her sisters and friends in the capital organized a banquet in the Taoran Kiosk to the
south of the city to see her off and wish her a smooth journey.
When she arrived in Tokyo and saw all the different sorts of corruption and decadence among the students
abroad, she immediately went into a rage. By nature she was forthright and outspoken, and whenever she would
run into someone who did not understand the needs of the time, she would mercilessly berate him to his face and
contradict him in public, which caused many people to resent her. She would be pleased when, on occasion,
people compared her to Sophia or Madame Rolland, and she adopted the sobriquet of Female Knight-Errant of
Mirror Lake.
Later, when she was subjected to restrictions on her activities, she left Tokyo and returned to China and in
Shanghai, edited the China Women’s Journal. Receiving news of her mother’s death, she hastily returned to her
native village where she was invited to be a teacher at the Mingtang School for Girls, although she did not accept
the position.
On the twenty-sixth day of the Fifth Month of the present year, Xu Xilin was arrested in Anhui. Qiu Jin was
accused by high officials in Zhejiang of being one of Xu’s accomplices and was executed.
Although this lady scholar was always fond of acting impulsively, she did not die because she was a criminal.
The officials may have been violent and rapacious, but they would not have gone to such cruel lengths: it must be
that there was someone who held a private grudge against her and plotted her downfall by availing himself of this
case against some revolutionaries in order to ingratiate himself with his superiors. So it is not just the officials
who are to be blamed.
Alas! And this is called the period of “Preparation for Constitutional Government!”
1868

China 2.12 Excerpt from Wang Jingwei Wei Guo Min Zheng Fu Ji Shi\fn{by Li Huixian (1868-1924)} Guizhuou
Province, China (F) 34
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205.94 & 284.28 1. The Development Of Chinese Education 2. Excerpt from Tsw’ai Chieh-min hsien-sheng
yen-hsiang-lu: “A Policy For Peking University (1919)” [Not the title of the work from which this excerpt is tqken, but at
least for this section of that work, descriptive of its content ]\fn{by Ts’ai Yuan-p-ei (1868-1940)} Shanyin County, Chekiang
Province, China (M) 5
To study the development of Chinese education some early historical review is an indispensable preliminary.
In ancient China it has been found that education had always been a favourite problem with the sages or
emperors. These sages or emperors who had wished a betterment of the world, being confronted with difficulties
in administering State and social welfare in the mass of grown-up people, came to give their attention to the more
bright and hopeful side of the educational problem.
This was, of course, a subject of anxious solicitude to the Sage Shun, who was recorded as having been the
first sage to appoint a Minister of Instruction to teach the basis of human relationship. After having taught the
people to sow and to reap, and furthermore to cultivate the five kinds of grain, the Sage Shun appointed Chi to

915

teach the people “how between father and son there should be affection; between Sovereign and minister,
righteousness; between husband and wife, discernment of their duties; between old and young, a proper order; and
between friends, loyalty.”
This was quoted by Mencius\fn{371?-289BC} twenty centuries after Sage Shun’s death. Although little was
known about the origin of the quotation which he had made, yet its worth as an historical fact possesses some
importance as being the earliest mention of Chinese education in classical literature. Of educational development,
from the Shu Ching we read another fact which throws more light upon the question.
“K’wei,” the Emperor Shun was reported to say in the Canon of Shun, “I appoint you to be Director of Music,
and to teach our sons, so that the straightforward may yet be mild, the gentle may yet be dignified, the strong not
tyrannical, and the impetuous not arrogant.”
Music, evidently, was considered as a complementary training, and accounted as instrumental in modulating
the emotions of youth. This seemed to be a necessary development, and dated as far back as the twenty-third
century B.C. By that time the main subjects of education were, on the one hand, emphasizing moral duties, and,
on the other hand, teaching the virtuous habits of the mind—that is, ethical training for being a good citizen and
social training for being a moral being. These two ideas, mutually inclusive, aimed at the good relationship in the
community, and that our ancient educationists endeavoured to realize, and actuallydid realize.
At a later period (twelfth century B.C.) more subjects were introduced, and a series of studies were brought
into use, and were composed of three virtues, three conducts, six arts, and six cultures or orders of nobility for the
aristocratic class; and six virtues, six conducts, six arts for the people. In some respects the methods of our ancient
educationists appeared to be very similar to those of modern times which China has introduced from Western
countries.
Analytically speaking, what they called moral instruction took the same place practically as moral science in
our modern curriculum, while among the six arts—viz., rite or propriety, music, writing, mathematics, archery,
and charioteering—the last two corresponded to our physical training. Closely connected with moral instruction
and physical culture is the art of calculation, and this also formed what we now call abstract or intellectual
training. The teaching of rite is considered a science between the range of moral instruction and intellectual
training.
Examined from our modern point of view, and its entire attention to the welfare of mind and body, the period
from the twenty-third century B.C. until the time of Mencius seems an epoch of remarkable achievement in
education.
A still greater development was the passing away of the older institutions and the rising in their place of a great
academic institute called Chêng Chün on a larger scale; an accomplishment the results of which cannot be
exaggerated, resulting as they did in creating the rudimentary form of present university education provided by
the State.
About the sixth century B.C. some form of private institution on the lines of Greek academies became a
prominent and influential element in the educational world. This period began to witness (among others) two
great schools of philosophy which became a matter of vital interest and gave different solutions to various
problems. On the one hand, Confucius\fn{551/52-479BC} was teaching China four faculties of learning—namely,
morals, politics, rhetoric and literature; while Mo Tzü,\fn{ 470?-391?BC} on the other hand, was instructing China
in strategy and a working method of dialectics that was logical and descriptive.
Nevertheless, Mo Tzü seems to have emphasized in no less a degree than Confucius his teaching of politics
and moral conduct. Not the least curious of his teaching dealt with light and dynamics, with which modern
science is conversant. As a matter of fact, the physical and chemical sciences were mentioned in Mo Tzü’s work,
but this genius was doomed to struggle alone. Had not the great ideas of Mo Tzü regarding science remained
pitifully barren of results for lack of sufficient aid from contemporaries or successors, China might have been very
different.
The handicap referred to above was no doubt due to the predominance of Confucianism mixed with
necromancy. The necromancers represented the Confucian tradition in combating the teaching of Mo Tzü. From
animism they had come to adopt a mystic explanation regarding all social and natural phenomena as mere
functions of two forms, negative and positive; and of five elements-water, fire, wood, metal and earth. They were
narrowly restricted in the amount of information they possessed.
Thus, unfortunately, the Necromancian-Confucianism prevailed in the meantime both in the national
institutions and in the academies which were under the management of private professors.
*
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A philosophical change of great importance in education became prominent in the first century A.D., when
Indian philosophy was introduced into China. The Indian philosophy found affinity with the teachings of Lao
Tzu\fn{bn.c.570BC} and Chuang Tzu,\fn{369?-286?BC} whereupon a tendency along a common path developed.
Even Confucians abandoned their conception of moral conduct and politics as secondary items, and developed
their metaphysical theory.
In the fifth century A.D., institutes for the propagation of the science of metaphysics were established.
With the eighth century A.D., Confucianism once again controlled the educational world; and particularly, the
teaching of the four faculties again appeared as contents of the educational doctrine; what had been the timehonoured widening of the boundaries of knowledge occasioned by the Indian philosophy gradually faded away.
From that time until the nineteenth century, schools had been only seeking to adopt the Confucian canons as their
text-books, with an addition of works dealing with metaphysics.
These forty centuries of Chinese education, except for the short beginnings of science and for the success of
metaphysics in establishing itself, can be said to have incurred practically no interrupting changes. Only a
development from the simple to the complex was taking place.
*
Hitherto, we have been concerned mainly with the development of ancient Chinese education, in so far as it
was determined only by Eastern ideas. We have still to compare the development of Chinese education with that
of English.
There were the same ideas for arranging the instruction equally favourable for physical training and mental
culture, the same attempt to make learning systematic. In respect to the teaching of rites or ceremonies, we find
the same encouragement of what may be called “good forms” in the education of the respective nations. Some
analogy can also be formed between Chinese archery and charioteering and the English spirit of sport.
Both the Chinese and English education aim at forming character and personality. In this respect they approach
one another most nearly in their ideal of what education should imply. Character and learning, as interpreted by
Confucius alone, were to be brought into harmony; now, this is parallel to the lines which English education has
also followed.
The school of Confucius put forth the “gentleman” as the ideal of education—desiring that everyone who was
educated should reach that attainment. This indeed corresponds with the education of the English “gentleman.”
We who read Confucian classics come again and again to the allusion of the term Chün-tzu, with which, as with
the word gentleman in English, we find the same difficulty in connotating the greatness and wealth of meaning to
be conveyed. To get glimpses of the Chün-tzu, let us now listen to the sayings of one or two of the representatives
of the Confucian school and to a few words of the Master himself, taken at random. The philosopher Tsêng, one
of the disciples of Confucius, once said to Mêng Ching-tzu:
“There are principles of conduct which the man of high rank should consider as specially important: in his
deportment he should refrain from violence, in his expressions he should keep himself near to sincerity, and in his
words and tones he should avoid as far as possible impropriety.”
Others consider that the gentleman “should adjust his garments and hat in a proper manner and should preserve
a dignity in his looks.” It follows that he can behave with a dignified ease without being proud, and be majestic
without being fierce. These and other statements as to the attitude of a gentleman centre round the point which the
English educationists have advocated just as emphatically. In the temper and disposition of a gentleman, the
Chinese find the characteristic of appreciating righteousness as an essential.
“He performs everything according to the rules of propriety, brings it forth in humility, and completes it with
sincerity.”
Furthermore, “he honours the talented and virtuous, and bears with all. He glorifies the good and pities the
incompetent.”
In the gentleman himself, we find these characteristics: “being benevolent and free from worry; being wise and
free from doubtful hesitation; and being courageous, free from fear.”
In his accomplishments, we find the “right harmony of simple plainness and elegance.”
In respect to moral power, the Chinese educationist stipulates as gentlemen those “who can be entrusted with
the charge of a young orphan prince, or be commissioned to deliver a message to a State hundreds of miles away,
and whom no emergency, however great, can drive from his principles.”
“He harmonizes himself with his surroundings, but does not compromise his principle.”
“He stands erect, and does not lean on anyone or on anything apart from himself.”
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Such is his strength and reliance in a trustworthy self. The above are a few of the positive examples of the
gentleman’s achievements; but negatively there is the strong warning and denunciation against the “false
gentleman” or “mere aristocrat”—just as in Western lands there is terrible and keen criticism of the hypocrite.
This kind of training for a gentleman has undoubtedly the same importance in the development of Chinese as in
English education.
*
In passing from the resemblances to the differences between English and Chinese educational ideals, we find
two divergent points. The first and the most obvious cause of difference lies in the fact that an Englishman, while
in infancy, is fostered in his higher development by some religious conceptions, and consequently forms his
beliefs which will be a guide to his after-life. In China the parents, save in very exceptional cases, do not interfere
with the freedom of their son’s beliefs, and they therefore are entitled to assert their right of belief—public
opinion generally expressing itself in favour of it.
Secondly, we feel the advantages in the scientific teaching and equipment in England and our defects in this
respect. The former point is, however, of no concern to us here at this juncture. Concerning the latter point we
must express a desire that our education should make headway towards a much greater development of scientific
education. In England, not only the laboratories in the Universities, but also the societies for the research of
science, are all well equipped. There are four national museums controlled by the Board of Education here, in
which whole collections and unique specimens are accumulated. Consequently, there exists here in England such
an atmosphere of science that though the scientists have to bear the burden of extending the boundaries of the
realm of science, yet the work can be appreciated and shared by the general public—who themselves realize the
importance and far-reaching effects of science. Also, philosophical and other thinkers and writers naturally
acknowledge their debts to science and run less danger of trying to build their thoughts in the empty air. In this
respect, China has nothing to correspond to it. You have both the ideal scheme and the actual establishment
exemplified in the Science Museum and Natural History Museum at South Kensington, whose influence can be
seen to have been exercising a considerable effect upon education. But in China our education for at least two
thousand years has aimed at no higher scientific teaching than to mould the man with a perfect character and give
him a literary equipment.
Though in contact with the West from the thirteenth century A.D., we have learned very little about physical
science, except the evil effects of it. A few centuries elapsed before the Catholic missionaries came to China with
their knowledge of Aristotle’s Logic, Euclid's Geometry, and other applied sciences. Until recently, in the last
half-century, China has undertaken no educational reform, so far as natural science is concerned. She has now
recognized that the regeneration of her ancient civilization will be a reality if the rising generation can be
educated on new lines.
What China in her first attempt at educational reform wished to accomplish has been realized in founding
colleges and special institutions. In 1865 there was founded in Shanghai a Kiang Nan (Munition) factory on a
scientific and technical basis, which today occupies a spacious ground on a magnificent scale. The example was
quickly followed by the establishment of colleges on European lines, a pioneer school of mechanics being started
in 1867.
After this, in all the earlier efforts to develop our education, schools or colleges of technical science maintained
their lead, with other schools following at a respectful distance. A school of shipbuilding was also founded in
1867, and a school of telegraphy (1876), a naval school (1880); Pei-Yang University (1889), Nan-Yang College
(1897), and Peking University (1896), were established successively.
Again, a body of young students was sent to England, France, and Germany, with a view to studying
shipbuilding, engineering, and other subjects. As bearers of knowledge and ideas from the outside world to China
they were by far the most effective and efficient.
But the privilege of studying abroad could only be enjoyed by a limited number of selected students and even
for them we did not provide an adequate school for their preparation. The opening of these colleges, as stated
above, so valuable in themselves, could not be regarded as having solved the problem. Our difficulty consisted
mainly in the shortage of the existing colleges. Something more than sending students abroad and establishing
colleges was needed to remedy the defects.
Because of the insufficient accommodation of colleges, a number of students went to the missionary schools,
where they acquired the knowledge of a foreign language and some elementary sciences, both applied and pure.
For this much we give them credit. The Government were, however, not behind-hand in desiring to substitute in
their place other institutions of equal or higher standard. A circular of regulations, based on the resolutions,
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adopted in some conferences of professional educationists and teachers, for providing facilities for our schools,
was promulgated in 1902, since when the number of students in the missionary schools and colleges has
proportionately decreased. In 1910, statistics showed that the number of Chinese students in fourteen British and
American Missionary Universities only just exceeded 1,000, while in the National University of Peking alone we
had more than 2,300 students. This was, of course, due to the fact that the door of the newly established Chinese
national institutes was opened wide to them, but certain defects inherent in the missionary schools, such as
neglecting Chinese history, literature, and other subjects, were also apparent. As we all know, whenever a
missionary school is founded, religious instructions of some sort are propagated, bringing about new effects and
influences, thereby contradicting the Chinese educational tradition. There is much to be said on this point, but
there are signs that a certain tendency in the direction of development of our own education is in progress.
*
It is interesting to outline the growth of interest in the study of physical science in China and the urgent need
for the extension of education both in pure and applied science. The last twenty or thirty years have given birth to
a new spirit in the pursuit of science throughout China. Nearly every school there possesses some apparatus and
instruments similar to those employed for scientific investigations in European schools, and also laboratories, in
each of which are to be found teachers and students studying sciences, such as physics, chemistry and biology,
etc. Especially our Universities, by devoting their supreme strength and energy to the development of scientific
education and its application, hope that China will soon be able to contribute, through scientific discovery and
industrial development, new culture in the modern world; but their effort has not so far been crowned with
success.
It is perfectly true that though we have already recognized the value of scientific research as one of the most
important factors both in the material and intellectual progress in China, yet how far the scientific spirit is really
influencing our thought, and how far it is likely to find expression in reality, is still doubtful. It is simply and
purely due to the fact that no facilities have been granted to those who are engaged in research for maintenance,
appliances, and other expenses; and that those who have received a scientific or technical education abroad find,
when they return to China, few opportunities of continuing their important studies.
Our educationists have, however, a project of establishing an institute on a larger scale, after the fashion of the
Science Museum and the Natural History Museum at South Kensington, together with research departments. The
institute will consist of two departments: one to contain scientific instruments and apparatus, models and
diagrams, and machinery, illustrating the different stages of development of physical, chemical and other natural
sciences, and also the evolutionary processes of industrial art. Zoological and all other natural history specimens
will be exhibited therein, their proper relation, showing the germs and species of flora and fauna, and leading up
to anthropology. The funds necessary for making a start with such an institute were estimated at £10,000,000, and
the site proposed is either at Nanking or Peking.
But at present our educationists are confronted by the stringent financial conditions prevailing throughout the
country, and under these circumstances it seems very difficult for China to carry out the scheme. We are
confident, however, that other great nations will help us to some extent by co-operating with China in her
scientific enterprise. The forthcoming remission of the Boxer indemnity on the part of Great Britain we deem as
an act of generosity and good-will. This was verbally communicated to the Chinese Government in 1922, and has
since raised an increasing interest in the respective countries. It now appears to be the considered view of the
Chinese educationists that the Boxer indemnity, when remitted, should be used for the purpose of commemorating
the friendship of Great Britain and China in a permanent form, and therefore it should be utilized for the
establishment of this great institute. There seems every prospect that the proposed institute, entrusted with the
responsibility of giving higher education and inspiration in science, will become a centre of reference and
research. This suffices to show the general hope of the Chinese people as a whole, and of the educationists in
particular, regarding the question of the remission of the indemnity.
In educational development in China there may be other tendencies, but so important and desirable is the need
for creating a new centre of scientific studies that this should be especially emphasized. What has been outlined,
however, is the general development of our educational reform rather than its details, however interesting each
may be in itself.
2
In connection with the university I have two policies, as follows:
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(1) With regard to academic ideas, I act according to the general rule of the various universities of the world,
following the principle of “freedom of thought” and adopting the policy of tolerating everything and including
everything … Regardless of what schools of academic thought there may be, if their words are reasonable and
there is a cause for maintaining them, and they have not yet reached the fate of being eliminated by nature, then
even though they disagree with each other, I would let them develop in complete freedom.
This idea has been explained in the foreword of the Peking University Monthly. This foreword was written in
November 1918. Part of it reads,
What is called a university is not merely a place for a majority of the students to attend classes on time and to be
furnished with the qualifications for becoming graduates. It is actually an organization for academic research by
professors and students working together. By research we mean not merely the learning about European culture, but
also the necessity of making further discoveries on the basis of European culture; it is not merely for preservation of the
essentials of our national culture, it is also necessary to use scientific methods to expound the real nature of our national
essentials.

(2) With regard to professors, their knowledge is the main thing. When they give lectures in the university, the
only limitation on them is that they do not contradict the first policy. Their words and actions outside the
university are entirely their own affair.
This university never makes inquiries nor takes responsibility for such words and actions. For instance, the
idea of restoration of the Manchu emperor is rejected by the Republic, but among the professors of this university
there is one\fn{Ku Hung-ming: W says that “he was fluent in English, Chinese, German, and French, and understood Italian, Ancient
Greek, Latin, japanese and Malay … Literary fiures as diverse as Ryunosuke Akutagawa, Somerset Maugham and Rabindranth Tagore
were all drawn to visit him when they were in China.” Some of his work is part of the literary data for The Protocol for World Peace:H}

who wears a long queue and still maintains the theory of restoration; but because he teaches English literature,
which has nothing to do with Chinese politics, I let him do as he wishes.
The sponsors of the Ch’ou-an-hui\fn{Literally, “The Society for the Preparation of Peace”, but actually a group working to
make Yuan Shihk’ai Emperor of China} are criminals in the eyes of public opinion. Among the professors of this
university there is such a man;\fn{ Liu Shih-p’ei (1884-1919)} but because he teaches ancient Chinese literature, which
has no relation to politics, I let him continue.
The visiting of prostitutes, gambling, and the taking of concubines and such matters are forbidden by the
“Society for the Promotion of Morality” of this university; but among our faculty members there are occasionally
those\fn{E.g., Ch’en Tu-hsiu (1879-1942), four of whose essays are also part of The Protocol for World Peace} who like to write
love poems in praise of prostitutes, and who consider the taking of a concubine and associating with prostitutes as
romantic actions and gambling as a pastime. If they do not neglect their school work and do not mislead the
students into falling as they have, then I also, for the time being, let them continue with their teaching.
Generally, it is very difficult to procure men of ability. If we sought for perfection and asked for completeness,
it would probably be difficult to establish a university. Moreover, there is certainly a natural boundary between
public and private life.
1870

181.80 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ah Yung (1870- )} Sun Ning, Guangdong Province?, China (F) –1
I was born at Sun Ning; have been in this country two years. Yue Ka Sheng bought me in Hong Kong for $185
for immoral purposes.
I had no certificate. I was brought ashore on a writ of habeas corpus.
The wife of Yue Ka Sheng took me away from here a long distance, where I was sold for six hundred dollars.
They beat me and threatened to kill me when I was unwilling to go with them.
While I was in the place I was married to Woo Yuen Chee, who paid back the money to my master. My
husband went back to China the fifteenth day of the sixth month of this year.
After he was gone his brothers wanted to sell me. They beat me and employed highbinders to take me, and
gave them six hundred dollars to kill me. I was shot at over Wong Ting Hing’s shop on Commercial Street, but not
hurt.
They then employed a man to shoot me, but he took pity and sent me to Oakland, and with the money paid him
went back to China.
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I have had two children; the first died and the second was sold by my husband’s brothers when it was fifteen
months old. I left the child in the room, and when I came back it was gone.”\fn{ Rev. F. J. Masters relates this story of a
little widow: “On the 24th of February, 1890, word was sent to the Methodist Mission that a young Chinese widow, called Chun Kook, was
about to be sold into a slavery worse than death. Her husband, to whom she had been married but a few months, died very suddenly, and
immediately after his funeral, the widow, who is a very pretty little weman, was taken possession of by her husband’s clan. Two big
Chinamen, said to be highbinders, were guarding her. The ladies of the Mission and the superintendent undertook to rescue her. We were
met by the strongest opposition on the part of the men. They grappled with us, and a hand-to-hand wrestle took place, in which the Chinese
became convinced of the superiority of Anglo-Saxon muscle. The woman was rescued and safely housed in the Mission with the household
effects which belonged to her. Two more amazed and disgusted looking men could not be found than these Chinamen when balked of their
prey.”}

192.61 An Autobiograhical Statement\fn{by Mrs. Yuen-lin Sheng (1870- )} Ichang [Yizheng] nr. Nanking, Jiangsu
Province, China (F) 6
My father, was twenty-one when he married his first wife, the eldest daughter of the family of Li. Li, the name
of the great philosopher Lao-Tsze; Li, which likewise means plum tree. The legend is that Lao-Tsze was born
under a plum tree, and took its name for his own.
My mother Li, when she had been married for two years, gave to my father, Su-tsen Ko, a son, who lived but
three months. I was born two years after this son was born, on the first day of the twelfth month of the ninth year
of the reign of T’ung Chih. [January, 1870] The T’aip’ing revolt had been smothered, and the Foreign Powers
were in China in full force. In the year of my birth occurred the massacre of Tientsin.
I was a girl child; girl children are not so highly considered as boy children. This was my first misfortune.
Because I was only a girl, my father did not love me. Five years after I was born, my mother, who loved me,
passed away.
It was in 1875 that she fell seriously ill. I spent all my time at her side, and gave her rice broth, soup, and tea.
Just before she died, she took my right hand and held it in hers. Sighing deeply, with great effort she said to me:
“Poor, poor Jukone, your life will be like mine!”
She died.
I did not understand. Unhappy, I leaned against the end of the square table. I thought that my mother was tired
of talking, and had fallen asleep again. But people were weeping. Especially my grandmother. I fell to weeping,
too. I came up to my mother’s bed, and fondled the hand that I used to pat every day when I wanted to wake her
and talk with her. It was still and cold. Her cold hand frightened me. I went back and leaned once more against the
table, the only support that remained to me. I wept.
A few moments later the sound of weeping ceased. Over the dead a sudden silence fell. I said to myself:
“I will wake her up!”
I approached once more the bed where my mother lay, with her eyes and hcr cars and her mouth and hcr mind
forever closed. I whispered to her:
“Mother, your rice broth is ready! You can wake up now! You can wake up, mother dear!”
No answer. Nothing.
I was frightened to find her in so deep a slumber. I touched her left hand again. I cried out:
“How cold it is!”
“Don’t touch it, Jukone!” said our servant. She was keeping watch over the body. I could not tell whether she
was laughing or crying. She looked at me steadily. Finally, she spoke:
“She is dead! Your mother is dead!”
“Oh, she is dead! … she is dead! … my mother!”
Going back again to the table, my sole support, I repeated mechanically:
“She is dead!” But I thought:
“What is death?”
The servant was weeping. Grandmother came back into the room and wept also. I wept, too, without knowing
why.
Next morning my mother was placed in her coffin. It seemed as if those fierce men wanted to devour her body.
I cried out to them:
“O angels, do not take my mother from her bed! She will get well again!”
My nurse clasped me in her arms and held me. I was not allowed to go free again. We came back later to look
at the body. It was the farewell to the dead! I can see my poor mother now.
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I wore mourning. My dress was white. Snow was falling. On my tiny head was a linen cap with seven ribbons
hanging from it, hiding my tear-stained face. Thrice they made me walk around the coffin. Funeral music walked
with me. The coffin lid came between my mother and me. After the seventh “seven” had passed, that is to say,
forty-nine days later, they buried her.
*
It was my misfortune that I was born a woman, and of the bourgeoisie. They began to shape my feet. Because
Tradition demands it, a cruel, O torturous Tradition! What suffering for our feet! Night and day I wept. No longer
did I run, no longer did I play about. Seated, I thought how fine was the life of a boy; I envied our peasant
women, and I wept. In the daytime, when I walked, I leaned upon a heavy cane. At night this same cane stood at
my father’s bedside and threatened me when I disturbed my father’s sleep with my weeping.
Every morning the servant, at her master’s order, came to care for my two feet. The bindings would stick to
them. The linen was stained with red! The servant tore it off just the same. She washed my two feet in warm
water. Where the blood ran, she put alum. Inexpressible pain! I watched the boys laughing and playing around me.
Sometimes my father would scoff at me:
“Cry-baby!” Sometimes he would console me:
“You will catch a handsome husband!”
Meanwhile, I wept, though I tried not to. Meanwhile, the alum worked, and ate its way within. Each time the
bindings were changed, they were drawn tighter. Finally, when the pile of discarded bindings had grown until it
looked like a mountain at sunset, my feet had become as beautiful as a pair of golden lilies.
Three years.
At night, during that long period of torture, I kept my feet higher than my head. In this way my plaints were
stilled, for the circulation of the blood was cut off from the founts of my tears. By day, I fled from the world. I hid
myself in the corners of the garden, often behind the flowers, themselves mutilated by nature; and I took my two
feet in my hands. How small they had grown! Once they had been as large as their two sisters, my hands.
My hands caressed my feet, like sisters embracing brothers who had been wounded in battle. As I trembled lest
someone should find me, I watched the petals falling from the flowers, victims of nature also. Thus did I learn to
weep in silence. Not even the death of my mother had caused me such pain and suffering.
A pair of golden lilies, standing before the red mountain of bandages with the white of the torn skin on it! It
was the will of Tradition. Through all space and all time Tradition has so willed.
*
In the house of Li, there is peace.\fn{She is speaking of the house of her grandmother, to which she fled for comfort } There
is no hurry there. There is calm. There is deliberation. Ancestor worship is neglected. Parties and concerts are
frequent. Banquets take place from time to time. Life holds a certain luxury.
There I found kindness, affection, animation, gaiety. There I saw my grandmother, my aunt, and my uncle.
They lived as lovers of wisdom should. Among our class, this is rare. Every time I went there, I found again the
gaiety, the animation, the hope that I had lost. Among the descendants of Lao-Tsze there is leisure and freedom.
In February, 1877, my father married again. The memory of my dead mother Li was cold in my father’s heart.
He married the daughter of a rich mariner named Tung. She suited me, I suited her. We loved each other.
My mother Tung, as I called her, found it difficult to accustom herself to living in our region, to which she was
a stranger. A short time after her marriage, she fell ill. I stayed always by her side. She did not want me to stay,
she did not want to breathe the unhealthy air of her room. Every time she fell asleep, however, I came back
quietly and stayed close beside her.
Tung’s illness grew more and more serious. I already knew what pain and suffering were. I wept, but I hid my
tears. At last death delivered Tung from suffering. I already knew the distinction between conventional grief and
true sorrow. The dead are placed in a shroud and buried deep down.
Deep down … deep down … deep down, I came to know my mother Tung. Deep down, I came to know death.
Men of the middle classes marry again so quickly! And women are born to the service of men.
Next came my second step-mother, Wang, the daughter of a salt merchant. She was a step-mother of the
traditional type. I was her twelve-rear-old step-daughter. Between us there was no affection, only formal relations.
Uneducated herself, she did not attempt to educate me, nor did my father. He paid no attention to his daughters,
on principle. For him, they existed, but they were not necessary.
An untaught girl makes a wise woman. I devoted my days to my sewing. Thus in the families of Li and of Ko I
passed my childhood. On the one side was Paradise; on the other, Hell. My grandmother Li, the lively goddess of
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my Paradise, left us forever. The spirit which had consoled me went away. As funeral followed funeral, I learned
to know death better.
My father complained that he had only girl children. My step-mother Wang had just given him her fourth. My
father, fearful of the extinction of his family, grew impatient. He looked at us more scornfully than ever.
Wang shielded her own daughters, but not me. I kissed suffering on the lips. I spoke a prayer for pity:
“Heaven! Send me a kind husband!”
*
My prayer was granted. There is truth in the proverb which says: “High Heaven never betrays the wretched.”
Heaven sent me a husband: your father.
When I was a girl, I spoke little; for silence is one of the four feminine virtues. Others spoke of me—of my
appearance, of my intelligence, of my skill as a housekeeper, and of my silence—but no one spoke of my
suffering. Soon they began to talk of marrying me off. In my future husband, three qualities were necessary: a rich
family, scholarly ancestors, a bachelor’s degree. My father’s conception was that my future husband’s family
should be richer than his own. If one of these three qualities were lacking, and if the marriage should nevertheless
take place, dishonor would strike back to the earliest ancestors of the family of Ko.
When anyone came to our house to talk of my marriage, I would run straightway to my room and throw myself
on the bed. I was not supposed to have anything to do with it. Apparently my marriage was my father’s business
only. I was afraid that those around me would make fun of me. Blushing, I prepared my wedding garments. They
were as crimson as my face, were my crimson wedding clothes!
My father busied himself with my marriage. It was as if he were coming to live in my future home. I was a
girl, and was waiting to be married in order to become a woman. Perhaps as a woman, I thought, I shall have
more freedom!
I first knew your father,\fn{She is speaking to her son, the author of the book in which her statement is printed } Yuen-lin
Sheng, as an exquisitely refined young man who had taken his bachelor’s degree at fifteen. I confess that Yuen-lin
and I loved each other. Yuen-lin was liked in the scholarly world; he was intelligent, enterprising, courageous,
learned. He stood at the head of the class with which he took the bachelor’s degree. I loved him.
We were married. I was not disappointed. Yuen-lin loved me. My dowry was extremely small. I was afraid that
your father’s mother would be vexed and would reproach me. Every time the conversation seemed close to
touching upon this subject, I felt that I was sitting upon thorns. Your father said:
“I am marrying your virtue, not your dowry.”
This, however, did not prevent your grandmother Sheng from giving us a chilly welcome. She said:
“To marry one’s son is to sell him to a stranger.” I said then to Yuen~lin:
“Go and see your mother often. She does not wish you to be too close to me. Watch out, or marital love will
weaken filial piety!” Yuen~lin answered:
“Alas, my poor Jukone, you do not yet know what my mother is like. She made my brother Ju-lin and his wife
Ly suffer cruelly. Now it is our turn. I advise you to stop your ears. I, too, shall make myself deaf.”
The house was divided into two camps. In one was your grandmother, your third aunt and your fourth aunt
with their unmarried daughters, and your Aunt Oo with her niece. In the other was your Uncle Ju-lin, his wife Ly,
and your father and I. Mother-in-law and her daughters, and their step-sisters also. By the “Empress” and her
“Court”, we were treated as strangers in the family. Your grandmother Sheng ran the house, and she had her Court
about her. We had an Empress, the mother-in-law; and princesses, our sisters-in-law-our siao-ku-tze, or little
mothers-in~law .
Gossip is no less fatal to peace in the family than it is in the State. When women are not wives, they are worse
than men. What diplomacy was necessary! How many daggers sheathed in velvet! There was no peace in the
family. There was no sincerity, no frankness.
Then did I learn that the fate of a woman is worse than that of a girl. When I was a girl, I suffered in peace and
alone. I could keep silent, while I waited to become a woman. When I became a woman, I suffered for two. When
I saw the tears of your Aunt Ly, who had been brought up carefully under her father’s roof and could not bear the
tyrannical rule of your grandmother Sheng, I suffered for four.
Woman is suffering.
*
Your Aunt Ly and I were like two sisters. We loved each other, for we were both wives and we lived in the
house of the same mother-in-law. We learned to understand each other, and could give each other help.
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In 1891, I gave birth to your sister Chiao (Fairy). Only Ly was with me. You must realize that no matter how
devoted a husband may be, the help of a woman is sometimes more precious. Ly was mother and sister to me.
When your Uncle Ju-lin went to tell the Grandmother of Chiao’s birth, he was so happy that his joy comforted us.
But when he came back his joy was gone, and he said to us:
“The Grandmother wishes Chiao were a boy. As for me, I prefer girls,” he continued. “If you don’t want to
keep her, give her to me.”
As he said this, he looked at your father. Your father answered happily:
“We will keep her.”
Two years later, Lien was born. This time the Grandmother was completely satisfied, which was rare. We
prepared hard-boiled eggs, dyed red. It is with these red eggs that the birth of a boy is announced.
Three days after Lien was born occurred the Festival of the Three Washings. Early in the morning we let the
light into the room, lit candles, and burned incense. The family, our friends, and our neighbors all came. The
midwife, who held a highly honored position, was there. She unswathed the child, and the ceremony began. She
thrice moistened the child’s forehead. Then she thrust the wailing mite three times under water. We threw coins in
the ceremonial basin. When the three washings were over, the child was swathed again. The midwife gave him to
his father. Your father presented him officially at the family temple, then showed him to the Grandmother, to the
rest of the family, and to the neighbors and friends. We sat down to a gay banquet.
In this time of apparent peace, a tragedy was beginning.
Your Aunt Ly fell ill. She had a lung ailment. Your uncle wanted to go for a doctor. But the Grandmother was
angry.
“She is not sick,” she said. “She is only shamming.”
Aunt Ly, when she heard these unjust words, gave up hope of life. She grew thinner day by day. Her husband
loved her; he suffered in silence. She coughed steadily. At last her cough pricked the Grandmother’s conscience.
Heaven be praised! The Grandmother sent for a doctor.
The first examination indicated that there was no hope. Ly, in spite of the insistence of her beloved husband,
refused medicine. Our sisters-in-law, when they learned of her refusal, invented a pretty tale to tell the
Grandmother. We were accused of lying. And because the men stayed with us, the sisters-in-law looked upon
them with contempt.
Your Aunt Ly died. A year later, your uncle, her husband, followed her. In the mirror of death, your father and I
stared at each other. We dared not weep. But we embraced each other, deeply affected.
It was the evening of the twenty-ninth day of the sixth moon that your Aunt Ly died. Thick clouds darkened the
sky. It was an oppressive night, and the air weighed heavily upon your poor, nerve-wracked uncle. Ly coughed.
Suddenly came a coughing that was more abrupt than usual, and which soon drove your uncle out of bed. The
poor man, worried and uneasy, a cold perspiration on his forehead, foresaw something serious. He scarcely dared
call anyone; he was afraid of waking the Grandmother.
“Be sensible, my son,” she cried from her bed. “Your wife isn't going to die as soon as all that.”
I went into Ly’s room. She immediately tried to speak to me, but her cough prevented her—a terrible cough
that tore at her throat. There was a sort of rattle in her poor lungs. She was shaken with sobs, but she tried to smile
when she saw me come up to her. Finally she quieted and could talk to me.
“Jukone, come close to me. I am going to leave you; very soon I shall be gone.”
“But where? Sister, dear sister, where? Do not go without me!”
“I am going … I am going. You shall stay to wait upon our mother-in-law and our sisters-in-law.”
“Stay too, sister. I will pray Heaven to bring us better things.” Ly, laughing, coughing, sobbing, continued:
“When I die, peace will come to me, and kindness. Alive, I will never be respected.” Your uncle came in.
Deathly pale, with tears in his eyes, he gasped:
“Heaven! O, Heaven!”
So she went, a young and active victim of Tradition. She left a boy eight years old.
After your uncle died, your third aunt died, of tuberculosis also. This time your Grandmother grieved, for it
was her own daughter.
The following year, your fourth aunt was married to Ho. The Grandmother’s niece married also. The “Court”
broke up; the young people came no more. There was at last a little calm in the family.
Soon death took your great-grandfather, your Grandmother’s father-in-law, at the age of eighty. He had been
head of the family, but he had had no authority, for his daughter-in-law was richer than he. The house was full of
the dead! As death followed death, I came to know death.”
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*
After ten years of marriage, your father and 1 loved each other more than ever. Our love grew with every
passing tragedy, whether it occurred to the family or to the nation. He was happy, for he had a faithful confidante
who foresaw his needs and his desires. He was my strength, and I was his consolation.
I was happy, for I had a strong man to support me, to keep up my spirits. He foresaw all my wishes. He
consoled me and made me strong. And he was able to explain his mother to me and to make me love her in spite
of her faults.
When 1 was carrying you, your father was very happy. For I was about to give him his fourth child. Ho
(Lotus), who was born two years before you, lived only a few months. By this time your father knew what a
woman’s suffering can be. To give a man his first child is to give him a sort of flesh-and-blood doll; he is
indifferent, for he does not understand the trials of women. But finally his indifference gave way to grave
concern. When you were about to be born, he would have liked to replace me with someone else so that I might
avoid the pain.
“Giving me a child is like giving me a whole new Heaven,” he said to me a few days before your birth.
You were born, and now look what a big boy you are! You laughed and smiled. The night before you were
born, I was in the kitchen cooking the traditional New Year dishes. Your father was with me. We were late, we had
to hurry if we were to escape the Grandmother’s reproaches. We rushed. It was too much for me. Your father
asked:
“What is wrong with you?
“I’m ill.”
“Think what Grandmother will say. We’re almost through.”
“I can’t finish. I’m too ill.”
“Where does it hurt?”
“My abdomen.”
“Ah! Ah! Quick, I’ll get the mid-wife.”
“Don’t disturb your mother, dear! Be calm!”
“I know, I know. Now get to bed quickly.” The mid-wife arrived. She looked at me and said:
“Well, it’s here!”
I still wanted to finish my New Year’s cooking. The Grandmother put someone else in my place. It all went
very quickly. You were born. You laughed at everybody instead of wailing. Your Grandmother was overjoyed and
gave you the name of Hi, the Happy.
“Lover to lover he and she have lain; blood to blood they have made new blood live, their son.” Your
Grandmother was very happy for now her granddaughter would have a splendid fiance.
The Grandmother followed Tradition. She betrothed you before you were born. According to Tradition, early
education took place in the family. Children were betrothed as soon as they were born. They were often reminded
of the vows taken in their name; they were made to accept these vows and to love their betrothed. According to
Tradition, the boy and the girl should feel themselves united long before they are actually married. According to
Tradition, the boy should learn what life is like, with its duties and its responsibilities as well as its pleasures.
According to Tradition, the girl should be prepared in such a way that she will never be affected by sadness,
worry, or weakness, and will not meet temptation defenseless. This was the will of Tradition. Mutual respect
between the future husband and wife!
Alas, reality does not always correspond with what Tradition wills. Such customs so often degenerate into
tyranny. It takes wise men to administer and to improve moral laws. I knew that so long as your Grandmother was
in power, Tradition would mean tyranny for you. But what could I do? To keep peace in the family, I obeyed her.
To keep peace in the family, your father and I both obeyed her.
Your Aunt Ho was going to have a child, and I had been carrying you for seven months. The Grandmother
wanted her daughter to have a girl and me to have a boy. Then the two would be betrothed as soon as they were
born. Your Aunt Ho had a girl. You were a boy. You were betrothed.
Under the rule of such as your Grandmother, they\fn{ Such betrothals} are ill. Your Grandmother is like the
Dowager Empress. She enforces the laws for others, but never for herself or for her own flesh and blood. She
herself never obeys Tradition. Nevertheless, in the name of Tradition she condemns everything that is new. But
we keep silence. Peace and silence. You have your fiancée, and I shall someday have her for a daughter-in-law.
Be still. Peace and silence. From the beginning, you were a good child. You did not often cry. And your
fiancée was like the dew-clad lotus. You could talk before you could walk. She could walk before she could talk.
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You laughed. Poor Losine, she cried! I was ill. You were kept with Mama Wan. But Losine, after her mother died,
was kept always with the Grandmother.
*
Death—which I know well—is merely the sweet deliverance of beings too long plunged in misery and
suffering. Wine intoxicates us for a moment only; death intoxicates us eternally. One dies just as one drinks wine.
It is more pleasant to die than to live.
I have seen so many deaths about me. Death in all its guises: death in which there is sympathy and affection;
death in which there is family feeling; death of a father, a mother, a son or daughter, a brother or sister, a friend, a
husband. I know death as I know myself. When one can step boldly across the threshold of death, that is to say,
when one can look upon death quietly, in a familiar, friendly manner, then one is no longer common and ordinary.
A fool then becomes a wise man, and an uneducated woman a great writer. Genius is born.
Sometimes, however, death is not a sacrifice, and suicide is cowardice. It takes courage to flee death and to
live in suffering when it is one’s duty to do so. Die when your time is come! Live while it is your duty to live! For
the present I am living; for it is my duty to live. For I would, should, and can help you, my children, my dear little
springtime souls, representatives of the Humanity of tomorrow!
The only way in which I can work for Humanity is to work for you, my children. Life for me is a bottomless
hell. Life for me is a slow death, a death which is multiple and which occurs again and again. I love sacrifice. I
obey the Grandmother, but I leave you free. I live only for you. I am yours; I am of you, for you, with you. You
are my hope, my flowers, my butterflies; you are my birds, my garden of Paradise in the springtime! I water you
with my tears and with my blood. I nourish you with my nectar and my ambrosia. I help you to grow, with my
worries and my care. I am one with you. I sacrifice myself for you. Not only do I, your mother, do this, but your
deaf-mute sister also. She lives only for you.
Your father is dead; you live for him. You are bone of his bone, flesh of his flesh, blood of his blood, soul of
his soul. If he is the bud, you are the flower. If he is the cocoon, you are the butterfly. My terrible fear is that you
shall not grow to be men, and that all my sacrifices will be crowned only with pitiless disappointment and
irremediable despair. I am afraid of being false to my duty as a mother, and thereby unworthy of your father. If
you need me, take me wholly.
If you can keep a dike from breaking and thereby avoid a flood, by throwing a human body in the breach, take
me. For you exist; I shall exist. And you are living; I have yet to live. Be worthy of your father and of your family.
Be men conscious of your place in Humanity.
Reflect. Do what you want to do. Form an opinion on the essence of things. Stop and realize where you are
before you form an opinion. In space and in time. Give yourselves over to work. I, when I consider myself alone,
am worthless; I am a weak creature. We are important only when we consider ourselves all together.
Sincerity, my children, is the cornerstone of life and of peace. Never lie. Lying is worse than disobedience to
one’s parents. Sincerity can move all things. It is the key to Paradise. The continued approval of a thousand
flatterers is not worth the quick disapproval of a single honest man. Love sincerity. A promise is a serious thing. If
you break your word or fail to keep a promise, you are unworthy of me. Do not let a night intervene between the
naming and the fulfilling of your promise. Remember the great Ki Pu, whose promise was worth a thousand
pieces of gold. He never made a promise lightly. The lowest point in the scale of society is occupied by him who
breaks his word.
Calamities are the mountains of life. They have many foothills, and peaks which cannot be crossed. Yet man
climbs them. Climb the infinite steps of life, my children. I shall not always be with you. Be independent; be
strong and good. One should not cause children to suffer. But our world is not the world we would like it to be. It
must be unmade and made over again. For children do suffer. When I am with you, I suffer for you. When you are
far from me, I suffer in silence.
Look upon women with respect, no matter in what category they fall. Pity them, for they are victims of
Tradition and mistresses of your education for life. No, I am not the only one who is your mother. All women are.
For they all have within them the divine spark: maternity. Never look down upon an uneducated woman. Think of
your mother. She is one. If women are egoistic, it is because men have made them so. In actual fact, men are more
egoistic than women. I still respect your Grandmother, because in my eyes she is innocent, and merely the victim
of an ill-constructed society.
Always be sorry for your mother because she did not have the opportunity to study. Pardon her if she often
speaks to you from ignorance. I am not educated, but I know suffering and death. I am a member of the family of
suffering. I have no mother; suffering is my mother. I have no learning; suffering is my learning. I have no
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husband; suffering is my husband. I have no head; suffering is my head. I have no eyes; suffering is my eyes. I
have no soul; suffering is my soul. I have no body; suffering is my body. I have no hands; suffering is my hands. I
have no feet; suffering is my feet also, alas! crippled until they are like lotus flowers!
Man is here to possess life; woman, to suffer. In the mysterious palaces of the Orient, how many bodies of
suffering have been piled high, one on the other, over the course of centuries! In the houses of officials, the
concubine’s life is often terrible. Women have no day; suffering is their day. Women have no night; suffering is
their night. Blessed are the suffering!
I am used to suffering. I kneel before suffering. I come from beyond suffering and live in the hope that my
sons or my grandsons will conquer suffering once for all. That victory will be the fruition of your deaf-mute
sister’s hopes; of the hopes of your mother, a suffering widow, an uneducated woman; of the hopes of white bones
and lost perfumes, of all women and of all beings plunged in the depths of misery. Then do I say to you:
“Give of your rice to the hungry. And to the suffering, of your heart.”
293.69 Christianity And Confucianism\fn{by Wu Lei-ch’uan (1870-1944)} Hsü-chou, Kiangsu Province, China (M)
4
When any widespread religion—a widespread religion may also be termed a world religion since it is not
limited by race or nationality in the way that, for example, Islam is the religion of the Moslem peoples and can
therefore be termed “racial” or “static”—is transmitted from territory A to territory B, there must be mutual
assimilation and mutual toleration when that religion comes in contact with the culture peculiar to territory B,
otherwise it will not be able to develop and expand. It is like transferring a plant from one place to another; if the
earth and climate of its new environment are not suitable, even though it might be able to grow for a time due to
the efforts of man to nurture it, its progeny will not be able to flourish for long, or, if they do, they will change
their original character like the “orange which, having leapt across the Huai river, developed a very thick skin.”
If the thesis put forward above is correct, then, the two great religions now widespread in China—Buddhism
and Christianity—must recognize that they need to blend with Confucianism if they hope to develop in China.
(Strictly speaking, Confucianism cannot be termed a religion in the way Christianity can, but in this essay we
shall make temporary use of this common term.)
If we examine the intellectual history of he Sung (960-1278) and Ming (1368-1644) Dynasties we will see that
there is already ample evidence that Buddhism and Confucianism blended together, and that during the latter part
of the Ming Dynasty there are traces of a blending of Christianity and Confucianism. Later, because the scholars
and great officers of the country scrupulously observed the royal interdiction of Christianity, and because few had
made any study of Christianity, Christianity was cut off from China for several hundred years.
This was truly a most lamentable affair. I once wrote an article in which I discussed the Scriptures of
Christianity and Confucianism and referred briefly to the problems connected with the fusing of the two religions.
I shall now expound my most recent opinions on this matter for the benefit of my readers in the hope that they
will provide material for discussion.
In my view, if we are to discuss whether Christianity and Confucianism can be fused together, we must first
explain the following two points:
*
1. The difference between chiao (a teaching) and tao (“way”, or “Way”).
In the universe there is only one Way, whereas there are many varieties of teachings. In the first chapter of the
Doctrine of the Mean we read,
“Cultivating the Way is called education (teaching).” Chu Hsi remarked, “The word ‘cultivate’ means to
regulate.” Although the Way of human nature is the same in every man, man’s endowments of material-energy
differ, and men therefore cannot be free of insurmountable differences. Because of the way in which men ought to
behave, sages regulate themselves and thereby become models for the rest of mankind. Rites, music, punishments,
government and the like, therefore, all form part of their teaching.
It will be obvious from this that the cultivation and clarification of the Way inherent in man, and its
manifestation as teaching, penetrate every aspect of every age, place and man. But the unavoidable result of all
this is the gradual smothering of the essential truth of the Way.
Thus, Confucian teaching concerning the rites aims basically at determining the Way of Heaven in every area
of human activity so that men will have something with which to comply; however, because these rites have been
in operation over so great a period of time, many people are only aware of the rites as a system, and have
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forgotten the essential idea they were meant to embody. The social order as governed by the rites has therefore
come in for severe criticism.
The Christian Church was originally concerned with the proclamation of the true Way made clear by Jesus, but
because it has become unduly concerned with the organization of human activities, and has held fast to traditional
explanations and dogmas, it has caused its adherents to express a kind of formalized faith and to be ridiculed as
people who “purchase a casket and return the pearl inside it to the vendor.” This is the abuse practiced by those
people who know only of the teaching and not of the Way. What we wish to discuss is the source of the Way, not
the varieties of teachings. This we have to make clear.
*
2. Teaching is a mode of explanation of one group of people, whereas the Way is not limited to the
understanding of any group.
For example, because Confucius adapted his teachings to people, his comments on human nature and the Way
of Heaven failed to exhaust all that man can know about them. Jesus preached in Judea employing mostly trivial
parables. The general purport of his teachings had gradually to be made clear by John and Paul before they were
able to be transmitted to later generations.
But most people in the world are quite ordinary creatures, and since preaching was for the salvation of men, it
was natural that [the Church] should concern itself with the majority. When the number of Christians increased,
the teaching itself became involved with large numbers of people and there was a natural tendency for it to
become formalistic and lacking in spirit.
But if a body of teaching is founded on the Way, no matter how that teaching may decline in later times, the
Way will never be destroyed. There is, for this reason, no other solution for the rescuing of teaching from its own
shortcomings than the rediscovery of the true nature of the Way. Our discussion, therefore, is not aimed at the
destruction of religion, but rather at its refurbishing. Let there be even less misunderstanding about this.
Since we have now clarified the two foregoing points, it would seem that fundamentally the blending of
Christianity and Confucianism should present no great problem. I shall for the time being provide the following
items as evidence.
*
1. Human nature.
Right from the beginning, the faith of Christians has centered on the personality of Jesus. But we must ask the
question, in what way was that man, Jesus, perfect? It is immaterial whether it is said that he is both man and
God, God become man or man become God; these views are all the result of the fact that he was able completely
to manifest his essential nature, i.e., the essential nature bestowed on him by God. Thus Jesus says,
“All things have been delivered to me by my Father;” and John says
“In the beginning was the Way, and the Way was with God, and the Way was God;” and “The Way became
flesh.”\fn{A note reads: The translation of the most widely read Protestant version of the Chinese Bible felt it appropriate to substitute
the popular Chinese concept of the “Way” for the “Word”. It is doubtful whether they would have approved the conclusions drawn here,
however}

All these sayings can be equated with those words from the Mean,
“What Heaven imparts to man is called human nature. To follow our nature is called the Way;” and
“The Way cannot be separated from us for a moment.” This is precisely the same as those words of Jesus,
“I am the way, and the truth and the life.”
The Mean also says, “only those who are absolutely sincere can fully develop their nature. If they can fully
develop their nature, they can then fully develop the nature of others. If they can fully develop the nature of
others, they can then fully develop the nature of things. If they can fully develop the nature of things, they can
then assist in the transforming and nourishing process of Heaven and Earth, they can thus form a trinity with
Heaven and Earth.”
Such a statement is capable of embracing the principle whereby Jesus was able to perform miracles.
The reason why Jesus constantly taught that God did not wish a single person in this world to perish was
because men are equal in terms of their nature. They are all precious. This can be equated with the idea contained
in the words of Confucius,
“By nature men are alike,” and
“Of all natures man’s is the most noble.”
The words of Confucius, “Wisdom, humanity, and courage, these three are the universal virtues,” are based on
the concept that men’s natures are everywhere the same. He also said,
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“The Way of the superior man is threefold … the man of wisdom has no perplexities; the man of humanity has
no worry; the man of courage has no fear.”
These words make it clear that when wisdom, humanity, and courage are found together we have the perfect
man. The three virtues of wisdom, humanity, and courage are, in fact, the faith, hope, and love of Christianity.
When Confucius discussed human nature he sometimes mentioned wisdom and humanity without referring to
courage, just as in Christianity there are times when only faith and love are referred to. Frequently, however,
Confucius only mentioned humanity, just as in Christianity more is said of the Holy Spirit and love than anything
else. Is this not all clear evidence that Christianity and Confucianism can be combined?
*
2. Sincerity
There is much in the Mean concerning sincerity, most of it in the context of discussion on the Way of Heaven
which, in fact, is discussion about God.
For example, in the sixteenth chapter we read the words “display of power of spiritual beings (ghosts and
spirits).” Although two words, “ghost” and “spirit” appear here together, they refer only to the single concept of
the power of spiritual beings, and should be regarded in the same way as the words “heaven” and “earth” in the
expression “the Way of Heaven and Earth.” Although the two words “heaven” and “earth” are used, the
expression really refers only to the Way of everything under heaven or in the world. This is the customary way of
expressing these ideas in China’s ancient literature. The full quotation from chapter sixteen reads:
“How abundant is the display of power of spiritual beings! We look for them but do not see them. We listen to
them but do not hear them. They form the substance of all things and nothing can be without them.” This is like
Christianity’s description of God as being without form yet omnipresent.
The concluding words of this passage, “Such is the impossibility of hiding the real (the sincere)” are like the
words of Christ when he says God must manifest himself.
In the twenty-fifty chapter of the Mean we read that “Sincerity means the completion of the self … sincerity is
the beginning and end of all things. Without sincerity there would be nothing.” This is like the Christian assertion
that God is spontaneous, that he is without beginning or end and that he is both beginning and end and the creator
of all things.
In the twenty-sixth chapter it says,
“Therefore absolute sincerity is ceaseless.” This is similar to the Christian teaching that God eternally exists,
worlds without end.
The twenty-seventh chapter says,
“The Way of Heaven and Earth may be completely described in one sentence: It produces things without any
doubleness.” This is like the Christian assertion that there is only one God.
The word “sincerity” as it is used throughout the Mean reveals that in most cases it accords with the Christian
doctrine of God. Thus, when Jesus talked to the woman of Samaria he said that God was to be worshipped in
spirit and with sincerity.
Turing to the Mean again we find the words,
“It is characteristic of absolute sincerity to be able to foreknow … Therefore he who has absolute sincerity is
like a spirit,” as well as other similar comments. It is obvious, then, that man is able to imitate God’s sincerity, and
thus to be of one essence with God.
*
3. Conscientiousness and altruism.
In the thirteenth chapter of the Mean we read:
“Conscientiousness and altruism are not far from the Way.”
Chu Hsi comments that conscientiousness represents the employment of the mind to its fullest extent, and
altruism represents putting oneself in the place of others.\fn{ Well, not exactly. Altruism is the belief in or practice of
disinterested and selfless concern for the well-being of others, and it is based on the idea that nobody has any right to exist solely for his
own sake, since all men are by definition imperfect:H } The Analects of Confucius records the following words spoken by

Confucius to Master Tseng:
“There is one thread which runs through my doctrines.” Master Tseng draws out Confucius’ meaning when he
says to his disciples:
“The Way of Confucius is neither more nor less that conscientiousness and altruism!”
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It will be obvious from this that the two words “conscientiousness” and “altruism” manifestly represent the
basic method whereby Confucius sought to attain to the Great Way. The [Received] Gospels record the following
words of Jesus:
“You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul, and with all your mind … You
shall love your neighbor as yourself … On these two commandments depend all the law and the prophets.”
If we wish to know how to love God, the best thing to do is to read the parable of the conscientious servant in
the twenty-fifth chapter of Matthew. When we examine what is recorded there we find that “conscientiousness” is
explained with even greater clarity than in Chu His’s definition. It means to take what God has given us and to
offer it completely to society. As to loving others as oneself, this is precisely the same as putting oneself in the
place of others, an requires no further elaboration.
Christianity regards the love of God and the love of man as the law which sums up the Way, and Confucianism
regards conscientiousness and altruism as the one thread which runs through its doctrines.
Is it not of enormous importance that the purport of these two teachings has been shown to be manifestly the
same?
*
The examples and the evidence I have adduced have been taken in greater part from the Doctrine of the Mean.
This is because I recently happened to read the Mean and jotted down my impressions. This is why I have not
quoted extensively from other sources. The Mean is essentially a chapter found in the Book of Rites, and some
people have said it is a compilation dating from the Han Dynasty and therefore not entirely representative of the
teachings of Confucius; but I think that the essence of what is recorded in the work, such as the examples I have
quoted above, represent the main drift of discussions on human nature and the Way of Heaven resulting from
questions put by Tzu Ssu to Confucius, and that Tzu Ssu then recorded them in book form. One may perhaps
regard it as suitable material when it is used to provide evidence that the Ways of Confucius and Jesus can be
combined.
Recently, Christians in the intellectual world have set out to reform their faith, and have almost completely
overthrown traditional Christian interpretations, all the articles of faith, regulations, ceremonies and myths,
regarding them as being of little consequence. This can certainly be said to be a radical trend, and not a necessary
stage on the path of progress. But if everything in Christianity is to be subjected to a careful analysis and to be reevaluated, then since what is unessential can be rejected, that which is essential must be regarded as supremely
precious.
And what in the final analysis is essential? If the answer is the true Way of Jesus, then, the question of its
fusion with Confucianism is really something worthy of study!
In the past there were always those in the Christian Church who asserted that Christianity was able to fulfill
Confucianism. (one book published by the Church bore the title The Religion Which Saves the World Fulfils
Confucianism.) My personal view is that what ought rather to be said now is that Confucianism is able to
elucidate\fn{Explain; make clear:H} Christianity.
At the present time the majority of people in the Christian Church are unable to have any profound apprehension, and for this reason it is impossible for the Church to rid itself of regulations, ceremonies and the like, just as
China was unable to bring about any abrupt innovation in the endless rites and teachings of Confucianism because
of the stubbornness of the majority of the people. Nevertheless, so long as a small number of people engage in a
fundamental study of the issues, and their findings are disseminated over a long period of time then, no matter
whether Christianity absorbs Confucianism or whether Confucianism comes to contain Christianity, one can
conclude that the true Way is bound to harvest good fruit in China, and that true religion is bound to shed its light
abroad in China. This is what I profoundly believe and concerning which I am optimistic.\fn{ This essay was written in
1924}
1871

197.8 Excerpt from A Flower In A Sinful Sea\fn{by Tseng P’u (1871-1936)} Shanghai, China (M) 8
About the God of Freedom: which was the holy man proclaimed by that title, and which was the dynasty that
made the appointment? Where can one see the statue of that god? It is a long story to tell, and we should first
describe the State of Slavery, where liberty runs wild.
Beyond the five oceans of the world are places that Columbus never found and Magellan never sailed to. There
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is a great sea, called the Sea of Sin. In the sea was an island, called the Island of Happy Slavery, about thirty
degrees north latitude and a hundred and ten degrees east longitude, its mountains and rivers majestic and clear,
its flowers and trees flourishing and fine. Yet all through the year the island was dull, half-shadowed with low
clouds hanging from heaven, and the air was heavy and stale. You may think to yourselves:
“The air that men must breathe and the freedom that they must possess, surely both are essential to their lives.”
Just for this reason, all the people of that island were gasping for breath, and living in darkness and shame.
Here was a nation that worshiped power and fawned upon foreigners, and that received from the traditions of the
past a foolish belief in fate and the operation of karma. They had emperors and kings who were cruel and strict,
like the First Emperor of Ch’in, like Augustus, Genghis Khan and Louis XIV, and they also had rulers who were
confused and incompetent, like Emperor Yang of Sui, like Li Hou-chu, Charles I and Louis XVI. Their subjects
could be as venal and corrupt as Feng Taol\fn{ 882-954,said to have served no less than ten sovereigns of four different
dyansties} and Ch’ien Ch’ien-yi,\fn{ 1582-1664, said to have been one of the first to declare his allegiance when the victorious
Manchu prince Dodo arrived at the gates of Nanking in June, 1645 } or as crafty as Yang Hsiung\fn{ 53BC-18AD, who accepted
office under Wang Mang, for which he is severely blamed by history } and Chao Tzu-ang.\fn{ 1254-1322, famous calligrapher and
painter, descendant of the Sung royal house, who attained high office under the Mongol dynasty } However, since ancient times,
that island had had no connection with the outside world, and other countries did not even know its name.
In that place, there had never been a breath of freedom, and yet the people there considered themselves to be
free: they had “food,” they had “clothing,” they had “honor,” they had “family,” all the necessities of freedom.
Within the barbarous slavery of their lives, they did indeed have freedom, but that was not the freedom of “liberty
or death.” And when they had exhausted the possibilities of freedom as they had it, the time for disaster had come.
Fifty years ago, in the middle of the nineteenth century, that Island of Happy Slavery was suddenly stirred by
great storms from every side. The island trembled to its foundations as if it was shaken by the god of the sea. And
yet the people of that land, as if they were drunk or dreaming, continued day after day in their dancing and
pleasure, seeking wealth or making love, drinking the wine of their liberty and enjoying the flowers of their
freedom. The months and days ran by, year followed year, and in 1904, to their dismay, the sky fell down on top
of them, the earth crumbled in ruins around them, and with an echoing crash that Island of Happy Slavery sank
into the Sea of Sin.
Alas, that Island of Happy Slavery and that Sea of Sin, they are not very far from the country of China, south
of the Gobi Desert, west of the Yellow Sea, east of Kokonor and north of the China Sea.
When this catastrophe was discovered, Shanghai had long been China’s major commercial port, and people
from all the nations of the world gathered there. All the people of Shanghai said it was very strange that this
disaster should have come, and every day there were people discussing it and asking about it, wearing out
numbers of writing brushes and wasting quantities of paper and ink, all to debate these questions. A certain man,
who called himself Lover of Liberty, heard about this and came especially to Shanghai to discover the real state of
the Island of Happy Slavery; yet he did not really know where the questioning should begin.
When Lover of Liberty went out to look around, he saw the pompous, portly compradors, the cheating officials
of the new government system, the pseudo-revolutionaries with their short-cropped hair and western dress, and
the newspaper reporters with their foggy talk and misleading words. They all behaved as if nothing was
happening. They continued to play their mahjong, to visit their prostitutes, to drink their tea at the Arcady, to
listen to the singing at the Nest of Heavenly Pleasure. Their horses and carriages flowed along the roads, their
heavens were full of flowers and their ground was running with wine. What a scene of peace!
Lover of Liberty could not understand their confidence and unconcern, and he gazed at them for several days
with confusion and surprise. One day, when he was sitting alone with his thoughts, he suddenly saw a number of
people hurrying towards him and shouting. Their faces were flushed, their hands were trembling, and they cried
aloud as they rushed past:
“Great misfortune, great misfortune! The Japanese and the Russians are at war. The Three Eastern Provinces
will soon be lost.” Even as they said so, a man sitting nearby gave a cold smile and answered:
“Why only the Three Eastern Provinces? The whole country is defenceless.”
Lover of Liberty heard the news with a shock. Only a moment before his world had been at peace; how could
it change so quickly? In a daze, he stood up and went out, and as he went, he lost all thought of the distance that
he travelled. Suddenly he came to a place where he raised his head to look about and he gazed on open country.
The hills had the color of yellow gold, the streams had the fragrance of milk. There were several dozen
magnificent houses, and many trees with bright green leaves. It was a land of beauty, adorned with mountains and
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rivers, all that a man could dream of. But in this vast and empty land, so peaceful and still, not a soul could be
seen.
Lover of Liberty felt in his mind as if he had been to this place before. As he lingered, loath to leave, he caught
sight of a small empty room in a building close by. Almost automatically, he walked towards it, and when he came
to the entrance he found a screen of pearls hung before the opening. Peering through the screen to look inside, he
saw what appeared to be a bowl of flowers, strange and enchanting, vivid in colors. Perhaps these were the red
blossoms of Emperor Yang of Sui, or perhaps flowers from the tree of jade of the last lord of Ch’en. He was only
aware of a gentle springlike aura and an enchanting, enveloping fragrance, which came wafting out to him
through the pearl-blind.
Surely it would be better, he thought to himself, to see these things from closer at hand. Summoning up his
courage, he pushed aside the curtain, and with firm paces he entered the chamber. There were flowers no more!
Instead there was now the most beautiful woman he had ever seen, with broad forehead and fine eyebrows, with
the complexion of a peach and with lips small as cherries. Lover of Liberty started with surprise, and he was
about to go back when the beauty spoke to him:
“Son of Liberty, Son of Liberty, a strange thing has happened in the Island of Happy Slavery. Isn’t that what
you have come to ask about?”
As soon as Lover of Liberty heard the words “Island of Happy Slavery,” he immediately remembered all that
had happened. He stopped in his tracks, bowed in formal fashion, and said:
“Madam, do you know of the Island of Happy Slavery?” The woman laughed and replied:
“Are you mad? Where is the Island of Happy Slavery?” Lover of Liberty, very surprised, asked:
“Is there no such place?” The woman laughed again and answered:
“You really are a fool. The Island of Happy Slavery is everywhere.”
As she spoke, her hands held out a roll of paper, and she presented it with a serious air to Lover of Liberty. He
could not think why she was giving it to him, but he opened the scroll to look inside, and it was a work of history,
fresh and interesting. The idea came to him, blurred and uncertain, that China too had such curious and
remarkable events as these. …
*
No way of telling how he returned to his home, but the scroll he had seen caused him to think back on the
history of his times. He still had a vague recollection of the story, but he was worried that time would go by and
he would forget, so he slowly wrote things down. Yet then, even as he was writing, he threw his brush away.
“I am a fool. There is my friend, the Sick Man of East Asia, who boasts of himself as the king of story-tellers,
and an expert in editing and translating modern novels such as this. I shall simply tell him the story in detail, and
he will reproduce it for me, chapter by chapter, and that will surely save me a great many brushes and a great
quantity of ink.”
So saying, he took up his unfinished manuscript, and he went straight out the door, and in the distance he saw
the “Forest of Fiction” bookstore, and he went to his friend the Sick Man of East Asia, and told him the story and
asked him to arrange for publication of his new historical novel. As Lover of Liberty dictated, the Sick Man of
East Asia wrote it down. So it was:
A tale of thirty years
And the words all written in blood.
Four hundred million fellow-countrymen.
Let them come quickly to the shores of enlightenment.

What is this tale that I have spoken of? If you find it not too troublesome, please read the chapters that follow.
2
The great Ch’ing Dynasty was obedient to the will of Heaven and to the requirements of the fates, and the
spread of its power encompassed ten thousand lands. All were governed by the ancient laws of China. So it
happened that the whole of nature conspired in its favor, the nation was powerful and the people had peace, and
the imperial succession continued without a break. Indeed, it is impossible to give adequate praise to these men.
To sing of their work or hymn their virtues is like gazing at the sun or looking up to the clouds, so high are their
achievements.
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But then, in the time of the Hsien-feng Emperor, the Taiping bandits rose in rebellion, and for many years there
was turmoil and disturbance. The court relied on qualified scholars and the men of the Hanlin Academy, and after
more than twenty years of toil and bloodshed, with more than a hundred thousand people dead, the revolutionary
army was swept away and utterly destroyed. This was 1866, the fifth year of the T’ung-chih reign, and rebellion
was ended and all the world shared in joy, and now it was said everywhere that the great Ch’ing state would last
ten thousand years more.
The patron of this spiritual revival in the dynasty was the T'ung-chih Emperor himself, granting the requests of
his ministers in their memorials, and issuing orders to all the provinces and prefectures to enlarge the quota of
hsiu-ts’ai graduates from all those districts which had offered volunteers to fight the rebels, while those places
which had suffered most severely and been the scene of bitter fighting were granted exemption from many of their
taxes. In Soochow, Sungkiang, Ch’ang-chou, Chenkiang and Taitsang, since the taxation there had been
particularly heavy, a gracious edict lessened their burden of tribute grain, and the people of Soochow wept tears of
gratitude.
In 1868 came the year of the examinations. In all the time of turmoil and war just passed, the scholars of the
empire were never prepared to abandon their affection for essays in eight paragraphs, poems in eight rhymes, the
art of calligraphy, and the white folding books for composition. And now, at last, the time had come again when
they could practise their skills to full effect, and could praise the emperor in literary style and hope of reward. So
the candidates for office and rank collected at the capital like clouds, and their carriages came in a never-ending
stream.
When the examination for the chin-shih degree was ended, the list of successful candidates from all the empire
was published in letters of gold. Those who had failed to pass the test hung their heads in a natural self-pity and
left the capital with all their bag and baggage. They crossed the Marco Polo Bridge over the Sangkan River by the
south gate of Peking, and there were few at that place who did not let fall some tears of despair and distress.
Those who had obtained the degree, however, now saw with delight that their fortunes were made. They
bowed to their examiners, congratulated their fellows, and then went off in parties to get drunk. Next came the
Temple Examination, to determine final placings among the new graduates, and in the third month the results
were published. Third on the list was Huang Wen-tsai, from Chishan in Shansi, second on the list was Wang Tz’uyüan from Shanhua in Hunan; and first on the list, with the title chuang-yüan, was a man called Chin Chün, from
Soochow in Kiangsu.
A man who had never seen the register of graduates might fail to appreciate the honor and value of this first
placing, chuang-yüan. Of all the countries in the world, only China possessed such a system of examination, and
this highest degree was awarded only once in three years. Such a position might be the reward for an individual
who has accumulated in one incarnation after another good deeds and stored up virtue, for a lifetime of utter
chastity and avoidance of female charms, and for a very good relationship with the officials of the capital. With all
these qualifications, if his praise of the emperor is more fulsome than that of his rivals, then at last he will be
considered worthy of the prize. A man with this achievement could be described as chief of all the immortals and
favoured pupil of the Son of Heaven. In wealth and honor, in wisdom and intelligence, even Su Shih and Li Po
would keep respectful distance, and foreigners like Bacon of England or Rousseau of France were quite out of
their class.
Let us, however, put all this aside for a time.
*
In the city of Soochow, the Monastery of Mysterious Joy lies in the centre of the town, and there is a teahouse
called Garden of Elegance. One day, soon after these events described at the capital, three men were sitting there
at a table drinking tea. P’an Tseng-ch’i, an elderly man with a long beard, came from a leading gentry family in
Soochow city. Ch’ien Tuan-min, a middle-aged man with a long, thin face, was well-known as a critic of scripts
and essays, and was already qualified as an academician. The third man, with a small round face, who sat at the
foot of the table, was called Lu Jen-hsiang. He was a fine calligrapher in the formal style used at the
examinations, though he still held no more than the low degree of chu-jen. All three men were famous and
respected in Soochow. As they sat, they had come to the point in their discussion where P’an Tseng-ch’i was
saying:
“We men of Soochow, we’re pretty good. Since this dynasty began its examinations, there have been ninetyseven men with the chuang-yuan degree, and fifty-five of them have come from Kiangsu province. Of those fiftyfive, fifteen came from Soochow. And now Chin Chün, from Yüan-ch’iao Lane, has also become chuang-yüan,
that is really brilliant.” Ch’ien Tuan-min supported him:
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“As you say, the people of Soochow have always had literary abilities, and it is only natural that chuang-yüan
should come from here. More than that, the way I see it, Soochow’s successes in the chuang-yüan test are very
closely linked with the fortune of our dynasty.”
“Do explain,” said P’an, rather doubtfully.
“In this dynasty,” said Ch’ien Tuan-min, “the most successful and prosperous period has been that of Ch’ienlung, and that time was also the most fortunate for Soochow scholars.in the chuang-yüan degree. Chang Shu-hsün
and Ch'en Ch’u-che, Shih Cho-t’ang and P’an Chih-hsuan, all took first positions in two successive examinations,
and with Ch’ien Hsiang-ling we once held the three top places together. However, since the Chia-ch’ing reign
period we have had only Wu T’ing-ch’en and Wu Hsin-chung. In the sixteenth year, though we did not get the
chuang-yüan degree for first place in the first-class list, the second and third placings, and the first place in the
second-class list, all went to Soochow, and that is a pretty fair record. But from the time of Tao-kuang, there has
only been Wu Chung-chün, fellow-graduate of my father, and if you compare this with the past it’s almost
insignificant. In the same way, the fortune of the state has also changed from one time to the other, and in the
Hsien-feng period, we can remember ourselves that the examinations were held five times and Soochow had no
success at all.” Counting the number with a single finger, and shaking his head to emphasise the point, Ch’ien
went on:
“In all that time, my father’s friend P’an Tsung-yin once gained third placing, but since then there has been no
mention of Soochow in the first three places. If this new emperor is to achieve a restoration of the dynasty, so that
it really does continue for tens of thousands of years, it is certain that the chuang-yüan position must be held by a
man from Soochow.” Lu Jen-hsiang agreed.
“Ch’ien has explained the pattern of balancing the yin and the yang perfectly, and my old classmate Chin Chün
is obviously a superb scholar. His essay-work and calligraphy are absolutely first-class, and he is completely at
home with all the historical criticism and analysis. I saw him last year when he was working at home, collating
The History of the Yüan Dynasty, and I was simply amazed at his knowledge and understanding of those
outlandish Mongolian names. When he was reading them out to me, they sounded just like the foreign devils
today.” P’an Tseng-ch’i spoke seriously:
“That’s a foolish thing to say. How can you compare the Mongols with the foreigners we have to deal with? It
is said that the great Yüan Dynasty is the ancestor of our own great Ch’ing, and the Mongols are close relations
and trusted servants of the throne. Haven’t you ever heard of Seng-ko-lin-chin and Wu-la-hsi Ch’ung-a?” P’an
meant to continue, but Ch'ien Tuan-min suddenly caught sight of a friend of his outside the teashop, and called
out to him:
“Chao-t’ing!”
Everyone turned to look. They saw a short, brisk man, with thin features. He was already coming into the
room, and he smiled as he approached them. Directly behind him was another scholar, with a most handsome
face, long eyelashes and shining eyes. Lu Jen-hsiang half stood in greeting, then turned to the newcomer and
asked:
“What brings our friend T’ai-chen here?” Kuo Chao-t’ing smiled and replied,
“We met on the road, and since I knew you would all be here I brought him along too. Did you know that this
evening Hsieh Chieh-fu is holding a farewell party for you, at Pearl Liang’s house on the Ts’ang-ch’iao Bund?”
Lu nodded his head.
“It’s still early, though,” he said, and he led Kuo Chao-t’ing to join them at their table. Ch’ien Tuan-min called
Ho T’ai-chen to sit next to him. He hadn’t been following the conversation, but when he heard the words
“farewell feast”he turned round and asked Lu:
“Where are you off to? How is it I haven’t heard anything about it?”
“I’m only going to Shanghai,” said Lu Jen-hsiang. “I had a letter the other day to say that Chin Chün has taken
leave to visit his parents, and he is coming to Shanghai. He is staying at the Inn of Fame and Profit, and he
promised he would spend a few days with me. I have gone through Shanghai several times on my way to take the
examinations at the capital, but I have heard now that the place has become much brighter. Since the k’un ch’ü
troupes left Soochow to play at the Great Culture and Great Elegance theatres in Shanghai, they are doing good
business there, and the Peking opera in the Bright Cassia Tea Garden and the Golden Cassia Pavilion are also
supposed to be very fme. You can eat Peking-style food at T’ung-hsing and T’ung-hsin, and Anhwei style at the
Hsin-hsin Tower and the Fu-hsin Garden. For European cooking there are the Almond-Blossom Tower and the
Shared Fragrance Tower, the First-class Fragrance and the Family Spring, but I haven’t been to them yet.”
Ho T’ai-chen broke in:
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“Even though Shanghai is so gay and splendid, it’s basically rather a mess. Some of the biggest confidence
men you could find are living there. There’s that calligrapher Mo Yu-chih and that painter T’ang Hsün-po. They
have admirers everywhere and they’re certainly famous, but I still think they’re charlatans. Compare them with
our Soochow men, the formal script of Yao Feng-sheng, the seal writing of Yang Yung-ch’un and the painting of
Jen Fu-ch’ang, and then you can see the difference between elegance and vulgarity.”
Ch’ien Tuan-min said:
“A great deal of the printing now is done by some technique they call lithography. I once saw a book of
Candidates’ Essays from Chihli, and the printing was remarkably clear and the characters were extremely pleasant
and easy to read. For some books, the printing technique is more important than anything else: if the print is good
and the paper is good and the design is good, then even if the content doesn’t match the appearance it can still
leap to the eye and cheer the heart.”
P’an Tseng-ch’i had been listening for some time to the excited talk of these younger men, and he was not
prepared to stay out of the discussion any longer. Raising up his cup of tea with its saucer and taking a sip, he
said:
“Shanghai is a whirlpool of gaiety and luxury. I have heard that Paoshan Street is the site of the tomb of the
former chancellor of the Ming dynasty, Hsü Kuang-ch’i. Hsü Kuang-ch’i was one of the first men to encourage
the introduction of Western learning, but since the time that the port was opened there has been no way to
preserve his grave. Now there are men who make up requiem verses for him, saying
Friends, come stroll down Paoshan Street,
Fragrant dust, soft and gentle, with lotus footprints;
Where is the tomb of the ancient chancellor?
Half below the market-place, half beneath the brothel!

Surely that is rather sad for him.” Kuo Chao-t’ing asked:
“Did Chin Chün come overland from the capital, or has he come by steamer?” Lu Jen-hsiang replied:
“He came on an American ship owned by Russell & Company.”
“Talking of steamboats,” said P’an Tseng-ch’i, “a few days ago I saw in the paper all the details of steamers
entering and leaving port. They often call their ships after Chinese place-names, like Hanyang, Chungking,
Nanking, Shanghai, Keelung and Taiwan. The most curious one came at the end: there is a boat on the Yangtse
named Confucius.”
Everyone listened with surprise, then they all burst out laughing. By this time, the sun had slipped gradually
into the west and dusk was drawing on.
“It’s getting late,” said P’an Tseng-ch’i, standing up from the table, “I must make my excuses.”
He bowed to each in turn and took his leave. Kuo Chao-t’ing said:
“Jen-hsiang, are you coming to Pearl’s house now? If we want to get in, this is the time to leave.” Lu Jenhsiang said:
“I’m sorry about Tuan-min and T’ai-cüen. They’ve never been to a party like this. Why don’t they come too?”
“They’re neo-Confucianists,” said Kuo Ch’ao-t’ing. “Consider yourself lucky if they don’t give you a sermon.
It would be wrong for you to try to lead them astray.”
Ho T’ai-chen had always favoured the teachings of the Ch’eng brothers and Chu Hsi, and Ch’ien Tuan-min
was a close relation. They had ideals in common, and neither had ever shown any interest in women. That was
why Kuo Chao-t’ing talked that way. Ho and Ch’ien both laughed, but then they got up to leave, turning to Lu
Jen-hsiang to say:
“When you see our colleague Chin Chün, tell him to come home soon. We all look forward to meeting him
again.” And they walked away.
Kuo Chao-t’ing and Lu Jen-hsiang went off together, straight to the west of the monastery, past the front of the
Temple of Kuan-ti, god of war, and over Oriole Lane Bridge. Then they heard a sedan chair coming along behind
them, and they stopped where they were to let it go by. To their surprise, it was a woman riding inside, very
elegant. When she saw the two men, she called to them in the Soochow dialect:
“Master Kuo, Master Lu, where have you been? Master Hsieh has already arrived. You should hurry.”
Even as she spoke, the sedan chair raced on down the street. Both men recognised Pearl Liang. They followed
the winding way, came out by Chuan Chu Lane, on down Ch’angmen Road, along the Low Embankment, and
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then straight to Pearl Liang’s lodging. As she had said, Hsieh Chieh-fu was already there, and when he saw Kuo
and Lu he got up at once and called them over. Kuo Chao-t’ing laughed and said:
“A philanthropist, nothing but compassion for others, and today he comes to ease the anxieties of such a
generous woman!” As he spoke, Pearl came up to offer melon seeds, and Lu Jen-hsiang whispered to her:
“Aren’t you getting impatient?” Pearl turned away and put the bowl down. Sinking into a chair,
“Nonsense, what can you be talking about?” she replied.
The reader might wonder why Kuo Chao-t’ing described Hsieh Chieh-fu as a philanthropist. Hsieh came from
a wealthy family, he enjoyed helping others, and in the city of Soochow he was known as Hsieh the Generous.
When Kuo spoke to him like that, everyone laughed. Lu Jen-hsiang looked around and saw one other guest,
sitting by himself in a corner, a strong-looking man, though not very tall. He had a round shining face, a kind and
honest expression, and he looked about thirty years old. When he saw Kuo and Lu he smiled at them and called
them over. Hsieh Chieh-fu explained:
“This is Ch’eng Mu-sheng from Ch’ang-chou. He arrived here yesterday from Shanghai.”
They exchanged introductions and sat down together. Just as they did so, a maid-servant announced:
“The Honourable Pei has come.”
Lu Jen-hsiang looked up and recognized Pei Yu-ts’eng of Changchow, who had lately been made Provincial
Judge in Chihli. He was one of the officials that took part in the peace negotiations after the burning of the
Summer Palace at Peking, and he had made a name for himself there, but now, for some reason he had given up
his office and come back to live in Soochow. Everyone turned to greet him, and then they set up the table. Pearl
Liang asked each guest to choose his partner for the meal. Lu Jen-hsiang asked for Fairy Wu, Kuo Chao-t’ing for
Cassia Chu and Ch’eng Mu-sheng for Elegance Yao. Then Hsieh Chieh-fu said:
“Mr. Pei, whom will you choose?” Pei Yu-ts’eng replied:
“I hear there is a girl from Hangchow with the surname Ch’u, and her other name is something like Forest of
Love. Ask for her.” Hsieh wrote it down.
“Talking of this Forest of Love Ch’u,” said Lu Jen-hsiang, “there’s a curious story I heard. A few days ago a
man went to her place for tea, and he found that her room there had a collection of stringed instruments and flutes,
and a number of scrolls of stone rubbings, painting and calligraphy. They had seals on them from famous men and
well-known collections, and one particularly strange thing was a jade seal-block which looked very much as if it
had belonged to an imperial concubine of the Han dynasty. Either she comes from an old family which has gone
down in the world, or maybe she is a runaway concubine.”
“Surely,” said Kuo Chao-t’ing, “that must be the seal of Flying Swallow Chao; it was in Kung Ting-an’s
collection. Mr. Kung’s collected works still contain four poems about it.”
“Two days ago,” remarked Ch’eng Mu-sheng, “I saw Mr. Kung’s son, Kung Hsiao-ch’i, in Shanghai.”
“Don’t mention that fellow,” said Pei Yu-tseng. “He has completely gone over to the foreigners.” Hsieh Chiehfu asked then:
“Why should he turn traitor so quickly? The foreigners must have offered him a lot of money if he agreed to
act as a guide to them.”
“It’s not that,” replied Pei Yu-tseng. “He’s a strange man, and he has funny ideas. He claims he would rather
hand our country over to the foreigners than leave it with the Manchus. Just think of it!” Kuo Chao-t’ing said:
“I think it is because of his father, Kung Ting-an. He used to say things like that; and there is a proverb which
says ‘If the father kills a man for good reason, the son will kill for fun,’ That explains quite a lot.”
“If that sort of man is not eliminated,” said Ch’eng Mu-sheng, “it will do great harm to our dynasty.”
“True enough,” agreed Pei Yu-tseng. “In the troubles with the foreigners at Peking in 1860, we were saved
from disaster only by Prince Ching. He stayed behind to look after the government, and I was there too, running
some errands. We negotiated day and night with the Englishman, Thomas Wade, and under the auspicious
influence of the imperial ancestors we were able to come to an agreement with Wade for payment of an
indemnity, for commercial exchanges and for an early date when the enemy would withdraw their troops. If
Prince Ching hadn’t been there, just think about it: the capital would have fallen, the long-hair Taiping rebels
would have overrun all the outer provinces, and everything would have been in chaos. It’s too much to
contemplate. In that time, I may have suffered some personal hardship, but I am sure it was well worthwhile. And
today, we all enjoy great peace once more.” Hsieh Chieh-fu said:
“Speaking of that time, Mr. Pei is one of the most valuable ministers in the empire.”
“You’re too kind,” said Pei.
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“The way I see it,” put in Ch’eng Mu-sheng, “even though our empire is at peace now, we can’t count on
things staying like that, and foreign influence grows more powerful all the time. Day after day there are more
machines, steamers, railroads, telegraphs and guns, but our state has nothing. How are we ever going to deal with
them?”
Just as he was speaking, though, all the girls came in together, and the five men threw away their cares and
anxieties. They now poured out the wine, and they studied only the clear, soft notes of the music and the jade
smiles and pearly breath of their companions. No need to say more. Everyone, however, turned to admire the
features of Forest of Love Ch’u, and indeed she equalled her reputation. Her carriage was fine and graceful, her
age a little over twenty. When anyone asked about her history, she would simply smile and make no reply. All that
was known was that she lived with a girl called Wang, and they had both come from Hangchow together. The men
all agreed to come and visit her after the party had broken up. Then the twelfth bell sounded, the girls scattered
and were gone, and Hsieh Chieh-fu, Pei Yu-tseng, Kuo Chao-t'ing and Ch'eng Mu-sheng went away with Forest
of Love Ch’u.
Lu Jen-hsiang, however, since he was going to Shanghai next day and still had to finish his packing, did not go
with them. He called his sedan chair-bearers to light the lamps, made his farewells to the company, and went off
separately.
*
The new graduate, Chin Chün, had asked leave to visit his parents, and he traveled on a steamer, fast as a
seahorse, south to Shanghai. He stayed there at the Inn of Fame and Fortune, and it was naturally essential that he
should make visits to pay respects to the magistrates of the circuit, the country and the other provincial officials.
At the same time, there were also social functions, and he was invited to drink wine and to see plays, and there
were always people from his home district who came to call on him.
One day, soon after he had arrived, a servant came in with a card, saying that the Honorable Feng had come to
pay his respects. When Chin Chun saw the characters Feng Kuei-fen, he got up quickly and said to ask the
gentleman in. The servant held the card high in his hand, went to the door, and stepped aside to raise the bamboo
curtains.
Coming towards him was an old man of about sixty, with a white beard, two bright and piercing eyes, and a
back very slightly stooped. When he saw Chin Chün, he smiled in greeting.
Chin Chün stepped quickly towards him, addressing him as Uncle Feng, and made him a very low bow.
Ceremonies completed, both men sat down, the room-boy brought in tea, and they discussed the affairs of the
capital. Feng Kuei-fen said:
“Chin Chün, I congratulate you on your fine achievement. On the other hand, at this present time, when all the
nations of the world are in contact with one another, a few old-fashioned essays in fancy style on odd points of
text criticism are hardly enough to be any help to the empire. In former times, Confucius studied all the works of
value from a hundred and twenty states, and the way I see it, any studies in the present day should be designed to
make you understand the language of foreign countries and to help you appreciate the reasons for their prosperity;
things like physics, chemistry and electricity, the manufacture of steamships and of guns. If you study all these
things properly, then you may claim to be really educated. I’ve heard that in the third month of last year the
College of Foreign Languages was opened in Peking, to accept bright students and train them to study the
language of each country and astronomy. You know the principle that ‘Anything not known is shameful for a
Confucian scholar,’ and this is surely just the point. Yet the officials at court have written in opposition, and Wo
Liang-feng, who is a well-known Confucianist, has also sent in a memorial. I get the Court Gazette sent to me,
and I really couldn’t agree with his arguments. I have heard that everyone talks of the new students at the College
of Foreign Languages as foreign Han-lin and chü-jen. Is this true?”
Chin Chün nodded, and Feng Kuei-fen continued:
“You flourish now in the highest honor, and you’re a first-ranking scholar in China. If you took the chance to
go round the world and study all current affairs, wouldn’t that be something even more? Now I know a certain Mr.
Hsu Hsueh-ts’en, a man of great learning, and a great eclectic of both Chinese and Western learning. He has a son
called Ying, just about your age. He has never taken the examinations, but every day he talks about western
ideas.” Chin Chün was just going to say something, but the servant came in again and announced:
“A Mr. Lu from Soochow has come to call.” Feng Kuei-fen asked who this could be, and Chin Chun replied:
“It is probably Lu Jen-hsiang.”
And indeed it was that young man. He came brightly into the room, and when he saw the two men he quickly
paid his respects and sat down. Tea was brought in again, and the three of them talked idly of one thing and
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another: when Chin Chun had left Peking; when he had arrived in Shanghai; and he learnt that Lu Jen-hsiang was
staying at the Inn of Steady Prosperity. Then Feng Kuei-fen said:
“You’ve chosen a very good time to come, you two gentlemen, for they have a flower show in the rear court of
the British Consulate in the fourth month of every year. There are flowers from all the foreign countries, and the
display is well worth seeing. The day after tomorrow, I invite you to come and see this with me.”
He sipped two mouthfuls of tea, got up and took his leave. The other two went with him out the door, came
back and talked a moment about the weather, then gossiped casually. Then Chin Chün said:
“I have already been to Bubbling Well Monastery and Zigawei flower garden, and they are not worth visiting
again. But I would like to go the Public Gardens. We’ll get something to eat here. and when we’ve eaten, we can
go to the gardens by horse-carriage.”
Lu Jen-hsiang agreed, so Chin Chün ordered the meal to be brought in, and also asked the cashier’s office to
order a hansom cab for them. After they had eaten, washed their faces and rinsed their mouths, the room-boy
came to say that the cab was now waiting at the door. Chin Chün took a key from the folds of his clothing, opened
his box, changed his gown, and took up a circular fan. He invited Lu Jen-hsiang to go on ahead, then locked the
door of his room, spoke briefly to his own servant and to the room-boy, gave the key in at the office, went out the
gate and got into the carriage. The driver shook the reins, and the fine brown Arab moved so smoothly that it
seemed they just flew along to the Bund.
They followed the Bund towards the north. To use the classical phrase, ‘The reins were held proudly and the
track ran smooth beneath them.’ They could see the waters of the Whangpoo, calm and glassy, with sails and
masts like trees in a forest. They looked over to the bronze statue of Gordon, on the further bank of the river, and
then went on till they came to a tablet of stone which they realized must be the Obelisk. Then the cab came to a
halt, and they got down and went in through the gates of the gardens. It really was a view of “terraces and
pavilions clear and far, flowers and trees fine and strange.”
The two men sat for a while in a small pavilion, looking at the passers-by, men and women, Chinese and
European, with short coats and stiff collars, thin waists and long skirts, round fans and light gowns, painted and
adorned, dazzling materials. Then, as they sat there, still gazing at the spectacle, they saw a foreigner coming
towards them followed by a Chinese, age about forty, with eyes like agate and a thin beard on his chin, also
yellow in color. These two also sat down in the pavilion.
The newcomers jabbered away to one another in some foreign language, and Chin Chiin and Lu Jen-hsiang
had not the least idea what they could be talking about. Then the sun went down, and the trees and groves became
dark.
Chin and Lu strolled back again, out the gate, called up their cab, and traveled again along the Bund. When
they came to Nanking Road, and turned down there towards Foochow Road, they found houses on both sides
were still under construction. However, just as they planned to go to Paoshan Street via Makka Stockyard, they
met with Chin Chün’s servant. He was carrying an invitation card, and he called out to them:
“The Honourable Hsüeh has invited my master to a banquet in Room 8 at First-Class Fragrance.”
Chin Chün realized at once that the invitation must come from Hsüeh Fu-jen of Wuhsi, and he nodded assent.
Lu Jen-hsiang, then, was going back to his lodgings, so he got down from the cab at Chessboard Street and Chin
Chün went on alone, down Chessboard Street, turned eastwards, and finally came to the door of First-Class
Fragrance.
As Chin Chün came in, the man at the reception desk on the ground floor pressed an electric bell, an attendant
came to meet him, and led him to Room 8 on the first floor. Hsueh Fu-jen was already there, and he got up to
welcome him. There were five others also in the party, and they were introduced one by one. The first was Lü
Ts’ang-shu, from Tsunyi in Kweichow, a “tribute student.” He had sent in a memorial of ten thousand words in
response to an edict, and as a result he had been given the rank of a magistrate and was now in Kiangsu to wait for
his specific appointment. Three others were Li Pao-feng of Chungming, Ma Chung-chien of Tantu and Wang
Kung-hsien of Chiaying. All three had a knwledge both of China and of the West. The fifth man was Hsü Ying of
Wuhsi, the same person that Feng Kuei-fen had mentioned to Chiun Chün earlier in the day.
They all made polite greetings, and took their places. Waiters brought in the menu-cards, and each chose his
own dishes. Then Hsiieh Fu-jen ordered a large bottle of champagne to be opened, and they drank and talked.
Suddenly, as they sat there in the room, there was the sound of someone walking past outside in leather-soled
boots, and they looked up to see who went by. It was the same two men, the Chinese and Westerner, whom Chin
Chün had seen that evening in the Public Gardens. Hsüeh Fu-jen indicated the Chinese and said:
“Do any of you recognize that man?” None of the others knew who he was, and Hsüeh told them:
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“That is Kung Hsiao-ch’i.”
“Isn’t he Kung Ting-an’s son?” asked Lü Ts'ang-shu.
“That’s right,” said Hsüeh. “Originally, he knew no English, but then Thomas Wade wanted to read The
History of the Han Dynasty in Chinese, and he asked for someone to explain it to him. At first, nobody dared to
go, but then Hsiao-ch’i volunteered, and Wade now places the greatest trust in him. I have even heard that the
burning of the Summer Palace was actually his idea.”
“I don’t know the name of that foreigner,” said Ma Chung-chien, “but I am sure he is someone from the
consulate.” Hsüeh Fujen went on:
“Kung Hsiao-ch’i took two concubines, and the one from Shanghai was his particular favorite. Whenever he
would write anything, one of the girls ground the ink for him and the other ruled up the columns in red on the
paper. But then, in the first month of this year, the two of them, without any sign or warning, suddenly ran away
together. He has been asking after them everywhere, and there is absolutely no trace. It’s really quite a joke.”
They were all talking cheerfully when another man walked past outside the door and turned to look into the
room. Lü Ts’ang-shu got up and went to the door to talk for a moment. There is a verse to describe what will
happen:
Gathering of scholars and charming ladies,
Meeting of talents beside the Yangtse;
Roaming at will by the river, downhearted and alone,
One may often find unusual men.

But you do not yet know who this is. You must read the next chapter. …
205.42 Excerpt from Ways Of Confucius And Of Christ\fn{by Lou Tseng-tsiang aka Dom Pierre-Célestin (1871-1949)}
Shanghai, China (M) 7
After fifteen years of the monastic life and seven in the priesthood, passed in an almost complete seclusion,
how is it that Providence now seems, when I am seventy-one years old, to lead me to speech and to action?
Often, in their sympathy, my friends have been surprised that I should maintain an almost total silence. On
more than one occasion they have wanted to question me, asking me what is the road that I have travelled, from
private life into public, and even to the control of the foreign policy of my country—such was my career as a
diplomatist and as Minister for Foreign Affairs—and how from public life God led me to the monastic life and to
the priestly state, and how, it may be, He leads me now to the apostolate.
I am about to try to trace for you the outlines of my life. It is summarised in a very few words. I have striven
all my life, to the best of my ability, so to behave as to see clearly and to walk straightly, not to let myself
knowingly be blinded by any prejudices or any fear, and perpetually to reconsider my deeds and my duties in the
light of experience, of reflection and of our common dependence upon Heaven.
What has my life been worth? Heaven will judge it. But you would please me if, at the end of my story, you
would join with me in praying to God that my poor qualities may bear witness to His goodness and to His
majesty.
*
I was born in Shanghai. My father, Lou Yong-Fong, belonged to a well-to-do family. He had married, in 1854,
Mademoiselle au Kin-Ling. She brought into the world a little girl who lived only a few weeks. By the will of
God my parents then knew trials and poverty, and the great mortification of remaining childless for seventeen
years. I was born on June 12th, 1871, a puny baby. My mother, in giving birth to me, contracted a dropsy which
eight years later was to carry her off. Her premature death is a source of grief to me to this day. I accepted and I
accept that burden; to lighten it I join in the joy of those who still have their mother, or who kept her for longer
than I.
How can I express my gratitude to my father and my mother? My father was a religious man, honest and clearsighted. He loved me with a complete unselfishness, and was quite beyond the reach of the bitter representations
which my entry, at the age of thirteen, into the School of Modern Languages at Shanghai brought him from every
quarter. The pupils of .this school were regarded as traitors in the making, who, with the aid of these languages,
would deliver their country to foreigners. From my childhood my parents taught me to face critics among men
and the vicissitudes of life; and my father taught me also never to become fond of money.

939

“Money,” he said, “should fall between the hands like water off a duck’s back; a man cannot retain for himself
what is a medium of exchange for the good of all.”
My father was a Protestant catechist. He used to go out every morning distributing tracts, and especially
Bibles. I have inherited from him the habit of circulating useful literature, and it has never seemed to me that
money spent in this way is money wasted.
We belonged to the London Missionary Society. It was in this Protestant society that in 1873 I received
baptism at the hands of the pastor, Dr. William Muirhead, and that I met Christian charity for the first time, being
still a child. I could give a thousand touching instances of it. Protestantism has been for me a stage without which
I think I should not have been able to reach Catholicism. I have the deepest gratitude for all the charity and
kindness shown towards me by these missionaries. There is necessarily a rivalry between Catholic and Protestant
missionaries. When it exists in a dignified atmosphere it edifies souls and brings them together. When it becomes
a competition it excites the passions, sets truth aside, and diminishes morally those who would congratulate
themselves on doing down their neighbour. It was, therefore, with real delight that when I entered the monastery I
read in the Rule of St. Benedict, in the chapter on “The Instruments of Good Works” the fine principle:
honorare omnes homines.

After some private instruction in the Chinese classics, therefore, at the age of thirteen and a half, I was entered
in the School of Foreign Languages at Shanghai. There I specialised in French. This course was given by a
zealous master, M. Alphonse Bottu. When I was eighteen my studies were interrupted for a whole year by a grave
illness, the very same which had carried off my poor mother. Nobody thought I would recover from it. God saved
my life. I managed to make up the time lost in my studies, and at twenty-one I left for Peking, being admitted to
Tong Wen College, a school for interpreters attached to the Department for Foreign Affairs.
At Peking I continued the study of the French language and literature, under the direction of M. Charles
Vapereau, a distinguished professor with whom I was afterwards to continue in association until his death. I was
not envisaging a diplomatic career, to which admission was open only to students who had completed their
Chinese classical studies, but I was anxious to spend a fairly considerable period abroad, so as to hold on my
return a position in the postal administration. I was, therefore, in no way looking for a political career, and my
father, who perceived all the corruption to which the officials of the Imperial Dynasty abandoned themselves,
wanted nothing in the world less than that I should include myself among them.
My assiduity in study meant that I spent only one year in the Tong Wen College. By a providential coincidence
of circumstances I was sent, in December 1892, to be a fourth-class interpreter at the Chinese Legation at St.
Petersburg. I was going to find there a master who, by his lessons and by his example, caused me to pass from
private into public life, for which, without having ever thought of doing so, my father had himself given me the
best of preparations.
*
In the thought and the practice of Confucianism filial piety and the work of personal perfection are the real
education of statesmen. The mission of the statesman is to ensure the public welfare. To obtain that, one thing in
particular matters: “to develop the natural virtues in the hearts of all men.” That social development of the natural
virtues is, for the statesman, a primordial task. It can only be taught in the bosom of the family, the family being
the ultimate unit of society. What higher role than that of the father of a family, who, in the modest surroundings
of his home, is called upon to bring up his sons for so lofty a vocation!
Confucianist doctrine is essentially the traditional wisdom of the ancient kings, wise men and virtuous, whose
high characters open the national history of China—in the third millenary before Christ, Yao, Choen and Yu; in
the second millenary, T'ang, Wen Wang and Wou Wang. The documents of this wisdom were compiled, collected
and published by Confucius in the sixth century before Christ. He made verbal commentaries on them, and his
commentaries and his lessons, collected and developed by his immediate disciples, represent an immortal
statement of first principles. These works together constitute our thirteen classics.
China has lived, and still lives today,\fn{ 1948} by this philosophy and this education. She owes to them the line
and the endurance of her strong family traditions, thanks to which our people have remained serene, and even
happy, in the midst of trials, and have not ceased to increase and develop. She also owes to them the poise of her
political spirit and of her traditions of government, which are based directly on the principle of family life. In a
word, we have not, through the course of our history, given our favour to the formulation of seductive theories
but, from generation to generation, following the example and according to the precepts of our ancestors, we have
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applied ourselves to fathoming the laws which govern human nature, and to conforming ourselves with
earnestness to them, ceaselessly studying the fruits of our experience and observation.
In order that a young man may learn to develop the qualities of his intelligence, of his judgment and of his
heart, and thereby to school himself for social, civic and political life, it is, then, in the first place necessary that
he shall honour his parents. For that he must obey them and love them; he must not dispute what they say, but
must strive to understand them and to enter into their thought. If it should be really necessary he must learn how
to enlighten them and how to ensure the greatest good for them. In the society of his brothers and sisters the child
is initiated into the behaviour which must be his in the society of men. He must not be selfish, he must love his
brothers, he must not rate himself in his own mind above them, he must not envy them, he must not draw
attention to their faults or their shortcomings but must tactfully make good the deficiencies of others. It is
according to this practical system, strengthened by experience, that a young Chinese must strive, within his
family, to learn how to govern himself and to prepare himself for the government of a family, for the government
of a city, of a province, or even of the State, for whichever Heaven may have given him the necessary capacity,
and for whichever he may be able to receive the vocation from Heaven.
This family training is essentially balanced. It avoids the excesses of prejudice and precipitancy; it prefers the
study of reality and the observation of nature, and in particular of the nature of man, to intellectual trifling; it is
founded on the authority of the head of the family, and it goes back right to the principle of all authority, which is
God, the Creator, that Providence which humbles the proud and raises up the meek; it seeks the acquisition of
wisdom, and, as a first step in that direction, it prescribes above all the fulfilment of the duties of one’s condition;
one has to do, here and now, what one ought to do, and, in doing it, one has to clarify one’s sight, so as to practise
seeing farther and farther ahead; one has to avoid every unworthy ambition and to concentrate on being useful to
others. One has not to be vainglorious in the high positions which one may be able to attain, but to keep on the
road to the acquisition of wisdom.
“The man who discovers wisdom in the morning may die ill the evening.”
What regard for moral distinction and for intellectual stature! What awareness of the dignity of the human
soul, and, may one say, of its immortality!
These ideas are the very essence of Chillese civilisation and family life. One finds them, in varying degrees, in
all those ancient families which are so numerous in our country, as much in the towns as in the countryside. Those
families form closed societies, where the stranger seldom gains access. Alas, if one judges a country without
knowing its best families, one is completely unaware of its character.
Children are told of the example of the three great Emperors, Yao, Choen and Yu, the contemporaries of
Abraham, Isaac and Jacob. The classical Chinese books tell in particular that
“Choen was indeed a sovereign.”
“He had abandoned the Empire without more regrets than if he was discarding an old pair of shoes.
“He was great in dignity! He was master of the Empire, and he always remained indifferent to his own
greatness!”
There is the spirit, the atmosphere and the context, in which our most ancient national traditions conceive of
training for public life. There are the standards according to which a young Chinese can and must learn to serve
the community and the State, and the standard according to which an old Chinese who loves the young judges
them, with an interior burning desire to find among them this constant moving, this daily striving towards wisdom
—that search for wisdom which suggests many points of resemblance between the school of Confucius and that
of St. Benedict. It is further said of both that, still eminently youthful, they overcome their age by their maturity.
… And that is why, be it said in passing, the Benedictine spirit practised in China—because it is a matter of
practice and not of words—could not fail to draw countless sons into the Church, and to fill the monasteries with
legions of monks …
However ill I may have observed these precepts, the poor attempt at following them that I have made has
guided me constantly in life. I have put into practice to the best of my ability the testament of my father, which is
expressed in a single word:
T’ien—trust in Heaven.
*
We are, then, in January 1893. I was then twenty-one and a half years old, and I arrived at our Legation in St.
Petersburg, there to fulfil the functions of an interpreter.
I was to spend fourteen years there, from 1893 to 1906, under the successive direction of three chiefs: M. Shu
King-Shen, from 1893 to 1897, M. Yan You, from 1897 to 1903, and M. Hoo Wei-Tai, from 1903 to 1906. During
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this same period the Russian Department for Foreign Affairs was in the charge of four Ministers: M. Ghiers, who
was a sick man and who died shortly after my arrival in St. Petersburg; and then, successively, Prince Lobanov,
Count Mouraviev, and Count Lamsdorf, with whom my duties as an interpreter, and very often as charge
d’affaires, brought me into regular and frequent personal contact. I had through them a chance of initiating myself
into the duties of a Foreign Minister, which were in the future to fall to me.
I was able to begin this initiation, and my whole diplomatic education, under the direction of the eminent
master whom Providence had prescribed for me, in the person of my first chief, M. Shu King-Shen. That
statesman, upright and clear-sighted, honoured me with his confidence and his devotion, almost every day
spending long hours in preparing me for the task which he envisaged for me. Without him I would never have
become a diplomatist, and, ultimately, I would not have become either a monk or a priest.
M. Shu King-Shen had caused me to come from Peking. When he learned of my intention to confine myself to
a few years abroad, he addressed a remonstration to me:
“You deceive me. How, being entered in a school founded for the Department for Foreign Affairs, can you
think of utilising for a private career the education which you have there received? Why do you act thus?”
“I want to console my father’s old age.”
“Then write to your father. If he is able to dispense with you, and to entrust you to the training which I intend
to give you, I am going to try to make a diplomatist of you.”
At once I understood the severity of the duties which the public service imposes. I offered myself to accept
them. With his lofty unselfishness my father approved my decision.
Alas, I was about to live abroad for eleven unbroken years, and was not again to see that well-beloved father to
whom I am profoundly devoted for all that I owe to him and for the moral grandeur with which he gave so
elevated a love to his son.
*
Periods of decadence have a singular attraction for those who live in them. To embark upon their reform it is
necessary to some extent to be ignorant of their manners. In China, I had known neither the world of officialdom
nor society. M. Shu gave me as a first rule that of not attaching myself to the declining regime; neither to enter
into it nor to condemn it, but to confine myself to doing my duty and, while studying the most distinguished
servants of the European countries, to make a programme of life and action for myself.
And for that, to learn to hold my tongue, whatever might be the humiliations and the insults inevitably inflicted
on me by, on the one hand, Chinese dignitaries despising everyone who did not flatter them, and, on the other,
European officials and European society calling the whole Chinese State “the sick man” and considering every
Chinese an inferior being.
The problem is worth the trouble of considering it a little more closely. I had attended a function at the Winter
Palace in St. Petersburg. The Emperor and the Empress had received 3,000 guests, and had themselves opened the
ball. At this same time the rules of the Imperial Chinese Court required that officials of the first rank received by
the Emperor should present themselves prostrate on the ground before him, and, further, in the field of
international relations, when the Emperor of China received the credentials of a foreign envoy the audience took
place in the Hall of the Vassals. Contemplating this contrast, M. Shu said to me:
“Watch, keep silent, and, when the hour comes, reform.”
It was in this atmosphere of silence, of revolution and of action, that all my public life was spent. I never
lingered over abuses which I had not the power to stop, nor over their consequences, even catastrophic, which
were to lead to the fall of the dynasty, and were to lead China to within a hair’s breadth of her ruin. Who would
have been able to stem so violent a murky current? God Himself refuses to save man when man refuses salvation.
And M. Shu continued:
“When these men fall, take care that you are ready, not to cast stones at them, but immediately to replace them,
so as to begin in China a modern work of construction, according to a plan both ancient and new, for the
realisation of which you will not have wasted an instant in preparing yourself.”
To carry out such a programme it is necessary to learn to love everybody and to act alone. That is not a life of
solitude; it is a life of isolation.
My master prescribed that I should Europeanise myself for love of China. How would I have been able to
follow these instructions if my countrymen had succeeded in keeping me in ignorance of foreign countries, or if
foreign countries had led me to disparage my own country? In every period of transition the two opposing
currents are very violent. To escape from them one must be prepared to be judged unfavourably by both. So one
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must learn to be alone. The Christian life, for its part, does not escape this rule. Our Lord Jesus Christ is so often
all alone on His Cross.
M. Shu desired for China a complete rejuvenation, and he desired that in every sphere the country should
emerge from the condition of stagnation in which the best ancestral traditions, deformed and become sterile, were
leading to a result diametrically opposed to the spirit which had given them birth and which had enabled them in
the past to give us our finest epochs of richness and splendour. He wanted a modernisation which should cause the
spirit of Yao, of Choen and of Yu, to live again in the world of today. He studied Europe, seeking to grasp the
principle of its best institutions, the source of its progress, seeking to discover, in order to win them and to give
them to China, the moral forces which assured the balance of European society, and to distinguish them sharply
from the forces, from the passions and infatuations, which compromised that balance.
Christianity, the Church, and in particular the Catholic Church, imposed themselves on the respectful attention
of M. Shu. He had been struck by the existence of a world-wide spiritual government, of which the history went
back right to the Founder of the Christian religion. So as to study this fact more closely, in the course of a journey
which took him to Europe, he had stopped in Rome and had there spent the Christmas holidays. I remember very
clearly the first conversation in which he spoke to me of it, giving to the expression of his thought, as he often
liked to do, the form of a fable. He had got me to call at his home, and he began thus:
“One day the Minister of Commerce in England noticed the arrival and the entry into the country of a new
commodity, previously unknown in Europe—tea; ten chests of tea, coming from China. The following year the
number of these cases increased tenfold. Two years later it rose to a thousand.
“Surprised by the unexpected growth of this import, he called a tree-planter and bade him set out for China and
there study the cultivation of tea, instructing him to choose some of its finest seeds and then to betake himself to
Ceylon, in order there to introduce this crop, so that England might no longer need to purchase her tea in China.”
M. Shu went on:
“The strength of Europe is not to be found in her armaments; it is not to be found in her science; it is to be
found in her religion. In the course of your diplomatic career you will have occasion to study the Christian
religion. It comprehends various branches and societies. Take the most ancient branch of that religion, that which
goes back most nearly to its origins. Enter into it. Study its doctrine, practise its commandments, observe its
government, closely follow all its works. And later on, when you have ended your career, perhaps you will have
the opportunity to go still farther. In this most ancient branch, choose the most ancient society. If you can do so,
enter into it also. Make yourself its follower, .and study the interior life which must be the secret of it. When you
have understood and won the secret of that life, when you have grasped the heart and the strength of the religion
of Christ, bring them and give them to China.”
I hear him still. He continued:
“You are from Shanghai. Have you seen the foundation at Zikawei?”
I had to confess that I did not know it. The foundation at Zikawei, as you will hardly be unaware, was a gift of
the Minister of State Paul Siu,\fn{ In the local pronounciation of Shanghai, the family name of Hsü, or Siu, is pronounced “Zi”,
whence the name “Zikawei” } converted to the Catholic Faith by the Jesuit Father Matteo Ricci, in that seventeenth
century which might have marked the beginning of the evangelisation and the modernisation of China. You know
also, alas, how the long quarrel over the rites, by its spate of inept and sterile passions and arguments, destroyed
the magnificent work undertaken with such vision by the missionaries of those days, the intellectual and moral
work which would have endowed the Catholic apostolate with a strength and with a vitality from which one
would have been able to expect the complete regeneration of our society and our country.”
M. Shu said to me:
“Study, then, what was done three centuries ago at Zikawei. And see what has come of it.”
In those few words he set before me the whole problem of the relations between China and Christianity, the
whole of that missionary question which had to wait for the pontificates of Benedict XV, of Pius XI and of His
Holiness Pius XII before its solution could be begun.
If M. Shu were alive today he would be profoundly happy; he would see China, victorious over herself, treated
by the Powers on a footing of equality; in his clarity of vision he would rejoice to see the Church, freed of her
former shackles, coming into contact with our country in a new fashion, on the solid foundation of a direct
understanding with the Chinese State, in an atmosphere of mutual respect and sympathy, of understanding, of
independence, and of co-operation.
*
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I ought to tell you something of my professional activity as a young diplomatist at St. Petersburg. I
accompanied the Minister on all his calls, and I had to translate successively, with speed and precision, from
Chinese into French and from French into Chinese, all his conversations with the Russian Minister for Foreign
Affairs, and with his colleagues of the Diplomatic Corps. I was the only member of our Legation to fulfil this
function, and whenever the Minister was absent I saw myself invested with the functions of charge d’affaires,
virtually holding in my own hands the relations between the Chinese Government arid the Russian Government.
This was a difficult school, very valuable to anyone in a position to understand its importance and to draw forth
its lessons.
I should need many pages to sketch the history of those fourteen years of diplomatic life. It was set in the
saddest and most humiliating period of the general history of my country. One of the decisive steps, which led to
our fall, was taken in St. Petersburg.
*
I had been six months in the Russian capital when my chief took me for the first time to the house of the
Minister for Foreign Affairs. Presented to Prince Lobanov as an interpreter, I seemed so young that he could not
prevent himself from remarking,
“You bring me, then, a little boy …”
I was not put out of countenance, either at this time or later. So three years afterwards, at the time of the visit of
the Viceroy of Tientsin, the famous Li Houng-tsang, leader of our delegation to the coronation of Nicholas II, the
Prince, with whom I had already been in the relation of a charge d’affaires, took it into his head to praise me to
the Viceroy. These words from the mouth of a Minister for Foreign Affairs, whose political designs I had been
resisting, were, at this beginning of my career, a windfall which might be called providential. Li Houng-tsang
replied in the same terms, saying that if the Chinese Government had appointed me it was because it knew me so
well.
It was during this visit to St. Petersburg that Li Houng-tsang concluded with Russia a secret defensive treaty,
which attracted the attention of every Chancellery, and of which I only learnt the text when I read it at the
Ministry for Foreign Affairs in Peking, on the day when I became the head of that Department. In return for this
alliance China had authorised Russia to build the Trans-Manchurian Railway, known as the Chinese Railway of
the East, and had granted the Russians full rights in it for eighty years. In the end the treaty brought us no military
assistance, giving great benefits to Russia without any corresponding benefits to us.
*
The term of office of Count Mouraviev was a melancholy one for China. The Minister advocated a policy of
violence. Our defeat in the war with Japan in 1894 had revealed the extent of our feebleness to the whole world,
and Count Mouraviev intended not to delay in profiting from it and compelling us to lease Port Arthur and Dalny
to Russia for twenty-five years.
That was the last drop that made the cup overflow. Germany demanded Kiao-Chow, England claimed Wei-HaiWei, France took Kwang-Chow-Wan. And then the Boxer Rising broke out in China. Its suppression by the
combined Powers inaugurated the hardest period of our humiliations. The Peking Protocol of 1900 will remain
one of the most cruel, wicked and blind acts of the whole of the world’s diplomatic history. In the exactions which
it imposed upon us, which were spread over a period of forty years, it perhaps exceeded in injustice any other
treaty to which an independent people has ever had to surrender itself.
At the time when Russia was indicating these demands to us, M. Shu had left St. Petersburg for Berlin. The
Government recalled him to St. Petersburg, with the title of special envoy, charging him to carry out the
negotiations in collaboration with his successor, M. Yan You. I was the interpreter at all the conferences between
Count Mouraviev and our two Ministers. Finally, it was necessary to yield.
Count Mouraviev, in his Chinese policy, went against the opinion of the Emperor, who, under the influence of
Prince Oucktomsky, inclined to more moderation. When the storm had broken in China, the Emperor made lively
representations to Count Mouraviev. Next day Mouraviev, by whom up to that moment I had been received every
morning, was found dead in his room at the Department for Foreign Affairs. This whole affair proved to be a
catastrophe both from the public and from the private points of view.
*
Count Lamsdorf succeeded Count Mouraviev. During the Boxer Rising, Manchuria had been occupied by
Russian troops. M. Yan You entered into negotiations for the liberation and the return of that part of our national
soil. The negotiations broke down, and again, God knows with what dramatic consequences …
*
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M. Yan You died in office. His successor, M. Hoo Wei-tai, was a former school and college friend of mine.
While he was in charge of our Legation, suddenly, on February 8 th, 1904, Japan, without a declaration of war,
attacked the Russian fleet outside Port Arthur. I happened to be actually in Peking, spending six months’ leave in
China after eleven years of uninterrupted residence abroad. Providence ordained that in returning to St. Petersburg
I should take the ship which was returning the Russian diplomatic personnel to Europe. The Russo-Japanese War
was about to deprive Russia of Port Arthur and Dalny, which she had wrested from us seven years before, and, in
addition, to despoil Russia of the chief fruits of her activity in the Far East.
*
What can a young man think whose life begins in the midst of so redoubtable a series of international conflicts,
invariably settled by threats and violence, and in which is carried on an impassioned struggle of national and
personal prides, which the least exacerbation pushes to despair and to vengeance, and all for the perpetual
humiliation of the weak, to whom is never spared either insolence or insults?
What could I do, then, if not strengthen myself interiorly in meditating upon the great thoughts which Chinese
philosophy offers for the instruction of those young men who dare to enter mto life as it is?
My principal thoughts were centred around a saying of Mencius, our great philosopher of the fourth century
before Christ, to which my master Shu had not ceased to call my attention:
When Heaven wishes to impose a great mission upon a man, it deems it proper at first to fill his heart with
bitterness, to subject his nerves and his bones to weariness, to deliver his whole body to the torments of hunger, to
reduce him and to exhaust him, frustrating and overthrowing all his undertakings. In this manner it gives strength to his
heart, endows his will with endurance; it increases him in stature and gives him the power to carry out that of which he
would have been incapable.

To the young Christians who will read these lines I permit myself to say: if it should be given to you at times to
know a certain temptation of discouragement, raise up your hearts on high, and, reflecting on what these nonChristian philosophers wrote twenty-four centuries ago, see then whether you have not very much more reason
than they to regard life with that victorious serenity which, let it be said between ourselves, has only one
foundation: in faith and in humility.
But for all that, God never abandons those who trust in Him. While the tragic events were taking place which
gave me so much reason for apprehension, both professionally, as a diplomatist, and as a patriot, the Lord waited
for the occasion to relieve my isolation by giving me, in the midst of so much conflict and so much misery, a
providential and powerfu! support, whose warm encouragement was more precious to me than I can convey by
words. He was to give me at the same time, and of this I will speak to you later, a lesson in heroism before which
a true heart has no longer the power of holding itself back.
*
It was during my residence in St. Petersburg that I met Mademoiselle Berthe Bovy, granddaughter and
daughter of Belgian officers—her grandfather was a general, her father a major—and a relation of the Belgian
Minister at St. Petersburg. I loved the distinction of her thought and of her spiritual life, her sound judgment, her
disinterestedness, her courage and her loyalty. We were joined in marriage on February 12 th, 1899, in the Catholic
parish church of St. Catherine, in the presence of the parish priest, the Dominican Father Lagrange.
Our spirits and our hearts were made for one another. I found in Madame Lou a veritable life’s companion,
exceedingly dear, a collaborator who instantly seized upon the heart of a matter and, without ever being distracted
by secondary considerations, carried out her duty with simplicity. You know how, being a Protestant, I promised
to bring up in the Catholic religion the children whom God might give us. In the following years, I did not
understand why Providence deprived us of the joy of having children. I had to wait a very long time before seeing
that that sacrifice was the necessary condition of the religious and priestly vocation for which, from that time
onwards, God was preparing me.
My chiefs were opposed to my marriage to a foreigner. We took no notice of their dissatisfaction, and my wife
had the courage and the unselfishness to accept that incomprehension which for eight years excluded her from all
the receptions to which I was invited. That trial came to an end of its own accord on the day when I became
Minister at The Hague. But then, surrounded with honours, she maintained a similar aloofness in all
circumstances, never wishing to take advantage of her husband’s position to give herself airs with anyone, least of
all with the compatriots of her country of origin or her country of adoption. When King Albert died I was
honoured with a very kind letter from Her Royal Highness the Duchess of Vendome, telling me how much her late
brother had appreciated this very rare discretion in my wife, who, during the twenty-seven years of our marriage,
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gave all its beauty to our life together and brought into my heart an overwhelming love and gratitude. Her
equanimity of mind and the delicacy of her sensibility made it truly said,
“Dans le salon de Madame Lou, on ne dit pas de mal du prochain”—“No one speaks ill of his neighbour in Madame
Lou’s drawing-room”.

There was in her a true Christian wisdom, and, as a good Chinese, I add, a true Confucianist wisdom.
*
I have sketched for you the principles of the Confucianist education which M. Shu had sought to give me.
Those principles governed my chief’s relations with our Government, whose attention he never ceased to draw to
the decadence of our institutions and to the designs among foreign Powers to which that decadence led. The
Imperial Chinese Government was offended by his suggestions and by his persistence, and refused to consider
what he said. In order to get rid of his importunity, responsibility was attributed to M. Shu for the diplomatic
defeats which the Imperial Court and Government were irremediably bringing down upon our country. When the
Boxer Rising broke out they sought to make him a scapegoat for the internal disorders and the reprisals from
abroad which his advice, if it had been taken, would have made it possible to avoid. By an Imperial edict M. Shu
was condemned to be beheaded in the market-place at Pekink, and this edict was carried out within twenty-four
hours, on the morning of July 29th, 1900.
That act of iniquity was committed when I was exactly half-way through my fourteen years’ residence at St.
Petersburg, and while M. Yan You was in charge of our Legation. I must add that the decree of decapitation was
followed six months afterwards by a second decree, futile enough, of rehabilitation.
So the problem of my vocation in public life or of my return to private life was set before me in all its
sharpness.
My master, to whom I owe all my training, was the innocent victim of the incompetence of the great, of their
pride and of their jealousy. What would be the good, I said to myself, of serving a governing class so unjust, so
blind, and so cunning? For a whole year I had to wrestle with myself to remain in the public service for which this
master, now beheaded, had sought to prepare me.
M. Yan You could not fail to notice the st.ruggle which was going on within me. So he did me the great service
of pointing out my duty to me:
“You will avenge your master in remaining worthy of him and in carrying out the programme for which he has
sacrificed his life.”
With the help of God, I understood that any hesitation in the face of that duty would be a desertion. Public life
in the service of justice and of the State was definitely the one and only field in which I would consecrate and
concentrate the exercise of my feeble strength for the integral accomplishment of my duty as a man. …
1872

181.79a An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by an otherwise unnamed slave-girl (1872- )} China (F) -1
I was brought here eighteen months ago, and am twenty years old.
I was kidnapped in China and brought over here. The man who kidnapped me sold me for four hundred dollars
to a San Francisco slave-dealer; and he sold me here for seventeen hundred dollars. I have been a brothel slave
ever since.
I saw the money paid down, and am telling the truth. I was deceived by the promise I was going to marry a
rich and good husband, or I should never have come here.
1873

195.9 & 204.16 & 204.104 1. Excerpt from History Of Chinese Political Thought During The Early Tsin
Period 2. A Biography Of T’an Ssu-t’ung 3. Excerpts from Diary Of Travels Through The New World\fn{by
Liang Chi-chao (1873-1929)} Hsin Hui (Xinhui), nr. Canton, Kwangtung (Guangdong) Province, China (M) 19
1
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China provides yet another illustration of the historical development of nations. During the primitive stage the
tribal chieftain functions both as priest and as ruler; in him all religious and political authority resides. Kwan She
Fu, in one of the chapters of Kuo Yü, develops this point.
In ancient times, spiritual and temporal affairs became separate. Those people whose motive in life was pure, who
kept themselves reverent and upright, whose range of knowledge comprehended things above and things below, whose
character was illustrious and righteous, whose insight was illuminating, and whose wisdom transcended the obvious,
these received the grace of the gods. The men were called wizards and the women witches. To them was given the
responsibility of determining the place and order of the worship of the gods, and of naming the cattle, implements,
time, and costume for use at the sacrifices. As their assistants were selected those of the saints who were illustrious,
who could interpret the signs of the mountains and the rivers, who knew the names of the forefathers of the tribes, who
understood the ceremonies and the arrangements of the relative positions in the temples of their ancestors, and who
were reverent before the gods. Attendants were chosen from the children of distinguished families who knew the
products of the season, the things fit for offerings, the location of the altars, the gods of various ranks, the origin of
family names, and who could follow the regulations. Thus were chosen definite persons for tending the ceretnonies of
heaven, earth, the spirits, the people, and the animals. They were known as the “Five Ministers”, of which each had
separate functions to fulfil, free from interference. So the people were enabled to show their faith and loyalty; so the
gods found a means to exhibit their illustrious virtue.

As we read this to-day, who does not despise the witches and wizards as worthless? Yet it was they who
provided the highest authority of primitive times. They were all wise and judicious, commanding at will the
“descendants of the saints” and the “children of distinguished families”. The “Five Ministers” were of a lower
social rank than their immediate attendants. So during their age we find no political theory; the will of the deity
determines everything.
This early conception of deity was polytheistic; the gods were deified men who lived in great numbers among
the rest of mankind. Gradually there came a change, so that when recorded history began the conception of a
supreme being known as God, Heaven, or Shangti (the Emperor on High) was already becoming positive. The
rule of the deity was supplanted by the rule of a God which we name Divine Rule.
With the advance of time the conception of God developed. In ancient times God was thought of as having
purpose and personality, with a direct supervision of all political affairs. Numerous passages in ancient literature
attest this. In Shih Ching we find the following lines:
Great is God.
Beholding this lower world in majesty.
He surveyed the four quarters (of the Kingdom)
Seeking someone to give settlement to the people.
Illustrious was the House of Chow
And the appointment of God came at the proper season.
King Wen ascends and descends
On the left and right of God.
As soon as the fragrance ascends,
God, well pleased, smells the sweet savour.
God surveyed the hills,
Where the oaks and Yih were thinned,
And paths made through the firs and cypresses.
God, who had raised the state, raised a proper ruler for it.
God said to the King Wen
“Be not like those who reject this and cling to that;
Be not like those who are ruled by their likings and desires.”

And in the Shu Ching we read:
The Miao (aborigine) people did not use the power of virtue, but created the five grades of cruel punishments …
slaughtering the innocent. God surveyed the people; there was no fragrance of virtue from them, only the rank odour of
their punishments. The emperor had compassion on the innocent multitudes in danger of being murdered, and exhibited
his majesty against the cruelty of the oppressors. He restrained the Miao, so that they should not continue for future
generations. … He made an enquiry with unbiased mind among the people, and the fatherless and widows laid before
him their complaints against the Miao. God could not hold them guiltless, and sent down calamity on the Miao. They
had no plea to urge in mitigation of the punishment, and they were extinguished.
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Thoughts such as these are abundant in the two books. It is clear that the thoughts of the ancients were very
simple and crude. Their conception of God was similar to that of the Hebrew prophets of the Old Testament. God
has feeling, emotion, purpose, as man had. He constantly supervises and directs political activities of men, so that
there seems to be a visible and direct divine rule.
As men’s reasoning power developed such simple and crude thoughts could not be maintained. The conception
of God, maturing, became abstract. Such sayings as—“Alas! God’s will is incessant;” “The doings of God have
neither sound nor smell;” “Pleasantly He is above, definitely He is below, He is seen everywhere”—indicate that
the conception of a religious God has given place to the idea of a philosophical God which forms the fountain
head of all the political thoughts of later generations.
The abstract conception of God led our forefathers to believe that in the Universe there is a great natural
principle and law which all men must observe. This principle and law is the will of God. One of the Odes says,
When God produces mankind, he gives them life and prescribes them laws. The people possess an inherent liking
for these laws; this constitutes virtue.

Mencius comments,
Because there is existence there must be laws. Since the people have an innate inheritance, they consequently love
virtue.

In other words, all phenomena follow certain laws which mankind has learned to regard as basic. The only
duty of mankind is therefore to follow the laws of God.
The question then arises as to the manner in which these laws of God are made known to us. In Shang Shu is
written the following:
I am told that in ancient times Kun dammed up the inundating waters and thereby deranged the order of the five
elements. God was angered and would not give him the nine divisions of the great laws; therefore the chaos of natural
relationships continued. But when Kun met his punishment in death, Yü rose in his stead. To him God gave the nine
divisions of the great laws whereby the proper order of relationships was restored.

This account reads exactly like the story of Moses receiving the Ten Commandments on Mount Sinai. That
both stories are legendary, unhistorical, is generally accepted. But such legends are of immense importance in
estimating the development of thought, since the conception that the personal God and natural law are one, was
by that time firmly established. The God of religion became nature in philosophy. In one of the chapters of Kuo
Yü, Wang Tzu Ch’in says:
Poyu standardized measurements by taking the signs of the universe and following the one hundred laws of nature.
These were tested among the people and received the approval of all. … This was pleasing to God who blessed him and
rewarded him with the throne of the empire.

This is an exact commentary on the meaning of the “lofty laws “. “Following the hundred laws of nature,” and
“testing among the people” is the way by which “God’s laws” are made evident through men.
The most complete expression of this conception is found in Kao Yao Mu of Shang Shu. It says,
God’s work is committed to men. The rules of his system prescribe the five relationships in society, and the
orderliness of his process determines the five ranks of the state. His differentiated rewards for the virtuous prescribe the
five kinds of official costume, and his penalty for the wicked determines the five degrees of punishments. To carry out
these functions is governmental administration. Strive, and be careful.

The laws, the principles, the system, and the process, which are referred to above, are all the general
expression of the Law of Natue. The laws regulate relationships; the principles determine the method; the system
prescribes the position of the parts; the process indicates the method. The law of nature is therefore worked out in
detail. The general expression of the law of nature is called by both Confucian and Taoist schools “Tao”; the way
and the details are called by the Confucian school “the ethical code”, and by the Legalist school “laws”. But the
general source of these ramifications is God.
The primitive conception was that God was a being having feelings, emotions, and purpose, with a direct
supervision of human affairs. Later the feelings, emotions, and purpose are all embodied in an ethical way of life,
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called the Heavenly Way. This Heavenly Way is the fundamental principle of politics, and must be followed. This
is what is called the abstract doctrine, or the Divine Rule.
Usually we find that the further back in history, the firmer is the grip of superstition. A careful perusal of the
Book of Odes, reading according to the time of composition, indicates very clearly the change in the conception of
Divine Rule. In the Shan and Chow dynasties, humility and reverence to God was extreme. The chapters of Shang
Shu on these periods read exactly like Deuteronomy in the Old Testament.
Towards the end of the Chow dynasty, the poets began to show a sceptical attitude towards God. Sayings such
as—“God is merciless,” “The Almighty God is not perfect in virtue,” “The great God is unjust,”—fill the pages of
this time. The original faith in God was greatly shaken.
In a disturbed society the facts of life insist that happiness is not due to good or disaster to evil. The
development of reason demands an explanation of the facts; when reason fails, doubt begins. Therefore according
to the references in Tso Chuan, the thinkers of Chun Chiu no longer regarded God with awe and reverence.
The unintelligible facts were attributed to demons and to fate; such thought was despised by the men of
learning. For instance Tzu Ch’an said to Pi Tsao:
God’s way is afar; man’s way is near. What we cannot reach, how can we comprehend? How can you understand
God’s way? You talk much, and sometines your guess is right.

This represents the general attitude of the scholars of the time. Then Lao Tze appeared and drew the daring
philosophical conclusion that
God is not benevolent. To him all creation is but insignificant creatures.

This view is not surprising in view of the profuse complaints about God made by the poets. The fact is that a
belief in divine powers is only acceptable in a semi-barbarous society; it is no wonder that it failed to satisfy the
minds of the men in Chun Chiu and Chan Kuo. Even Confucius said, “Get ahead of God; he does not contradict
you,” a saying which represents an attitude widely different from the traditional.
Motze, however, was purely a religious leader, who deliberately reverted to the ancient conception. His
discourse on God’s purpose represents thought current before the Shang and Chow periods, and yet it was not
acceptable to society. Human intelligence, by the end of Chan Kuo, had advanced even more, and Hslin Tze
shouted aloud his message:
It is better to assume control of the things about you than to magnify God in your thoughts: it is better to apply
God’s ru1es than to obey and adore him.

This may be looked upon as a declaration of independence from God, and it represents not the attitude of Hslin
Tze alone, but of all the thinkers of his day. Later Tung Chung Shu continued the thought of Motze and the
Confucian teachings, and wrote on The Harmony of God and Man, which the scholars of the Han dynasty
accepted as fundamental doctrine. This was the second attempt to return to the ancient doctrine. But as it was
mixed up with the wizardry and the magic of the exorcists, it had no standing in the realm of learning.
*
The concept pf theocracy and the idea of family ties together give rise to the term “Son of Heaven.” The phrase
is first found in Shu Ching, and later, in Shih Ching. The phrase is summarized in Shu Ching in the chapter
entitled Hung Fan:
The Son of Heaven is the parent of the people and rules over the empire.

The Emperor as Son of Heaven and as parent of men forms the connecting link “between what is above and
below.” The whole universe is but one large family.
This thought is simple, but embodies a very high political ideal. Therefore the first stage of government is by
witchcraft. The priest is at the same time the transmitter of Heaven’s will and the ruler of men, Gradually evolves
the idea that Heaven may appoint a representative to work in place of a direct rule. This is the first step towards a
separation of politics from religion.
The Son of Heaven is not conceived, however, as belonging to a class distinct from the rest of the people. It is
stated:
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Great Heaven, the supreme ruler, has changed His chief son.

The Son of Heaven, then, is merely the chief of all sons. Heaven is the father of all men, and the emperor is
merely the first among them. For if it is possible for the chief son to be changed, the Son of Heaven cannot be said
to belong to a distinct class. In other words, every man is conceived to be eligible as the Son of Heaven. This
concept of the equality of men is the root idea of the democratic ideal of later generations.
It is also implied that the purpose and will of Heaven is manifested in men.
Heaven sees through what we people see; Heaven hears through what we people hear.

“What the people desire Heaven will surely carry out.” Therefore in theory the people constitute ipso facto the
highest authority. Considered in this light, Heaven (so-called), is the same as the Crown of a constitutional
government, and the Son of Heaven is the prime minister of the cabinet. The Son of Heaven is responsible to
Heaven, but actual authority is exercised over him by the people. In Tso Chuan it is said:
Heaven creates the people, and sets up a ruler to guard them and keep them from going astray. … Heaven’s love for
his people is immeasurable. It is not conceivable that he should set a man above them to debauch them.

How clear and explicit is this definition of the function of an emperor. Conversely, if Heaven’s will is
manifested in the desires of the people, then the emperor should consider his conduct towards the people as the
expression of his sense of responsibility to Heaven. This is the case with the exemplary rulers Yao and Shun. Later
rulers are also constantly reminded of this obligation. But if any ruler falls short of this ideal then the people are at
liberty to revolt and make a change. So is manifested the will of Heaven that “the chief Son be changed”. The
teaching of Confucius and Mencius regarding the legitimate right of the people to revolt is derived from this
thought.
But a revolution is not the normal policy. What is the way to manifest the will of the people in a normal course
of development? It is Public Opinion. This is the only way. For the ancients obstinately insist on freedom of
speech. In Kuo Y u it is said:
To try to stop the peoples’ mouths is more serious than to stem a current. … When the considered thought of the
people has found expression through the mouth, the only way is to put the thought into practice. One should never
muzzle it.

To what extent and in what way these ideals were actually carried out it is difficult to ascertain. Many
references are found which imply that the form of government in ancient times resembled the democracy of
Athens. The whole population was often called together into an assembly in which three kinds of questions might
be discussed: namely, a national crisis, the change of the national capital, and the enthronement of a ruler.
This may have been the practice when the population was small, but we cannot tell what was the practice after
the Chan Kuo period when the population had greatly increased. One is inclined to conclude that although our
ancestors knew that the will of the people ought to be respected, they did not make a serious study of the method
by which the ideal might be realized. Therefore unless a ruler had so violated the will of the people as to arouse a
revolt, there was no way by which the ruler might be checked in the normal course of his reign.
This is a fundamental weakness of China’s political thought.
*
If the theory .that nations began as tribal groups is universally true then the influence of tribal groups in the
Chinese nation is very powerful and evident. The conceptions of family and nation are so deeply involved that
ethics forms the basis of Chinese politics. In Shu Ching it is recorded:
Develop and improve your (the emperor’s) virtues so as to endear the relationship of nine generations of the family.
When their children live in mutual love, the tribal groups will enjoy peace and harmony.

We have no way of knowing how the tribal groups were kept at peace before the Chow dynasty; but later,
members of the same tribe were not permitted to marry one another. So all the tribes were allied by bloodrelationships. Both from the political and the sociological point of view this has been of tremendous practical
value. It has made for unity and peace; it has enriched the racial vitality.
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Within the same tribe the blood relationship is much more elaborate, and is made the basis of a complex
system. For instance the emperor rules entirely through his family relationships. Such a family group underlies the
whole fabric of society. Each smaller group is gathered up into a larger group, so that all trace their relationship to
the prime ancestor. The empire and society are thus only a congregation of a few family tribes all interrelated.
Therefore it is said in Tso Chuan
The way of men is to love one’s relatives. Because of love for relatives, the ancestors are honored; honor for
ancestors brings respect for the distant relatives; respect for distant relatives brings a sense of kinship.

This family concept constitutes the fundamental basis of political organization. When this conception is further
strengthened by religious ideals, its effect is the more vigorous.
All creation originates with Heaven; all mankind originates with one common ancestor.

The logical result of such concepts is the recognition that all mankind is but one large family. This conception
of the state is naturally out of date today, but it forms the basis of Chinese political thought. Its effect upon the
politics of today can easily be discerned.
*
There is a general but incorrect supposition that feudalism began with the Tang Yü period. But the kingdoms
which were in existence before the Chow dynasty were merely the extension of tribal governments. True
feudalism, with a graded society culminating in an Emperor, began with Chow Kung. He created a number of
small states, of which eighty per cent were under the rule of members of the Imperial family. He both recognized
the existing states and also added to their number. These newly created states acted as intermediary between the
central authority and the old states, and also exercised supervision oyer them. The states were classified in four
general categories: (1) Tien, the metropolitan areas; (2) Hou, the dukedoms; (3) Wei, the old states; (4) Huang, the
frontier states. The central administration maintained its authority by a system of courtly visits, while the feudal
states kept in touch with one another by various conferences and conventions.
There were two main effects of the feudal system. A civilizing influence was disseminated, and alien elements
were assimilated.
During the feudal period the central government was the pattern and example of all the states in the empire.
Within these miniature states the ruiers exercised complete autonomy; the limited area facilitated an effective rule,
while a watchful competition required a careful administration. In outward form the feudal states were little
different from the tribal states, but there was a fundamental difference. The tribal states were a group of
incoherent units living an impoverished life each by itself; the feudal states were ramifications of a systematic
whole which was permeated with a purposeful civilizing force. The former, like old trees, were half decayed; the
latter were like young twigs newly transplanted.
So during the following few hundred years civilization progressed rapidly, enriched and stimulated by many
new influences. The amazing outburst of wisdom and intellectual power during the Chun Chiu and Chan Kuo
periods is one of the results of this feudalism.
Among the feudal states many were not much above the stage of barbarism; civilized people were only found
in the Yellow River basin. The rulers of Chow undertook the tremendous task of colonization by dispersing
civilized groups among the aboriginal semi-barbarous tribes. There was great opposition to this by the aborigines.
It took several hundred years of persevering struggle to civilize the region between the Tai Hsing mountains on
the north and the Yangtze River on the south. This cultural expansion is one of the greatest and most difficult
undertakings recorded in the history of China. Even now it is an unfinished task. But its first effective advance
was due to feudalism.
From the beginning of recorded history the Chinese have used the term “barbarian” to describe alien tribes,
although the line of demarcation between civilized and barbarian has never been defined. As civilization enlarged
its boundaries, numerous barbarian tribes became civilized. For instance in the year 704 B.C. they referred to
themselves as a civilized race. In the course of that one hundred and sixty-five years there was a widening of the
bounds of civilization.
This happened because the brotherhood of man and the equality of races was an early accepted principle of the
Chinese people. An alien tribe was looked upon as a brother not yet of age. The shortcomings of a younger
brother should be overlooked. When he comes of age, he is accorded the courtesies due to an equal.
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*
All Chinese political thinking has as its objective “all Under Heaven,” that is, the whole of mankind. This
concept obviously did not include the whole of mankind, but its tendency to reach out toward the bounds of what
was known, instead of being content with a merely sectional development, is indicative of the spirit of
internationalism. It is a significant fact that in spite of the atmosphere of jealousy and of the conflicts of policies
in which they lived, the Chinese not only had the concept of world peace, but also engaged their thoughts and
energies to arouse a consciousness of it.
The Confucian school considered national government only as a means or as a first step towards world peace.
The final objective was a state in which both national and racial lines should be obliterated. Their highest ideal
was that the civilization of one country should be so enlarged as to include within it all mankind on a footing of
equality. Whenever we find in the Confucian Classics a mention of “the way of virtue”, “the way of power”, they
invariably become discourses on internationalism as against a narrow nationalism. Internationalism is a natural
and logical ideal with the Taoists who go back to nature as their fundamental belief, as with the Motze school who
believe in impartial love and equality. The belief in a Heavenly purpose makes this ideal even more concrete and
practical. If Heaven regards the people of all nations alike, loving and caring for them all to the same extent, then
whoever enjoys the care and protection of Heaven should follow Heaven’s will in loving and caring for others.
Therefore nationalism can have little meaning for them.
The Legalist school was a little different. They correspond to those who today\fn{ Liang’s book was published in
1930} advocate a policy of “blood and iron.” Nevertheless their objective was also a world order. To use a simile,
the three schools are like those who stand for a world confederacy, while the Legalists are like those who stand for
the conquest of the world.
It was not uncommon for a man to receive an appointment as an officer in a foreign government. Not only the
minor scholars, but even Confucius or Motze did not consider it wrong to visit different kings, making no
distinction between one’s own country and others. This might now be condemned as treason, but our early
teachers thought nothing of it. They considered themselves citizens of the world, owing obligations not to anyone
country but to the whole world.
Europe, half the size of China, is divided into a number of smaller states constantly at war with one another
during the last two thousand years. On the banks of the Rhine stand the two irreconcilable enemies, Germany and
France. In the small Balkan peninsula there are four or five small kingdoms among which hardly a year passes
without warfare. In China, however, a United Empire has been the normal condition since the Tsin dynasty.
Occasional conflicts have been known, of course, but contrasted with the affairs in Europe during the same
period, these have been very few.
It is understood that Europe is inhabited by different racial groups, but the ethnological conditions in China are
not very different. What then accounts for the unificatiort in China? The physical environment has had its share,
but the most potent factor has been the psychological influence which the teachings of these ancient philosophers
has exerted.
It has been observed before that one’s consciousness of others should be enlarged rather than restricted. If our
ancestors had encouraged the people of Tsin to love their country only, and the people of Yueh to love their
country only, then the attitude of the people today would not be better than that of the Germans and French. But
the Chinese made it a point to nourish this consciousness, so differences have been merged into a united whole.
As Europeans encouraged a discriminatory attitude towards other nations, the differences between them have
become accentuated. The psychological effect is unnoticeable, but how real and powerful a factor it can become!
*
European government is based on cities; Chinese government is based on villages; herein lies a fundamental
difference between them. It is therefore impossible for either to imitate the other. The Taoists think in terms of
isolated independent villages. The followers of Motze think in terms of self-governing villages, each with its
leader. The Legalist school works out a very elaborate system of rural government, by which the whole country is
divided into interrelated country districts, each looking after its own affairs. This organization is described in the
Book of Kwantze:
The country is divided into five sections called hsiang over which is a “teacher”. Each section is divided into five
districts called chow over which is a “leader”. Each district is again divided into ten sub-districts called li over which is
an “officer”. This is still further divided into ten communities called yu over which is an “elder”. In these communities
the people are grouped in tens and fives, all of which have a head.
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So also Confucius considers country life as of paramount importance. The Analects record most vividly his life
in the country. Whether it be at the community drinking, or at the archery contest, it is in the country that the first
step in ethical training is made. Mencius develops this idea further, and conceives of mutually helpful rural
communities. Still later the Han scholars worked out a very elaborate system of rural administration which is
described in Tso Chuan.
When there is famine even the personal influence of Yao and Shun cannot prevent banditry in the country. When
there is the distinction of poverty and wealth even the law of Kao Yao cannot prevent the strong from exploiting the
weak. Therefore the saintly rulers devised the Ching system of farms and make allotments to the people. Each family of
five is given one hundred mu of farm. In each Ching there are eight families surrounding a common farm. Such an
arrangement makes possible five things; namely, full utilization of the land, occupation for all the families, unification
of customs, combination of labor and circulation of commodities. The farms are classified into three grades, and the
ownership of farms rotate once in three years so that no one enjoys the monopoly of fertile farms nor does one always
bear the loss of arid farms.
The community in a farm is called lu and the community in a city is called li. One li has eighty families with eight of
them on each street. In the centre of the community is a school. An old and virtuous man is elected elder and a strong
and talented man is made administrator, both of whom are given twice the farm which the other people have and both
rank as officials. After the harvest is reaped the people all go back to their homes. Led by the administrator the men and
women will all make hemp strings till midnight each day so that one month’s work is equivalent to that of forty-five
days. This continues from the tenth moon through the first moon of the next year. The men of sixty and the women of
fifty who have no children are fed and clothed by the government. Beginning the tenth moon the elder starts teaching in
the school. The children of eight years old are taught the Hsiao Hsüeh; those aged fifteen are taught the Great
Learning, the best of whom are sent to higher institutions.

This sytem has never bee put into practice, so it is impossible to know to what extent the suggestions are
practical. The important thing to bear in mind is that cooperation and sympathy is its basis. This passage
summarizes in a few lines the ideal of a Confucian society.
*
Peopole’s rights were unknown in the old days in China. The Legalist school emphasizes rights but not the
people; the Confucian school emphasizes the people but not rights; the followers of Motze and Lao Tze have no
interest in these questions. So on the question of democracy all four schools are equally silent. Yet we need to
study what they think and teach about the people as a factor iri government.
The motto of the Taoist is, “Not to give to the people intelligence, but to keep them ignorant.” They take the
view that the administration of the country is made difficult by giving wisdom to the people. It is clear that they
would not allow the people to participate in government. And as they do not see any necessity for a government,
so there is really nothing for the people to participate in. This of course means total abandon, which, carried to its
logical conclusion would mean that the people should have the right to do anything they like.
The followers of Motze take the view that those below should follow the example of those above. Such is a
bureaucratic government, denying all individual rights to the people. Yet equality forms their fundamental belief;
and the wise shall rule over the ignorant. This may mean that wherever the wise are found they should be entitled
to rule over the people.
The Legalist school naturally does not allow the people to have any rights:
The people may be given a share in what is already accomplished, but they cannot be consulted in the initiation of
things [for] the mind of the people is as unpractical as the mind of a baby is weak.

The orthodox view is that the part of the people is to obey the law. But those who are influenced by other than
their own teachings take a different view. Yinwentze says:
What seems right to one man, but wrong to the rest of the world, is not necessarily right; what seems wrong to one
man, but right to the rest of the world, is not necessarily wrong. Therefore it is clear that the correct estimate of right
and wrong is the verdict of the many, not that of any one person. The one who contradicts the many is wrong; the one
who follows the many is right.

This explains in a most vivid way what is conceived of as the will of the people, or public opinion. But the
people’s will is not necessarily always rational. Yet at any time among a group of people when an idea becomes
popular, its effect is powerful and irresistible. The right or wrong of a question is dependent upon the judgment of
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the masses at the time, for in politics there can be no absolute standard of what is good or bad. A skilful politician
will capitalize his popularity to attain his end, and a responsible statesman will not hesitate to lose his popularity
in taking a stand on a clear issue. Yinwentze says in another connection:
Whatever is good or admirable but not permissible to all people, is not of the highest type. Only those things which
are permissible to all are really good and really admirable. What one admires in the rule of a saintly emperor is not his
individual rule, but the fact that he is able to share his rule with the people. … What is virtuous in an individual’s
conduct may riot be applicable as a general standard; what is possible with one person may not be a universal
possibility. … Therefore the saintly rulers set up the laws in order to have uniformity. The wise and the ignorant, the
able and the stupid, all will be on an equal basis.

This is in accord with the modern conception that the common standard must be what is possible for the
masses. It is true that this drags down the standard, for what is possible for the masses is bound to be lower than
what is possible for an individual. But in order to realize the ideal of sharing the government with all, that is
unavoidable. Later, as, the Legalist school became more and more influenced by Confucian thinking, they were
found to say:
If one discerns the mind of the people individually, it is foolish; if one discerns their mind collectively, it is saintly.

This is tantamount to recognizing that the will of the masses is far more important than that of an individual.
They even go so far as to emphasize the importance of giving attention to the gossips on the streets. In these
respects they have clearly adopted the teachings of the Confucian school.
We shall now finally consider the Confucian school who very explicitly teach that the foundation of all
politics is the will of the people. The Great Learning says:
What the people like, you should like; what the people dislike, you should dislike. Then you are truly the parent of
the people.

Other quotations of the same kind can be multiplied. But on the question of the participation of the people: in
the government, Confucius has nothing definite to say except in one instance. This is a statement in the Analects
which is open to various interpretations. It may be read as saying:
It is possible to let the people follow, but it is not possible to let them understand.

Another reading is:
It is possible to let the people act (in a certain way) but there is no way of letting them understand the reason.

Along with this is Mencius’ statement that there are many people who habitually do a thing all their life
without understanding, or even taking the trouble to find out the reason for it.
Habit formation is a fundamental method of education with the Confucian school. Is it correct to say that the
Confucian school has no respect for the will of the people merely because of these two isolated statements? On
the other hand are there any definite proofs to establish the fact that the Confucian school advocate democracy?
There are no such proofs. Democracy envisages a people who take the initiative in exercising political control.
The Confucian thinking envisages a passive people submitting to an imposed administration. It is true that they
stress most positively the importance of respecting the will of the people, but they do not say that it must be
blindly followed. Due regard should be given to public opinion, but such consideration should be given only after
careful study and investigation.
We infer from this that at best the people will have an indirect influence only in the government.
Then does the Confucian school divide the people into two classes, the ruling and the ruled?
Yes and no. The ruling classes are the “princely men”. This is not a class in the ordinary sense of the word. The
distinction is based on personal character rather than on material standards. A man is princely in the sense of the
development of his character; a man is inferior in the sense of lacking in moral attainment.
In modern times it is customary only for people of age to participate in politics. The Confucian conception is
similar to this, except that the criterion is a moral rather than a physiological one. As it is dangerous to give
political power to a minor in age, so it is dangerous to give it to a minor in moral development. Such a
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classification, however, is never fixed; so the ideal of Confucian philosophy is that the moral influence will so
prevail that every man may become a “princely man”. When this is accomplished, the ideal democracy will be
realized.
2
T’an Ssu-T’ung, styled Fu-sheng and also called Chuang-fei, was a native of Liuyang County in Hunan. In his
youth, he was unconfined in spirit and set his mind on great things. He was well versed in all branches of
learning, an able essay writer, given to acts of chivalry, and skilled in swordsmanship. His father, T’an Chi-hsun,
was the Governor of Hupei.
T’an lost his mother when he was young and was maltreated by his father’s concubine. Having undergone
every kind of hardship that a motherless child is likely to suffer, he conducted himself with the greatest of caution
and was constantly on guard against all possible hazards. As a result, he developed rapidly in character and
intelligence with the passage of time.
When he came of age, he joined the army in Sinkiang, serving as an officer under Governor Liu Chin-t’ang.
Liu was so impressed with his talents that he decided to recommend him to the court. Filial obligations, however,
soon forced Liu to resign his governorship, and he did not get to carry out this intention.
For the next ten years, T’an travelled in the provinces of Chihli, Sinkiang, Kansu, Shensi, Honan, Hunan,
Hupei, Kiangsu, Anhwei, Chekiang and Taiwan, visiting sights, studying local custbms and mores, and scouting
about for talents. But in the end, due to the cautious nature of his father, he was not allowed to travel too far afield
and was unable to realize fully his ambition to explore the length and breadth of the country.
After the Sino-Japanese War of the year Chia-wu,\fn{ 1894} he became more and more determined to promote
new learning. As a start, he established a study society at Liuyang, gathering friends with kindred interest to
promote the endeavour. This was in fact the inception of new learning in the entire Hunan province. At that time,
K’ang Yu-wei (1858-1927) had just established the Society for the Study of National Strengthening in Peking and
Shanghai. Patriotic men from all over the country came together to pledge their support.
T’an then went down the Yangtze River from Hunan to Shanghai, visited the capital in Peking and was about
to go to see K’ang, who, however, had just left for Kwangtung. T’an therefore did not succeed in meeting him. As
I was at that time in the capital serving as a secretary for the society, I met T’an for the first time. When I told him
of the basic tenets of K’ang’s teaching and the latter’s systematic ideas about statecraft, he was moved to great joy
and proclaimed himself K’ang’s disciple.
From then on, his knowledge advanced by leaps and bounds. At that time, the Treaty\fn{ Of Shimonoseki} had
just been agreed upon between China and Japan. The nation smarted under its ignominious defeat, and public
morale was beginning to be aroused. Tan, for his part, was highly indignant over the agreement, and raised a loud
outcry against it. Patriots everywhere, upon seeing his impressive mien and hearing his opinions, realized that he
was a man quite out of the ordinary.
In deference to his father’s wishes, he entered officialdom as a Prefect Candidate, and waited a year in
Nanking for posting. During this time, he immured himself in study and self-cultivation, delving into the
profundities of the teachings of Confucius and the Buddha, and ranging wide over the thinking of the
philosophers. He wrote a book entitled Jen-hsueh (An Exposition of Benevolence) in which he elaborated on the
principles propounded by K’ang Yu-wei. He often went to Shanghai to discuss scholarly matters and current
affairs with friends who shared his interests, but never consorted with the common run of government
functionaries. He often said,
“My year of official life was no different from a year spent as a recluse in a mountain.”
*
At this time, Ch’en Pao-chen (1813-1900) was the Governor of Hunan, and, with the assistance of his son,
San-li, he took as his own mission the opening up of Hunan to new ideas. In August 1897, Huang Tsun-hsien
(1849-1905) was appointed Acting Judicial Commissioner for Hunan. In October Hsu Jen-chu (1863-1900) came
and took up the post of the Commissioner of Education.
Certain members of the Hunanese gentry were aroused and determined to work for the advancement of their
native place. Patriots gradually assembled in Hunan. Ch’en Pao-chen and his son, and the former Commissioner
of Education Chiang Piao (1860-1899) therefore planned to assemble many outstanding men in Hunan and work
towards making it the leading reform force among the provinces of China. A number of people, including myself,
were invited to teach in the Academy of Current Affairs, while others were asked to come back and train troops.
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Urged by Ch’en Pao-chen, T’an immediately resigned his position as a Prefect Candidate and returned to
Hunan. After settling his family in his native village in Liuyang, he stayed behind in Ch’angsha to devote himself,
with other patriots, to the work of reform. Things introduced in Hunan—such as inland river steamers, private
mining enterprise, the Hunan-Kwangtung Railway, the Academy of Current Affairs, the Military School, the
Defence Bureau, and the Reform Society of South China—were all proposed by him.
The most successful among them was the Reform Society of South China. The Society was founded with the
purpose of uniting like-minded people of the southern provinces, providing a forum for the discussion of
patriotism, and finding out ways to save the country. We undertook to launch all these programs in Hunan
province because here we already had the makings of both a study society and a provincial assembly. Toward the
goal of an assembly, all provincial matters were first publicly resolved and then carried out; while the idea of a
study society was embodied in weekly lectures before a large audience on international relations and political
theories.
At this time, T’an was in fact the head of studies and was responsible for the lectures. Those who came to the
meetings to hear him numbered a thousand or more. None of them failed to be moved by his passionate analysis
of world affairs. That the conservative atmosphere of the entire Hunan province was swept aside was due in no
small measure to T'an’s efforts.
*
In the fourth month of this year,\fn{ June, 1898} with the promulgation of the Reform Decree, T’an was
summoned for an audience with the Emperor\fn{ Kuang-hsü} upon the recommendation of Hsu Chih-ching, a
fellow of the Han-lin Academy.\fn{The group responsible for drafting Imperial Decrees:H} At that time, however, he was
seriously ill and was unable to make the journey. It was not until the Seventh Month that T’an, still not fully
recovered, went to have an audience during which his views were found to be congenial with those of the
Emperor. He was appointed a fourth-rank secretary in the Grand Council, and joined Yang Jui, Lin Hsu and Liu
Kuang-ti as “Participants in the Reform”. At that time, they were known as the “Four Secretaries of the Grand
Council”. “Participants in the Reform”, like “Participants in State Affairs” in the T’ang and Sung dynasties,
actually had the power of a prime minister.
Intimidated by the Empress Dowager, the Emperor did not dare to place great responsibilities on Mr. K’ang as
he had originally intended. For the past several months, when there was any need for consultation, the Emperor
would make it known through the Tsungli Yamen; and when Mr. K’ang had recommendations, he could only
write them down on the memorials presented to the Emperor. Only after the “Four Secretaries” joined the Grand
Council was the exchange of ideas between the Emperor and Mr. K’ang facilitated. As a result, the Emperor
became very determined to carry out far-reaching reforms.
But this incurred even greater enmity from the Empress Dowager and her evil ministers, which led to a coup
d’état in less than ten days’ time.
When T’an first arrived at the capital, he dismissed it as incredible when told about the Emperor’s lack of
power in the face of obstructions from the Empress Dowager. On the 27 th of the Seventh Month,\fn{September 13}
the Emperor intended to reopen the Mou-ch’in Hall and appoint official advisors, and he asked T’an to prepare a
draft decree. Prior to that, the Emperor commanded eunuchs to deliver to T’an the imperial instructions of the
previous Ch’ing emperors, together with his message to the effect that precedents in the reigns of K’ang-hsi,
Ch’ien-lung, and Hsien-feng for opening the Mou-ch’in Hall were to be found and cited in the draft. This would
then be personally presented by the Emperor to the Empress Dowager at the Summer Palace the following day for
her approval.
When T’an retired from court, he told his friends that he now knew that the Emperor was truly powerless. On
the 29th\fn{September 15} the Emperor summoned Yang Jui and gave him a secret edict in which it was said,
“My position is insecure, ask K’ang Yu-wei, the “Four Secretaries” and other patriots to find quickly some
means to save the situation.”
T’an and Mr. K’ang held the edict in their hands and wept bitter tears. But the Emperor had not a scrap of
power, and there was nothing on which to base any plans.
*
Among all the generals at that time, Yuan shih-k’ai was the one who had served in Korea for a long time, who
knew about China and foreign relations and who was also a champion of reform. T’an secretly sent a memorial to
the Emperor, urging in emotional and pressing terms the winning of Yuan’s support by granting him special
favours, hoping that by so doing Yuan might render help in case of emergency. On the First of the Eighth Month
the Emperor summoned Yuan for an audience and specially granted him the position of a vice-minister. The next
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day, Yuan was again summoned. On the evening of the Third, T’an went straight to the Fa-hua Temple, where
Yuan lodged, and asked him bluntly,
“What is your opinion of the Emperor?” Yuan replied,
“He is, in my opinion, an unequalled sage-ruler.” T’an then asked him,
“Have you learnt anything about the plot in connection with Tientsin military review?” Yuan answered,
“Yes, I have heard something about it.” T’an then showed him the secret edict straightway and said,
“Now you are the only person who can save our sage-ruler. If you intend to do so, go ahead.” T’an then
stroked his own neck and said,
“If you don’t, please go to the Summer Palace and inform on me and have me killed. By doing this, you will
gain wealth and honour.” Yuan, with an upright expression and raising his voice, said,
“What kind of a person do you take me to be? The sage-ruler is the lord we all serve, and both you and I have
received his special recognition. The task of saving him is not yours alone. If you have any suggestions, I would
like to hear it.” T’an then said,
“Jung Lu’s plot rests entirely on the military review in Tientsin. Your troops and those of Tung Fu-hsiang and
Nieh Shih-ching are all controlled by Jung who intends to use this force to execute his plot. Tung and Nieh are
negligible, you are the only strong man in the Empire today. If the rebellion is to take place, your one army can
defeat the other two, and you will be able to protect the sage-ruler, restore his authority, purge the court of evil
men and put the palace in order. It is within your power to bring all this about and accomplish a great deed for
posterity.” Yuan then said,
“If the Emperor will hasten into my camp during the review and give the order to kill the cunning rebel Jung
Lu, I will certainly follow you gentlemen and do my utmost to help.” T’an then asked him,
“Jung Lu has always treated you well. How are you going to deal with him?” Yuan smiled and did not say
anything. A certain secretary in Yuan's entourage said,
“The villain Jung Lu does not treat our commander with all sincerity. Once someone suggested an expansion
of our commander’s forces, Jung Lu was heard to have said that the Chinese should not be given too much
military power. What he has been doing all along is just playing tricks to appease the Chinese. The year before
last, for instance, there was the matter of the impeachment of our commander by Hu Ching-kuei. Hu was Jung
Lu’s man. Jung made use of the chance to bestow a favour upon our commander by personally taking on the
investigation of the case and acquitting him of all charges. Shortly afterwards, Hu was appointed to the post of the
magistrate of the Ninghsia Prefecture in Kansu, and was soon promoted to the position of tao-t’ai. This shows
how treacherous and clever Jung Lu is in his machinations. How can our commander be unaware of it?” After
hearing this, T’an asked Yuan,
“Jung Lu, with the talents of Ts’ao Ts’ao and Wang Mang, is a genius in his own right. I am afraid he will not
be easy to deal with.” Yuan eyed T’an indignantly and said,
“If the Emperor will come to my camp and give the order, I shall kill Jung Lu like a dog.”
They then discussed in detail ways and means of saving the Emperor. In the end, Yuan said,
“All munitions at camp are now in the hands of the rebel Jung Lu, while the patrol officers are mostly his
former subordinates. There is no time to lose in this matter! As our plans have been settled, I have to go back
immediately to my headquarters, select replacements and try to store up the necessary munitions.”
After repeated exhortations, T’an left at the third night-watch of the same day.
*
On the Fifth,\fn{Spetember 20) Yuan was again summoned to audience with the Emperor, and it is believed
that he, too, was given a secret edict. The next day, the coup d’état took place. At that time I was just paying a
visit to T’an at his house, we sat opposite to each other on a couch and were about to draw up our plans to save
the Emperor. In the midst of this, reports of the seizure of K’ang Yu-wei’s residence reached us out of the blue,
and shortly after we learned of the edict declaring Empress Dowager’s resumption of reign. T’an calmly said to
me,
“I wished to save the Emperor and had no way of doing so; now I wish to save K’ang Yu-wei and again have
no way of doing so. There is nothing for me to do except to await death. Nevertheless, in this world there are
things we have to attempt even though we know there is no hope of success. You try to go to see Mr. Ito Hirohumi
at the Japanese Embassy.”
T’an stayed in for the whole day waiting to be arrested, but no one came. The next day he came to the Japanese
Embassy to see me, urging me to take refuge in Japan and entrusting me with some of his written works, which
included several manuscript volumes of poems and essays, and a trunkful of family letters. He said,
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“Unless there are some who will flee, there will be no one to work for the future; unless there are some who
will stay to die, there is no way to repay the sage-ruler. Now, as K’ang’s life is hung in the balance, you and I
therefore will have to share the tasks as did Ch’eng Ying and Kung-sun, Ch’u-chiu, Gesso Tsukiteru and Saigo
Takamori.”
We then gave each other a hug and parted. For the next three days, T'an again planned with patriotic
swordsmen to rescue the Emperor, but in vain. And on the Tenth, he was arrested.
The day before his arrest several Japanese friends urged him to take refuge in Japan, but he would not consent
to it. When they repeatedly urged him, T’an said,
“In all nations, no reform has ever been achieved without bloodshed. Today in China no one is yet known to
have shed blood for the cause of reform and that is why this nation does not prosper. Let it begin with me!”
He did not leave, and then disaster struck. When T’an was in jail, he wrote a poem on the wall of the cell
which runs:
Seeking a night’s lodging from door to door reminds me of Chang Chien;
Comparing myself to Tu Ken, I bear the pain of impending death for yet a while.
With the sword across my throat, I look up to heaven and laugh;
Going or staying, courageous both the K’un-lun friends.

This poem expressed his regard for K’ang Yu-wei. T’an was beheaded at the Ts’ai-shih-k’ou on the Thirteenth
of the Eighth Month,\fn{September 28, 1898} aged thirty-three. On the day of his martyrdom, spectators
amounted to ten thousand.
T’an was dauntless, and there was not the least change in his demeanour. The Grand Councillor Kang was
supervisor of the execution. T’an shouted to him to come near, saying:
“I would like to have a word with you!” Kang turned away and would not listen.
Thereupon, T’an met his death with serene composure. Alas, how heroic!
*
T’an was gifted far above the average. He delved into every aspect of learning and took daily renewal as his
guiding principle; he was therefore unconfined and was always prepared to give up his own views in favour of
those of others.
As a result, he was constantly making progress in his knowledge. Whenever we would meet after a lapse of ten
days, his ideas and scholarship would have advanced. In his youth, he did work in textual research and
commentaries of the classics, bronze and stone tablet inscriptions, poetry, and ancient linguistics, and was also
interested in the military strategies of ancient China.
After the age of thirty, he relinquished all these and concentrated on the study of Western astronomy,
mathematics, science, politics, and history, attaining insight into each of the subjects. He also made searching
studies in religion; when we first met, he was a great admirer of the teaching of universal love by Jesus Christ,
and displayed no knowledge of the teachings of the Buddha and Confucius. But he was immediately won over
upon hearing Mr. K’ang's new interpretations of the Book of Changes and the Spring and Autumn Annals, his
thorough mastery of the principles of the Great Unity and the Great Peace, and of the subtleties in the ruling of
Heaven by the Ultimate Source of the first hexagram ch’ien. And when he learned of the ubiquity of thusness
from the Garland Sutra, it began to dawn on him that the worlds are infinite, and the Buddha’s manifestations are
infinite, that there are neither others nor the self, neither going nor staying, neither defilement nor nondefilement,
and that apart from saving others, nothing else makes sense.
He was even more captivated when he learned of the doctrine of the waves of consciousness of the Wei-shih
School, which made him realize that as the natural capacities of the sentient beings are widely different, the
methods of preaching Buddhism should also vary accordingly; that there are all sorts of distinctions; and that
thusness is unobstructive.
As a result, he was thoroughly enlightened and was able to unite All into One and derive One from All. Free
from any shackles and hindrances, he became more and more courageous in assuming responsibility for action.
During the year he served as a Prefect Candidate in Nanking, he devoted all his time to the study of the writings
of Confucius and the Buddha. There was a Buddhist layman in Nanking by the name of Yang Wen-hui who was
widely versed in Buddhist texts and history. He regarded popularizing Buddhist literature as his task. T’an spent
much time with him and was thus able to delve into all Buddhist books, acquiring a better understanding with the
passage of time.
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The gist of his thinking is revealed in his book An Exposition of Benevolence, and expounded here and there in
the letters he wrote to friends in which scholarly matters are discussed. Besides An Exposition of Benevolence, his
other works include two volumes of Essays from the Liao-tien-i-ko Studio, two volumes of Poems from the Mangts'ang-ts'ang Studio, one volume of A Supplement to\fn{My Elder Brother’s} Collected Works of the Yuan-i Studio,
one volume of Reading Notes, one volume of A Proposal to Promote the Study of Mathematics, one volume of the
already published A Letter from the Sze-wei-i-yun Studio, ten chapters of On the Administration of Affairs from
the Chuang-fei Chamber, four volumes of Essays from the Ch’iu-yu nien-hua Studio, an essay on “Redundancies
in the Book of Swordplay,” and one volume of A Collection of Seal Imprints.
All these and a copy of An Exposition of Benevolence were entrusted in my care. There were also dozens of
political essays which appeared in the Hunan Daily and other dozens of letters discussing scholarly matters and
world affairs with his teachers and friends. I worked with T’an’s close friend X X X and others in the compilation
of the Posthumous Works 0f T’an Ssu-t’ung in several volumes. As for An Exposition of Benevolence, I chose its
more comprehensible parts for publication in the journal Ch’ing-i pao (China Discussion) so as to make it known
to the world.
T’an did not take to any particular vices in his life. He held himself with dignity and always wore an air of
austerity. He left no children and his wife Li Jun (daughter of Li Shou-jung of Ch’angsha) was one of the
founding directors of the Chinese Women Study Society.
*
To conclude, we can say that T’an’s life and deeds were so open and so illustriously heroic that they are
universally known and need no comment. I shall, therefore, confine my discussion to his scholarship.
Ever since the T’ang and Sung dynasties, those petty rote-learning scholars, following a narrowly restrictive
point of view, have been slandering the Buddha and his teachings. They are certainly not worth mentioning. On
the other hand, Buddhism in China is in its period of decline, and for several hundred years, Buddhists indulge in
Hinayana teachings and believe in erroneous notions. The wisdom of great boddhisattvas is rarely heard of. They
believe that Buddhism is concerned only with freedom from defilement and with inactivity.
Little do they realize that, on the contrary, the Mahayana Buddhism demands the cultivation of both
compassion and wisdom, and this fits in perfectly with Confucius’ teaching which combines benevolence with
wisdom. Only with wisdom can one realize that this world is simply the same as the other world: apart from this,
there is no pureland. Also, others and the self are the same and there is no such thing as the sentient beings. Since
there is no pureland lying beyond this world, and no self other than sentient beings, therefore the only path to
follow is to sacrifice ourselves for the salvation of the sentient beings. The Buddha said,
“If I do not enter Hell, who will?” Confucius said,
“If I am not one of these people, who am I? In a world where order prevails, I will not change places with
them.”
Thus to be wise is to be benevolent. If there is a will to save the sentient beings, then there is surely a way to
do so. That is why Confucius worked on the Spring and Autumn Annals to formulate his system of Great Unity
and Small Peace, and all his efforts were for the sake of the world and the sentient beings.
Apart from this great undertaking there is nothing else worth doing.
This indeed is the way of the boddhisattva as described in the Garland Sutra, namely, the vow not to attain
Buddhahood until everyone has attained it. In the context of the Three Ages as expounded in the Spring and
Autumn Annals, whether it is to save the sentient beings of the past, or of the present, or of the future, the methods
seem different but are in fact the same. Similarly, whether it is to save the sentient beings of this land, or of the
other land, the methods seem different but are in fact the same. And whether it is to save the sentient beings of the
entire world, or of one country, or of one single person, the methods seem different but are in fact the same.
This is the mere-consciousness doctrine as taught in the Wei-shih School. Since the natural capacities of
individual beings are not the same, the methods of teaching them would have to be different; nevertheless, what is
taught remains the same. Since there is no pureland and no self, there would not be any clinging, any hindrance,
or any fear. For once the pureland and the self are no longer coveted, what gains and losses, praise and blame,
admiration and derision, joy and sorrow are there that can affect the mind?
Thus Confucius spoke of the absence of anxiety, perplexity and fear, and the Buddha talked of great
fearlessness, because benevolence, wisdom and courage are all the same. Thoroughly grasping this principle, one
can feel completely free and at ease wherever one is: one can go beyond the realm of life and death, one is
capable of benevolence and of saving all sentient beings.
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3
New York’s Central Park runs from 71st Street to 123rd Street\fn{A note reads:Central Park actually runs from
59 Street to 110th Street} and its area is equivalent to that of Shanghai’s International Settlement. Every holiday,
the Park is crowded with people and carriages. Located right in the middle of the city, if the Park were re-zoned as
commercial property, the proceeds would amount to three or four times the annual income of the Chinese
government. Looking at this through Chinese eyes, it would undoubtably be said that this is money thrown away
on useless land, and that it was a shame. …
There is no place in the world as prosperous as New York City; and probably nowhere in the world as dark as
New York either. Let me briefly discuss this “darkness” of New York. Those keen to exclude Asians most often
criticize the Chinese for being unclean. But, from what I’ve seen in New York, Chinese people are not the dirtiest.
During the summer, the streets where the Italians and the Jews live are clogged with old ladies, young women,
and small boys and girls who all take a stool outdoors and slouch around. Their clothes are tattered and they are
wretched in appearance. In this area there are no trams and few carriages, but tourists frequently come to view the
scene.
From the outside, the buildings in which the people live look like lofty multi-storeyed towers. However, each
building houses dozens of tenant families and the majority of homes are ill-lit and poorly ventilated. Gas lamps
burn day and night and when one enters their homes a stench assails one’s nostrils. Probably, in all of New York,
there are two or three hundred thousand people living like this.
According to the statistics for 1888, on New York’s Hester Street and Mulberry Street (an area predominantly
inhabited by Italians, though some Germans, Chinese and Jewish people also live there) the annual mortality rate
was approximately thirty-five per thousand. Of children who died under the age of five, there were approximately
139 deaths for every 1,000. We can compare this to the average for the whole of New York City, which shows the
mortality rate to have been only approximately twenty-six for every 1,000 people.
From these figures, one can gather how hard the life is for the poor. Such mortality rates are the result of a lack
of light and fresh air in their homes.
*
Among the foreign immigrants in America, the ones with the most power are the Jews. I hear that in the
banking industry about three or four out of every ten businesses are Jewish. Of the banking staff, Jewish people
make up about five or six out of every ten. On Broadway, New York’s largest thoroughfare, there are thousands of
large retail stores. Six to seven out of every ten of these stores are Jewish-owned, whereas only one store among
the lot is Chinese-owned. As for political power in New York City, the Jews control everything; no one can
contend with them. The same is largely true of other big cities as well.
How have the Jewish people managed to do this? It is due to the strength of their solidarity, unmatched by any
other ethnic group. It is said that this ethnic group has an association with extremely secretive structure and rules,
kept completely undisclosed to outsiders. Whenever a Jewish person immigrates to the United States, the
association loans him capital according to his abilities, to help him establish a business. If he makes a profit, he is
charged a certain amount as repayment. If his business fails, he is given another loan. If he fails again, he gets a
loan for the third time. Only when he is still unable to become independent after the third loan does the lending
stop. This is how they support and guide one another and this is why the world’s commerce is increasingly
coming under their control. Thus, among the more than 200,000 Jews in New York City, there are very few menial
labourers but innumerable owners of small businesses.
My first visit to New York\fn{He arrived in New York on April 13, 1903} coincided with the Pogram against the Jews
in Russia. All of the New York newspapers spared no effort in making daily denouncements and descriptions of
the atrocities against the Jews. The fact is, the total number of people killed or wounded in this incident did not
exceed 400. When we consider the Boxer Rebellion, in which the Russians killed 7,000 Chinese people on the
banks of the Heilongjiang in a single day, the difference in scale is quite great; yet how many newspapers in the
world were willing to make a strong protest against that injustice on our behalf?
Why is this the case? It is because New York belongs to the Jews. If something affects New York, then it
affects the United States; if it affects the United States, then it affects the whole world. In this manner, the Russian
massacre of Jews aroused the indignation of the whole world. From this, we can see that a Chinese person’s life is
of much less value than that of a Jewish person.
New York City donated over $10,000,000 for the Jewish cause, while the total donations from the whole of
America amounted to over $20,000,000. The Chinese immigrants in New York also contributed. I hear that the
th
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Jewish association in America has proposed to bring all of their brethren now staying in Russia out to the New
World.
Jewish people take to the pursuit of profit as ducks take to water, and regard money as if it was life itself. They
are deceitful and greedy, as everyone well knows. Thus the word “Jew” is a common term in Western nations for
someone avaricious and crafty. I have discussed how Jewish people act ethically toward their own people, but are
without scruples in dealing with people not of their own ethnicity. However, all those who are ethical love their
own kind and bring benefit to their own group; this hardly applies just to the Jews.
The uncleanliness of Jews is similar to that of the Chinese. In New York, Chinatown borders on the Jewish
sector, and they are equal in squalor.
*
I believe that in order to see how the Chinese people’s character ranks in the world, there is no better place
than San Francisco. Why is this? In China proper there are no foreigners with whom to compare ourselves, and
thus we cannot see our strengths and weaknesses. This is why it is better to examine the issue overseas rather than
in China.
The places overseas where Chinese go fall into two main categories: one, where there are few white people
and many Chinese, the whites have special laws for dealing with us. This is the case throughout Southeast Asia.
Two, where there are many white people and few Chinese, both have the same standing under the law. This is the
case throughout America and Australia. The situation in the first category is almost no different from that in
China, and therefore it is not worth pursuing, so I shall examine the second category only.
Of this second category, there is nowhere where the Chinese are greater in number than in San Francisco, and
thus I would like to use San Francisco as a representative case for this issue. In my opinion, the strengths of the
Chinese are as follows:
A strong love of their native place. (This is the source of patriotism.)
An unwillingness to assimilate. (This is a manifestation of the ideas of national essence, sovereignty and selfrespect, all of which provide the vitality for nation building.)
A strong sense of chivalry and righteousness.
A willingness to take risks and an ability to bear hardship.
Diligence, frugality, trustworthiness. (These three are important requirements when competing for a
livelihood.) Their weaknesses are as follows:
A lack of political power. (They are recognized as an ethnic group, but not as citizens.)\fn{ The Burlingame Treaty
of 1868 guaranteed the right of Chinese immigration, but not the right of naturalization. Liang elsewhere takes up this distinction to argue
that Chinese have only clan consciousness and not civic consciousness }

A surfeit of conservatism.
A lack of grand aspirations. …
*
The laundry business is actually the most important occupation among the Chinese in America. In the eastern
states, nine out of ten Chinese are in this line of work. The lowest wage is eight or nine American dollars per week
(about seventy Chinese dollars per month); the highest is twenty dollars per week (about 160 to 170 Chinese
dollars). Although it is such a lowly profession, people flock to it in droves because the wages are so high.
Only the cities along the Pacific coast have fisheries. They are located mainly in San Francisco, Seattle and
Portland. There are also a few in the South, in New Orleans. This is the toughest job of all. There is only half a
year’s work each year, and the rest of the time, the workers just sit idle and use up their savings. Nor are their
wages particularly high. The propnetors in these concerns are all Westerners.
Among the Chinese, one acts as a foreman who then hires workers on the owner’s behalf. During idle periods,
the workers often get half their pay in advance. After they return from their fishing trip, they get paid the other
half, and so they often barely eke out a living. As for the places they go to fish, sometimes they are close to the
shore, and sometimes they are far away. It is said that the farthest they go is Alaska. (It takes about eleven days on
a steamship, but the fishermen mostly have sailboats which often take over a month.) The fisheries in the South,
on the other hand, are all Chinese-owned.
There is kitchen work all over the country. There is slightly more on the east coast, either as cooks in the
private homes of Westerners or in hotels. The wages are a third better than laundry work, and this really is the best
kind of employment.
Agricultural work is available only in California. It is very rare in the rest of the country. This occupation is not
as lucrative as laundry work, but it offers a good deal of independence. The majority of those in the business rent
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land to farm. The Chinese own their businesses. They rent land and hire from a few to a few dozen workers. They
produce mostly fruit and vegetables.
Twenty years ago, California had the most thriving mining industry, but it now no longer exists. At present
only a couple of these businesses are left in towns such as Rockspring in the northern Midwest and Chester in the
south. The pay is rather mean. I have never been to these places.
Before mining, railway-building was the main occupation for Chinese workers. All the large railroads in the
west coast were completed by Chinese hands. Now, this work too no longer exists.
The three occupations of shoe-making, cigar manufacturing and broom-making exist only in San Francisco
and nowhere else. These professions flourished here in the past. The owners of these businesses were Chinese,
and quite a few Chinese merchants prospered by them. After a while, the labour unions became exceedingly
jealous of them and promoted all sorts of laws to interfere with them. For example, cigars cannot be sold without
a government stamp, but the government will not stamp cigars rolled by the Chinese. These kinds of things are
fundamental perversions of international private law. It is one thing to ban all Chinese workers, but, since Chinese
workers have already received government permission to reside in America, it is unjustifiable to set up special
laws to deprive them of their freedom to work.
There is no other way to refer to this except “might is right”. If our government had any consideration for its
citizens and had spoken up for them on the side of justice, the Americans would not have been able to make life
so difficult for them. Unfortunately, there has been no one to stand up for them, and now these businesses are in
decline daily, and will soon disappear altogether.
Interpreters are employed in small court houses, customs offices or lawyers’ offices. Their wages are naturally
better than ordinary workers. However, most of them are not upright people. They wield considerable power in
the various cities, but are hated by their own people.
The Chinese general stores are the most powerful establishments in each city. The relationship between the
owners and the individual workers is almost similar to that between noblemen and commoners. Everything that
concerns community organizations is decided by these owners. However, they are completely incapable of
competing with foreigners for economic supremacy, and can only leach off the hard-earned money of the Chinese
workers for their own nourishment. In addition, nine out of ten of those in this line of business also operate
gambling houses. In economic terms, they are those who profit from other’s labour.
The main items they trade with foreigners are restricted to such things as firecrackers, rush mats and candy.
Occasionally, they also trade in silk, but never in tea. For export, they do a little trade in two kinds of goods,
American ginseng and flour. However, only about one in twenty has business with foreigners. In contrast,
Japanese general stores make their profit from non-Japanese. They deal mainly in Japanese ceramics, lacquer and
silk, and occasionally they also trade miscellaneous Chinese goods. Their profits can’t be very high, but they are
everywhere.
There are two kinds of tailoring businesses. One kind makes Western suits and overcoats. The other specializes
in making Western women’s undergarments, collars, and handkerchiefs out of silk. These businesses are mostly
found in such west coast cities as Portland, Seattle and San Francisco. There are very few of them in other areas.
It seems that the profits from this business too are not bad.
There are two kinds of restaurants. The first are the Chinese-style restaurants. They are most numerous in the
eastern states, and there are none west of Chicago. This business only came into existence after Li Hongzhang’s
visit and is known as “Li Hongzhang chop suey”. It is unusually lucrative, and other businesses cannot compare
with it. At present, in New York City, there are some 300 or more of these restaurants. Cities such as Boston and
Philadelphia each have dozens of them, and there is one in Chicago. Those that have 100,000 (Chinese) dollars
invested are all decorated in the Chinese style, and are always bustling with business.
The second kind are the Western-style restaurants, or ordinary restaurants. Chinese can offer cheaper services
than Westerners, and so in a couple of cities, they monopolize the business. Most of the Chinese in this line of
work are in states such as Montana and Idaho, with Oregon coming second in this. They are not often found in
other places.
Being a doctor is another method of seeking wealth and power. There are some Westerners who like going to
Chinese doctors, so those who engage in this business often become wealthy. In Guangdong province “Wanglaoji
herbal tea” costs two copper coins a dose, but when sold to Westerners here, it costs from five to ten dollars!
Other things can be calculated according to the same scale. However, eight or nine out of ten of those in this
occupation have no knowledge of medicine, while those who do are frequently not able to get into the business.
Missionaries are in every city. This kind of work is also a means of subsistence.
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Recently the number of students has gradually increased; these will be discussed in a later chapter.
There are more Chinese women and children on the west coast than in the east. However, the Chinese in
America are mostly there to earn some money and then return home, unlike those in South-east Asia and Hawaii,
so there are very few with family members here. About one in twenty marries a Western woman.
There is a large group of unemployed people, which is really very odd. Around a tenth of these people without
jobs are too old to work, and yet have no means of returning home. The rest, about nine tenths of this group, are
the strong but idle. (The old and stranded must also have once been strong and idle.)
What do people like this do for a living? Gambling, mostly. Almost none of the Chinese in America regard
gambling as shameful. Even honorable gentlemen often indulge in it. It is very odd indeed. Chinese workers on
average can earn 1,000 dollars a year, but the amount taken back to China is not even one tenth of that sum. This
is all a consequence of gambling.
Granted, gambling is also one way of earning money overseas. Most of the gamblers in the various trading
centres such as Vancouver and Seattle, for example, are Japanese: they contribute over 100,000 dollars a year to
our countrymen in each centre. San Francisco’s “Western lottery tickets” amounted to US$3,000,000 at their peak.
(Westerners who buy lottery tickets do it through different gambling houses; they do not mix with the Chinese.
These establishments are in every city.) Now it still stands at $500,000. It is no wonder others treat us with
contempt if this is the sort of civilization we transmit to other nations.
*
There are about a dozen students from our country studying at the University of California at Berkeley, most of
whom were formerly students at the Beiyang Naval Academy. Every Sunday they take the ferry to come and talk,
and we get on very well, so it is a happy occasion.
The Chinese students in America are, for the most part, hard-working and down-to-earth. They apply
themselves to their studies without putting on airs, and their mutual encouragement in patriotic ideals spurs them
on academically. The former students of the Beiyang Naval Academy have all graduated already and received
their degrees, and they have stayed on at the university to conduct research. The rest are more recently enrolled,
but in seven or eight years they will all graduate from university.
A Guide to Studying in the United States goes into some detail about studying abroad, so I shall not repeat it
here. However, in my opinion, there are still several points that need to be made.
First, those who are not sufficiently qualified to enter university should not just rush headlong overseas.
Secondly, female students should not rush headlong overseas.
Thirdly, one should choose practical subjects, such as engineering, mining, agronomy, mechanics, etc. and not
set one’s sights on philosophy, literature, or politics.
Finally one should not be seduced by the empty glory of a degree, but rather pursue real knowledge. I proffer
this, my humble opinion, to the students studying abroad.
*
When Westerners walk, they invariably walk upright and they hold their heads high, whereas we Chinese
“hunch over, stoop, or bow our heads”.\fn{ The phrase is from Zuo zhuan. Ministers of the Zhou Dynasty were divided into nine
ranks, each of which had prescribed forms of behavior when approaching the emperor, the lowest rank approaching with the most humble
posture possible} In comparison we are truly shamed by a sense of inferiority.

When Westerners walk, they walk briskly. One look and it is obvious that the city is full of people gainfully
employed and bustling with endless activity. Chinese people, on the other hand, walk in an elegant and leisurely
manner, with the ostentation of great officials; this is truly repugnant. It is not just because of short physique and
yellow complexion that one can identify a person approaching from a distance as being Chinese.
When a number of Westerners walk together it is like wild geese in formation. When a number of Chinese
walk together, it is like a disorderly flock of ducks.
When westerners speak, if they are speaking with one person, they speak so that one person can hear them. If
they are speaking with two people, they speak so that two people can hear them. If they are addressing ten people,
they speak so that ten people can hear them. If they are addressing hundreds or thousands, they speak so that
hundreds or thousands can hear them. The volume of their voice is always adjusted appropriately.
However, when a group of Chinese get together in a room to sit and talk, their voices are at times like thunder.
If several thousand gather together in a hall for a lecture, the speaker’s voice is often like a mosquito.
When Westerners gather to talk, Y will not speak until X has finished.
When Chinese people are in a hall, they create a terrible din. Some teachers from the capital and respectable
gentlemen even specialize in talking over others. This is really the height of disorder. As Confucius says:
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“If one does not study the Book of Songs, one will have no way to speak; if one does not study etiquette, one
will have no way. to establish oneself.” My friend, Xu Mian also says:
“Chinese people still haven’t learned how to walk or how to talk.”
This is truly not an exaggeration. Even though it is a small matter, it has great implications.
*
Those who seek office in autocratic states fawn on those above them. Those who seek office in democratic
states, fawn on those below them. In autocratic states, one has to flatter only one person; in democratic states, one
has to flatter the multitudes. Though both are alike in their fawning and flattery, the results cannot but be
somewhat different. However, neither system should be seen as perfect.
Great Britain also has political parties, and these parties also compete. However, the defects of their system are
not as serious as those of the United States. Why is this?
I have ventured the opinion that the battles between Great Britain’s political parties only involve generals, staff
officers and lieutenants, whereas the battles between the political parties of the United States also involve
innumerable foot soldiers. Who are these foot soldiers?
None other than what I refer to above as mediocre and common persons of lower-middle standing. People of
this sort, whether in their careers or their studies, are unable to establish themselves, and consequently can only
make their career in politics. They expend themselves on the affairs of their party because that is the source of
their clothing and sustenance, and so they are, in actuality, the parasites of the political world.
Some critics consider this to be a defect of democraticpolitics. However, in my opinion, this defect actually
stems from the geography and customs of America. (Consult my “Why Do First-class People Not Enter Politics”
in the chapter on Washington.) If the US changed to a different kind of polity, the corruption would most probably
be the same. If a democratic polity were implemented in other countries, the level of corruption would perhaps
not be as serious.
Given all this, why do the American people give their acquiescence to this kind of behaviour? One cannot but
say that it is the error of a superstitious belief in republicanism. When President Andrew Jackson broke with old
precedents and appointed favourites, and then proclaimed that “the continual replacement of officials is a basic
principle of republican politics”, the citizens all believed him, and abuses have gradually reached this extreme.
This is the same as the muddled idea that leads them to favour a mediocrity as president.
The detriment to the country of the constant rotation of officials has been discussed in detail by recent and
current scholars of politics such as Johann Kaspar Bluntschli and Gustav Bornhak. Now if the continual
replacement of a nation’s highest officials is detrimental, is it not even more so when positions involving the dayto-day operations of government are subject to the same routine? Posts become like transient lodgings: the seats
never get warm, and everyone has the attitude that their appointments are only temporary, so business often
stagnates.
Every time the British change government, the positions changed involve only fifty or so officials. (Generally
they are the most important positions in the ministries of the central government. This is also the case in Japan
and other countries.) But in America, it is almost to the point where the whole body of government is changed;
this is truly the greatest shortcoming of republican politics. Abuses have decreased somewhat since the 1883
statute reforming the employment of officials, but they are still impossible to avoid altogether.
*
Westerners have a saying: if you want to determine how civilized a country is, use the status of its women as a
measure. Is this true, or is it not?
All who travel in the United States say that it is the custom there for women to occupy a higher position of
respect than men—and Americans themselves also say this.
As I see it, in reality this is so absolutely not the case that it is beyond argument. However, if one is comparing
the status of American women with that of women in the multitude of other nations, I do believe that they are
treated with the most respect.
Looking at outward appearances, in every hotel, train and other travel facility, there is always a special
compartment for women which is far better appointed than the men’s compartments. When men meet on the
street, they simply nod at each other. It is only when meeting a woman that proper etiquette demands that they
remove their hats. If a woman enters an elevator, all the men in it will take off their hats. If a woman enters a
streetcar when the seats are full, all the men will rise and offer their seats. (In the cities in the east, such as New
York or Boston, etc., this custom is not so widespread.) They are as formal and courteous as if meeting an
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important guest. This is not only the case with women in the upper reaches of society, even ordinary women will
be treated this way. This is truly a sign of the realization of egalitarianism.
Great progress has been made with regard to the real power of women. In high-level specialized professions,
women compete daily with men: female doctors, female lawyers, female newspaper editors, female reporters,
female pastors and female orators are becoming more numerous all the time. In other occupations, such as the
secretaries for government offices and private companies, as well as school teachers, women are the great
majority, far outnumbering men. In terms of women’s legal rights, although there are a few variations from state
to state, the general ideas are much the same. Generally, in terms of personal rights, women have the same status
as men. Regardless of whether a woman is married or unmarried, she has total control over her property. When a
woman’s husband dies, she becomes the executor of his estate for their children. This is indeed where the rights of
American women exceed those of women in other countries. (Note: until 1896, evidently women in the United
States were not allowed to act as financial guardians of their children.)
Since the founding of the nation there have been advocates of women’s suffrage, and after the emancipation of
the slaves, their cause has grown stronger. If the principle of human equality in the Declaration of Independence is
the basis for the elimination of the boundary between the white and black races, then the line between the sexes
should also be eliminated. This is the source of their movement’s ideals. Since then, the majority of the citizens of
the states in the north and the west have been enthusiastic about this issue, and women’s suffrage bills have been
repeatedly brought up in their state legislatures, and proposals have been made to amend the federal constitution.
However, such amendments, up to now, have not been easy to pass. Only the three states of Wyoming, Utah
and Washington have ever had state laws permitting it, and Utah and Washington quickly repealed their reforms.
At present, of all the states of America, only Wyoming still retains the right of suffrage for women. In reality,
women’s interference in politics in today’s society has few real benefits and many drawbacks, as Bluntschli and
others have discussed in detail; it is no surprise that for so long this legislation has not been passed. (Note: various
provinces of Australia—New Zealand,\fn{ New Zealand has never been a province of Australia } Adelaide, Western
Australia, and Tasmania—have women's voting rights and apparently ten years ago in New Zealand, a woman
was elected mayor of a city, but her orders were blocked by all the male council members, and before long she
had to resign.)
At present fourteen states allow women the right to vote for and to be elected to boards of education. However,
not knowing its value, most women have given up this right. I have heard that once in an election for a board of
education in a city with a population of 200,000, not more than 200 or 300 women turned out to vote. When such
voting rights first came into force in Massachusetts, women tumed out in great numbers, but later the numbers
decreased each year. From this one can see it is not just that women are barred entry to the political arena, it is
perhaps also that they are incapable of entry.
267.93 1. Inscribed On A Painting Of A Beauty Playing The Zither 2. New Year’s Eve 3. Returning Home From
Lingnan, I Complete Two Regulated Poems\fn{Of which this is the first} 4. Weeping Over My Cousin Lanxiang 5.
With Autumn Wind And Rain Outside The Window, My Small Son Is Sick In Bed; I Write A Poem To Dispel
Feelings Of Ennui 6. The Tenth Of The First Month Is The Anniversary Of My Husband’s Death; I Wrote This
After Weeping 7. One Of My Girlfriends Showed Me The Poems Of The Fragrant Dressing Case; I Responded
With Four Poems In Jest\fn{This being the fourth one} 8. Two Poems Presented To Woman Scholar Qiu Xuanqing 9.
Soliciting Shareholding Contributions For Nubao And Not Meeting With Much Enthusiasm, I Am Moved To
Compose Two Poems 10. Taking An Excursion At West Lake With Xuanqing, I Am Moved To Write 11.
Mourning The Woman Warrior Of Mirror Lake 12. Mourning My Daughter Rong 13. On The 27th Of November, I
Crossed The Yangzi During A Snow Storm To Take Care Of Xuanqing’s Burial; I Was Moved To Write 14. After
The Central Plain Was Recovered I Returned To Yue And Mourned Xuanqing: Sixteen Poems\fn{by Xu Zihua aka
Jichen (1873-1935)} Tongziangzian, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 3
1
Trees in the courtyard have formed a green shade,
Silently, she plucks the jade zither.
Even were we to ask for a talented scholar’s brush
It would be hard to depict the beauty’s heart.
She breaks off the melody “Plum Blossom Prelude”;
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Her secret feelings are chanted by the catkins.
Who would be my companion during this sojourn?
In the painting I have found my bosom friend.
2
During our sojourn we’re reunited, delighting in family and kin,
The banquet to see the old year off begins amidst sounds of talk and laughter.
Lamps reflect off glass, flowers form buds;
Floating in cups of amber, the wine grows scales.
With the sound of firecrackers we take joy in the passing of the year;
A few dots of cold plum blossom bring the happy news of spring.
Tomorrow I will be a girl of fifteen,
But I am ashamed of having no pepper hymn to offer my parents.
3
Scenery along the Pearl River touches off sorrows of separation
But suddenly our returning oars stirred, we will not be detained.
Though long ago I left West Lake, it encircles the traveler’s dream;
Now by chance I came to Lingrtan—it opened my eyes to poetry.
Three years of official merits are recorded in verse,
But now an earnest heart longing for home flows with the sea.
Don’t tease the young lady for having no high ambitions:
She has traveled beyond seven thousand li.
4
On entering again the empty boudoir, my feelings are many and mixed:
Mirror case and books are lying scattered in disarray.
For Bo Ya’s zither there remains in vain the knowing friend’s feelings,
By Jiang Gong’s coverlet I sigh deeply at our sisterly love.
The portrait cannot capture your image
While my three bad dreams are all too clear.
Heartbroken, I write these rhymes for one who is no more.
How can I bear to hear the night rain on the plantain outside the window?
5
Light vapor from the medicine pot wafting in emerald strands of silk:
It is just the time of wind and rain in early autumn.
I got angry with the foolish maid at the dust on my study’s window,
I am weary of the sound of the child crying on the sickbed.
He doesn’t yet know where sorrow comes from,
I pity so much that common habits cannot be cured.
By nature I am idiotic: I’m impossible to change,
When I have a moment of stolen leisure, I chant poetry again.
6
Three slow years have gone by, my tearful eyes have dried up,
Although alive I seem dead—how much more this hurts me!
Having tasted bitterness deeply, I know the hollowness of human affairs,
I envy those sleeping in peace in the world of the dead.
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The cuckoo survives, weeping for its millennial pain:
It might change into a crane and return once and for all to the void.
I suppress my grief, supervise the libation and vegetarian offerings,
Then return to teaching the two little orphans at my knees.
7
That two hooked feet are bewitching is such nonsense:
A beautiful golden lotus left behind at each step!
I hate so much the last ruler of the Southern Tang:
He originated an evil to plague a thousand years.
8
Often I’ve wondered if she is an immortal fairy on the other side of the clouds,
How fortunate that we now meet with the joy of holding hands.
She harbors ambitions no bearded man can match,
Talent that is even harder to find among women.
To support her motherland she summons those with the same love,
Traveling all through Japan, she invigorates her views.
How many frail women have been lying low for so long,
Relying on you to recover our right to freedom!
*
Long blown about like traces of duckweed, I suddenly met you,
What I see, to my surprise, surpasses even what I had heard.
With noble blessing and marvelous talent you had changed your attire,
With Mulan’s high aims you could join the army.
Enlightening the world of women you introduce a novel way,
Organizing for equal rights you are good at bringing groups together.
Laughing at my own impudence, I want to attach myself to your greatness,
I will share equally in all the duties of a citizen!
9
To heal our country who will work on a saving cure?
It takes a lot of planning to advocate a newspaper for women.
Extirpating our slave mentality to become a united group,
From now on women should be strong on their own.
*
Bright pearls and kingfisher feathers daily compete for beauty,
Who is willing to be first to give up her wealth for the common good?
I advise all my sisters from the vermilion boudoirs:
When improving your appearance, skimp some money from buying pearls.
10
Like meteors for the moment we have a spring outing together,
Lake and hills coming into view—how they sadden our spirits.
After death my name will not be known in the highest ranks,
While alive good friends are not too many.
Wanting to ease your accumulated grief, you rely on wine,
Willing to make a sacrifice, do you ever think of yourself?
It pains us to look towards Phoenix Hill
Where the Song imperial tombs are sunk in barbarian dust.
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11
Your heroic talk full of suppressed anger—how lofty your spirit!
Risking your life, you shed hot blood for compatriots.
Suddenly you were vilified with no light of day,
In the end you became the sacrifice, decapitated on the execution ground.
You bring utter shame to these officials whose disgrace is plain,
Letting them see there is a great hero among women.
How can your wronged soul consent to be extinguished?
Diving into Qiantang you become its angry billows.
12
Reading lessons by a bright window or with one lamp at night,
Diligent, fond of learning, when was she ever tired?
By pointing to details on maps, she came to know topography,
By discussing history beside open books, she understood rise and fall.
With the “Rhyme-Prose on the Charming Daughter” finished, grief is not dispelled,
When the “Epitaph for A-Nu” was completed, its author could hardly bear his emotions.
Dawn and dusk I face your picture in vain:
There is no response, no matter how hard I knock on the glass.
13
This time I have been delayed by illness from crossing the River,
Wanting to visit your remains, I am undeterred by the cold.
Would I give up this aim because my daughter died?
You spoke for the public good; dare I speak of private feelings?
*
My tears had not yet dried from weeping for my daughter,
When I hurriedly embarked on the journey to seek your coffin.
Since hot-blooded zeal still fills your heart,
I am not afraid of the cold even if I have to face wind and frost.
*
Red clouds closing in on all sides as evening sorrow rises;
A lonely boat in a river full of wind and snow.
How can I bear to walk the road to Shanyin today
Where no one but me comes to bury Autumn?
*
To bury you I select a piece of land at Xiling.
When I die in the future, who will bury my bones?
This has stirred me to thoughts on life and death,
I hurriedly plan to arrange a tomb in advance.
14
Every year in wind and rain I was accustomed to grieving for autumn,
This year the autumn wind scattered all grief away.
A cry from Wuchang summons a chorus from all the world:
At last we have recovered our ancient land.
*
In autumn wind and autumn rain, dust rises from battlefields,
Barbarian dust blown far, evil air swept away.
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Such pity that on the day the revolution has succeeded
You are missing from the cavalry ranks by the hills of Wu.
*
I dread going to West Lake, it brings up my grief—
A scoop of barren earth, ashes after the disaster.
Crossing the river I don’t feel the cold in my light fur;
Twice I’ve come to Shanyin in wind and snow.
1874

China 1.24 Xue Huan Xiu Pu (Snow, Official Embroidered Spectrum)\fn{by Shen Shao aka Shen Yunzhi (18741921)} Wu County, Jiangsu Province, China (F) 27
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181.81 Fragment Of A Speech\fn{by Sieh King King (c.1875- )} Xiangshan County, Guangdong Province, China
(F) –1
The purpose of my trip to America is to study, not to make speeches. Since members of the Baohuanghui have
been kind enough to overlook my ignorance and ask me to speak about current affairs, I find it difficult to refuse
them, so I will try my best to satisfy their request. But the problem is that being of the weaker sex and young in
years, I lack knowledge and experience. I know very little about the state of the world or the situation between the
East and the West. I have nothing worthwhile to say and hardly know where to begin. However, since I am
Chinese, they have asked me to speak about China.
Today’s China is extremely debilitated. If one traces its cause, one finds it in the crushing oppression suffered
by women there. Women, on their part, have also given up and neglected their responsibilities. This is why the
country is in such a weakened state.
Of all that women have to endure, none is worse than having their feet bound. Not only does it make walking
and working difficult for them, but it also breaks their spirits. As such, the body serves no purpose. And since
women have absolutely no learning, how can one expect them to help the country prosper and the family thrive?
If we want women to fulfill their duties, we must educate them. It is imperative that schools for women be
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established all over the country so that all twenty million women in China can acquire reasoning and practice
professions, thus allowing them to move forward on a complementary footing with men. If we can accomplish
that, then it would be impossible for our families not to thrive and our country not to be strong.
I am presently in America to observe and study women’s education in the West in order to gain some insights,
so that when I return to China I can do my part in advancing the education of women. I hope that every one of you
will also do your part and contribute your wisdom and efforts to help revitalize China. Wouldn’t that be a most
happy venture?
I beg your indulgence for my foolish ramblings and welcome your suggestions and criticisms.
181.79b An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by an otherwise unnamed slave-girl (1875- )} Canton, Guangdong
Province, China (F) –1
I am seventeen years old. I was born in Canton.
When I was ten years old my parents sold me to be a domestic slave. A man brought me here, and he returned
to China having sold me for five hundred dollars. I came to this country three years ago.
My master wanted to take me to be his slave, but I resisted. I did not want to be his slave.
194.53 Three Disquisitions Of General Hwang Hsing\fn{by Hwang Hsing (1875- )} nr. Changsha, Hunan
Province, China (M) 2
1: An Address to the Episcopal Mission at Changsha
“Bishop, Ministers, Missionaries, Brothers, Sisters and all present
“After being driven from Hunan and ostracized from the country and home which I love, I have for nearly ten
years endured unspeakable sufferings and privations for the cause of Liberty. ‘Man proposes but God disposes,’
and a kind Providence has disposed that our glorious nation of four hundred millions of His children should now
enter a period of Liberty and Prosperity, and has used me as an instrument to bring it about. You now call me a
Hero! But in these holy precincts I am ashamed of my own unworthiness.
“Although, after such a long absence, the very air of the home of my childhood is inexpressibly sweet, as I
approach this sanctuary, my mind is overwhelmed and my inmost heart vibrates with infinite joy and
thanksgiving. A retrospect of my past reminds me of that gloomy, anxious night when the whole government
forces were ransacking every street and house for me, the fugitive, Hwang Hsing, whom you now so
magnanimously call ‘Hero’!
“It was then that kind Providence raised up a helper, the very shepherd of this flock. He risked his reputation,
aye, his very life and hid me in this church. Under what infinite difficulty and untold dangers did he accompany
me to freedom and liberty. Words cannot express to you how insignificant and unworthy I feel when I am
surrounded by so many of my foreign brothers, who are enduring self-imposed self-sacrifice and hardships that
you and I, of a different tongue and race, may receive Light and Liberty.
“He, I say, is a Hero. He and such as he deserve your love, respect, and admiration.
“Yet you in your particular sphere can be greater Heroes than he who marches at the head of bloody armies. By
devotion to an elevated purpose, by self-sacrifice for the good of others, and by never swerving from the path of
duty, you will all be Heroes of such a kind as the world sadly needs.
“By the help of the Almighty I have torn away the fabric of Despotism and have laid the cornerstone of Liberty
and Prosperity on the firm and broad foundation of a Republic. The world is now waiting for your patriotic
services in the reconstruction of our shattered land. Great may have been the work that Heaven assigned to me,
but greater and more gigantic is this task of regeneration and reconstruction.
“May Heaven assist every one here to prove himself a true Hero and a Benefactor of his people in this crying
need.”
2: Part of a Speech to the Governors Various Provinces, Declining to Attack the Armies of Yuan Shi-kai
“Do you not see that Yuan Shi-kai, having secured our trust and confidence, seems to be determined to prove
that he is unworthy; and, under the cover of sincerity, he has mapped out his whole campaign of oppression and
conquest. He has secured foreign sympathy, aye, assistance, by the golden bait of the ‘Quintuple Loan.’ He has
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money not only to maintain his army, but to augment it; the almighty dollar has been given to feed the avarice and
greed of nearly all the subordinate officers of his army, of the press and of his underlings.\fn{ This Yuan Shi-kai, the
first President of the Republic of China, secretly plotted to restore the monarchy }
“While our army is disbanded, our engines of war and ammunition have, by various pretexts, been taken to the
North by Yuan Shi-kai. Our arsenals and stores have been blown up by that heartless monster; while we have been
resting on ill-placed trust and confidence, he has sent his Northern hordes down upon us and they are even now
stationed in those strategic centres ready to throttle the very life out of the South. He really wants an excuse for
his unholy war so that he may justify himself before the world.
“What! Would you fall into the very trap that he has set, and shoulder the blame of precipitating the clash of
arms, when we are certain of defeat? If you do, people who have not suffered as we have, people who have not
realized the stinging prick of provocation, will say that you loved your position too well, and that position and
riches were your incentive.
“No. But I advise you all to vacate your posts, for by so doing you will deprive Yuan Shi-kai of his excuse for
not withdrawing his Northern hordes. Our golden opportunity was lost when we allowed him to get the
Presidency and now he has spread his tentacles far and wide. Before his victim is fully sucked, may Heaven
award him a speedy death.
“I would remind you of an old and wise saying: ‘He whom Heaven has decreed to destroy, it permits him to be
swallowed in the depth of his excesses and iniquity.’”\fn{ Perhaps more familiar as: “He whom the gods would destroy they
first make mad.”}
3.His Farewell Address to his Troops, Delivered July 26, 1913, in Nanking
“My dear Compatriots.
“I appreciate the righteous indignation of the South, and I was touched with the bravery and self-sacrifice of
every man among you, when I laid before you the terrible odds that we had to fight against, and you willingly
courted death or the life of a refugee in a foreign land. Yes, I admired your holy zeal, your devotion to what you
considered public welfare and liberty, at the risk of throwing away the lucrative positions that you had already
attained, and the rapid promotion that you doubtless would have secured had you only accorded Yuan Shi-kai
your silence.
“Yes, I say again, the South has acted like noble men, and if we die for the cause, future generations will rise to
call us blessed. Under the circumstances, I could not deny; you my leadership. I was constrained to take my
chances among you for weal or woe.
“But now that I have cast my lot with you, you cannot condemn me for selfishness if I bring to your
consideration that which must be faced. Those points where the northern monster has us at a disadvantage I have
already laid before you, and that, on account of our lack of funds, food and ammunition, our army may meet
defeat, although with wide support and determination, we might ruin the country and make it untenable for even
Yuan Shi-kai.
“Yet I think that it is a useless and ruinous struggle, and should we carry it to the bitter end it will so despoil
and devastate our fair land that, even if we win, our beloved country will be in bankruptcy, and in danger of the
unspeakable disaster of foreign partition. Do you not see that by holding the golden bait Yuan Shi-kai has
enamoured and captured our great sister nations, and, in a more pronounced manner, the almighty dollar has
already done its work right in our midst?
“The world over has been blinded in its perception of Right and Justice by the glare of Yuan Shi-kai’s temporal
triumph. The soothing function of the golden salve which he has borrowed has so monopolized their attention that
they are now insensible to the sufferings of our poor people.
“But such cannot last forever. The incoming waves may cover the rock of Justice and Liberty, but as surely the
ebbing tide must come, and that rock will stand again in majestic grandeur, purer and sweeter for the immersion.
Let us abide the time when the truth shall reach the distant shores of other lands. And I must remind you that the
truth has been kept back by inspired editorials and papers, and our cause has been grossly misrepresented to
foreigners in their own country.
“But can Yuan Shi-kai’s hand obscure forever the heavens and prevent the Sun of Truth from beaming? No!
Let ‘Abide your time’ be your motto; and let us turn our minds towards saving the nation from further
distress.”\fn{A note here reads: His Compatriots begged Hwang Hsing to leave Nanking immediately, to escape the hired assassins of
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Yuan Shi-kai. He finally consented. He telegraphed to Yuan that he was leaving him master of the field, and implored him to withdraw his
troops. He begged him to bend every effort towards the reconstruction of his bleeding country }

204.109 Excerpts from Alarm Bells\fn{by Chen Tianhua (1875-1905)} Xinhua, Hunan Province, China (M) 2
When shall we stir from this thousand-year dream
Who to send forth to ring the bells?
Fetid wind and rain of blood assail me
Can we just give away such a noble land?
Swept up in a thousand-league hurricane
Ground strewn with rotting flesh, blood thick as gruel
A heart heavy with brotherly feelings
Goes out to my countrymen, would that they listen.

Here they come, here they come! Here who comes? The Westerners, the Westerners! Bad news for all! Young
and old, men and women, rich and poor, officials, scholars, merchants and craftsmen—from this day on, we’;re all
just livestock in his pen, meat in his pot; not an inch of room to move, to kill as he chooses and stew to his taste.
Alas, our day of death has come!
Sorrow, bitter sorrow! Our wealth and possessions, the fruits of our bitter toil—all will be seized by the
Westerner; our countrymen’s cherished wives and children—he will tear every one from our sides; men and
women, fathers, sons and brothers, husbands, wives and children—none will be spared his sword or his lust. Our
livelihoods destroyed, our ancestral lines severed. A forest of guns and hail of shells will be our funeral ground;
dark prisons and murky dungeons will be our home. A once proud nation now a pasture for sheep and dogs, its
noble race the basest of slaves. Oh, how it pains the heart!
Hate, bitter hate! Hate for the Manchu government, for stalling on reform. Do you think Westerners were born
with such power and wealth? Those are the work of just this last two hundred years.
Forget Europeans and Americans, look at the Japanese: hardly thirty years ago they were like China in every
way, but since the Meiji reforms have grown from strength to strength. What do they fear now from partitioning?
They’re over here partitioning us!
Japan has land and population only a tenth of ours; if China made the same reforms, I’d say not just tiny Japan,
but England, Russia, America and Germany would be looking to China as the leader of nations. But the Manchu
government stuck by its creed “the strength of the Han is the death of the Manchus”, resisting change tooth and
nail. An opportunity came with the 1898 reform movement, but before long the new system was out the door and
its architects killed or in exile.
When their own power is at stake, what do the Manchus care for Han lives? Only after bringing catastrophe
upon themselves in 1900 did they see the futility of complete refusal to change, and brought in a few cosmetic
reforms. But even these were just meant to hoodwink the people and pander to the foreigners, and were never
actually implemented; far from being a gleam of light, they actually thickened the gloom.
So that now our illness is incurable, and the Han people who by rights should be world leaders are driven by
Manchu tyranny to our present fate, that of national and racial extinction. Would you say that’s cause for hate?
*
Hate for Zeng Guofan, who knows all about killing compatriots for the Manchus but nothing of standing up for
China’s rights. As a Hanlin scholar he once petitioned the emperor, saying poetry and calligraphy were no basis
for recruiting officials; but once they made him general and viceroy, not another peep was heard from him. Did he
know no better? He knew enough to have his son Zeng Jize study foreign languages. Then why not raise a few
suggestions for reform at court? Simple: he feared that breaking the Manchus’ taboos might put his fat minister’s
salary in jeopardy, so instead he threw his blueprint for national peace and prosperity clean out the window.
Would you say that’s cause for hate?
*
Hate for the diplomatic staff and students who travelled abroad but failed to bring back Western learning.
People at home have their heads befuddled by the old learning, and know no vocation but eight-legged essays, no
books but the Five Classics; you can hardly blame them for their despicable attitudes and stubborn ideas.
Those I blame are the diplomatic staff and students who travelled in person to foreign lands, who saw the
sources of their might and wealth, who read Rousseau’s The Social Contract and The American War of
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Independence, and who should have returned home shouting at the top of their lungs to jolt awake their deluded
countrymen.
But no, they just came back with foreign airs and petty foreign fortunes, and not a jot of Western civilization.
The few books they did write were of no use to anyone, with not so much as a word on the secrets of Western
power and wealth.
What was the reason for this? My guess is they feared a word out of turn might land them in hot water, so they
betrayed their own conscience and just played dumb.
This while Japanese voyagers of the same period were setting in process major reforms and spreading the
learning of great Western scholars, ready even for revolution if the court dared refuse their advice. This is what
has put Japan where it is today. If Chinese travellers back then had likewise threatened the court with reform or
revolution—this when foreign power in China was far less deep-rooted—China would by now have a complete
and balanced political system, instead of being in the position of utter helplessness we find ourselves today.
Ah! To think that to save their own precious skins they sat idly by as their countrymen sank into oblivion.
Would you say that’s cause for hate?
*
Hate for the diehard conservatives, obstructing at every turn, sacrificing common good for private interest. I
can’t even begin to guess these people’s motives, blocking initiatives whose benefits to country and people are
plain to see. You would think from their disdain for foreign affairs they must really loathe the Westerner, but once
face to face with him they tremble like a mouse before a cat, echoing his every word.
They’re fond of holding forth on the evils of developing industry and building steamships and railways, but
they like nothing better than using foreign goods and riding in foreign-built steamers and trains. So that today they
hand to Westerners with blessings control of state finances, military training and education, but will hear not a
word of setting up our own schools or sending students abroad.
Care to guess the logic in that? But wait, I’ve got it! They’re worried that a shift in policy might put at risk the
riches and rank of high office, and any move unfavourable to them, regardless of benefit to the nation, is to be
ruthlessly opposed. In fact so absorbed are they with protecting privilege that few have heard a word of this talk
of national and racial extinction, and to those that have, it just goes in one ear and out the other. And now with the
day of extinction upon us, all they can do is think of ways to shackle students’ freedom of speech, thought and
action, as if in genuine fear of a China reborn. Would you say that’s cause for hate?
*
As things stand today, hating these people is a complete waste of time; but it is indeed to them that we, four
hundred million of us, owe our new station as cattle and horses, with no chance of revival, and extinction just
round the corner. Ah! Even if we die, we must never forgive them for their crimes.
Shame, bitter shame! Look at the wonder that was China; was it not known throughout history to neighbouring
states as the “Mighty Land of the Celestial Court”? How has our ranking among nations nosedived from first class
to fourth? When not maligning us as “the sick man of the East”,\fn{ Turkey was in these days referred to as “the sick man of
Europe”} they slander us as “barbarian rabble”.
When Chinese travel overseas, they’re held in lower esteem than farm animals. For many years Chinese
labourers have been prohibited entry to the United States. This year, a member of a diplomatic mission named Tan
was beaten to death for no reason at all by an American bailiff, with no recourse to justice.\fn{ A different version of
the first event is recorded in chapter 37 of Liang Qichao’s Diary of Travels Through the New World (Changsha: Hunan renmin chubanshe,
1981, p.126): “I read in a San Francisco Chinese newspaper that a Consulate staff member named Tan had been insulted and beaten by a
policeman from the American West and later committed suicide.” } In another instance, a brother of Commissioner Liang was
insulted by an American policeman, and dared not utter a word in protest.\fn{ This was Liang Cheng, who was serving at
the time as Ambassador to the United States}

Chinese students in America are turned away by guest-houses. A student named Sun was on friendly terms
with an American student. One day the American said to him,
“We may be friends, but please don’t call out to me in public.”
Sun, taken aback, asked him the reason. The American replied,
“You Han are slaves to the Manchurians, and the Manchurians are slaves to us; if my countrymen knew I was
friends with the slave of a slave, I’d be made a laughing-stock.”
Sun’s fury sent him straight to an early grave.
If this is the norm in America, which is famed among nations for its love of justice, you can imagine the
situation elsewhere. Europe and America are after all of a different continent to us, so their attitude is
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understandable; but what of our neighbour Japan? Before the war of 1894, they treated Chinese in the same way
they treated Westerners, but since then it has been a completely different story. The humiliations to which Chinese
are subjected in Japan can hardly be described, but take this year’s autumn military review as an example. The
pettiest officials of other countries were all allocated seats and entertained with decorum by Japanese officers. But
the highest ranking of those sent by China were made to stand and totally ignored. A certain Brigadier could
contain his rage no longer, and returned to his lodgings to howl in indignation. My friends! Does Japan look upon
us as a country at all?
*
Far from bearing foreigners a grudge for these incivilities, Chinese officials treat them with the utmost respect,
leaping to obey their every command like subordinates before a superior. Strange, don’t you think? The
international settlements, though leased to foreigners, are still Chinese territory; so why does one feel one is
entering some kind of hell, in which all freedoms are denied? The Indian police on the streets are like the evil
yaksha spirits before the Palace of Hell; the young foreign translators of Western firms make your hair stand on
end like the little devils attending an underworld magistrate. One Shanghai park for foreigners has a sign saying,
“Dogs and Chinese not admitted”: so Chinese rank even lower than dogs!
If this is how they treat us now, while at least in name our country still exists, what hope for after the
partitioning? Foreigners and Chinese both belong to the human race, so why must they treat us with such
contempt?
Are foreigners, you say, more intelligent? A course foreign students take ten years to complete, Chinese
students complete in three or four: scholars the world over are lavish in their praise for Chinese students. Are we
perhaps lacking in numbers? The largest foreign countries have only a third of China’s population, the smallest
less than a tenth. Neither it seems can land area account for the difference: Russia aside, the larger countries are
the size of only two or three Chinese provinces, the smaller ones that of a single province. Are other countries
richer in natural resources? What they have above ground and below is almost exhausted, while China has
countless mineral deposits, mostly untouched, and our land is fertile and rich in produce.
China, by rights, should stand above all nations, and they be in fear of us, not us of them. So how do we find
ourselves a hundred rungs below them, not just their slaves but their beasts of burden? And that not for much
longer, with extinction just round the corner. Of all the world’s humiliations, what could be greater than this? If
this does not provoke our shame, then surely nothing can. Oh, the agony!
*
Kill, kill them all! People say that with China today so poor and weak, and desperately short of guns and
cannon, how can it go to war? I have of course heard these arguments, and believe that as long as other countries
make no move to partition China, the last thing we should do is needlessly provoke them like the Boxers.
But as things stand, no matter what we say they’re determined to carve us up anyway, so instead of a gradual
dismemberment we hardly even notice, why not go out in style and take a few of them down with us? As the old
saying goes,
“A dog driven into a corner turns to bite”.
Are four hundred million people not the equal of a dog? If the Western soldiers don’t come, then hold your
fire; but if they do, I urge you to summon your courage and not be afraid. Let scholars put aside their pens,
peasants their ploughs, merchants their business and craftsmen their tools; sharpen the steel, load the guns and
drink the wine of blood; advance in your multitudes with warlike cry, to kill the foreign devils and the Chinese
monkeys who have surrendered to them!
And if Manchus help the westerners kill us, exterminate them first; if treacherous officials help the Westerners
kill us, exterminate them first. “With swords ninety-nine in our hands, kill till no enemy stands!” Beloved
compatriots, forward and kill! Kill the enemy of long generations, kill the enemy new to our shores, kill the
sycophant collaborators, kill them all, kill, kill, kill!\fn{ In the event, the author drowned himself in the belief that his own
death might be the most effective catalyst for arousing national struggle. Just the day before, a Tokyo newspaper article, which Chen had
read, had referred to Chinese students studying in Japan as “unruly and debased.” }

268.20 1. Cold Food Festival 2. Written On The Occasion Of My Departure From Changde: Traveling By Boat, I
Am Filled With Emotion 3. A Record Of A Visit To A Garden In Blossom, Four Poems 4. Visiting Again A Spot I
Had Visited Before, I Mused On The Speed With Which Time Passes, An Impromptu Poem 5. Song Of The
Precious Sword 6. Manjianghong I 7. Tasuoxing 8. An Inscription On A Wall In Shanghai 9. A Trip By
Steamboat, Two Poems 10. Filled With Emotion (Written During My Stay In Japan) 11. Song Of A Red-Haired
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Barbarian’s Sword 12. Manjianghong II 13. Seeing Off The Two Sisters Chen Yan’an And Sun Duokun On Their
Return To China 14. Ruci jiangshan 15. Excerpts from Stones Of The Jingwei Bird 16. Aboard A Ship On The
Yellow Sea, Someone From Japan Requested Some Lines From Me, And Showed Me A Map Of The RussoJapanese War 17. An Inscription For A Portrait Of Myself (In Male Dress) 18. A Fighting Song For Women’s
Rights 19. Song Of China Expelling Its Demons 20. Lament For China 21. We Envy The Peoples Of Europe And
America 22. Zhegutian 23. An Address To My Two Hundred Million Women Compatriots In China 24. To My
Sisters\fn{by Qiu Jin (Ch’iu Chin) (1875-1907)} Xiamen (Amoy), Zhejiang (Chekiang) Province, China (F) 12
1
The Day of Flowers has now passed, again it’s Cold Food:
Nothing is more wearisome than the season of Spring!
Outside the window, the grass is like mist,
Inside my room, I’m too lazy to roll up the screens.
*
Crimson peach-blossoms blaze along the river,
Verdant bamboo smile against the wind.
Oriole and swallow who know not sorrow,
Together swoop and fly around the little tower.
2
Since leaving the river city, I’ve been filled with a hundred emotions!
When it comes to friendship, who is there to compare to Wang Lun?\fn{A man whose friendship is more than a thousand feet deep; so
Li Bai (701-762AD) in one of his poems}
And even he lacks the depth of feeling of the willows along the dike:
They cannot keep themselves from seeing me off even from afar!
3
A woman neighbor sent me a letter inviting me on a garden outing,
Tomorrow, she said, we’ll have clear skies, no doubt about that!
So last night I laid out ahead of time everything I would wear:
Tiny shoes with phoenix heads, a blouse of embroidered gauze.
*
On winding paths our pendants tinkle, the fragrant grass so thick!
Hand in hand we cross together to the east side of the bridge.
This particular stretch of flowing water lacks any feeling at all:
Instead of carrying off our sorrows, it carries off the fallen reds!
*
In the deepest shade of the willows a yellow oriole chants,
The fragrant grasses grow lushly, their green fills the dike.
Pointing and smiling: “Whose house has the finest pavilions?”
“A screen of pearls rolled up aslant, a crab apple branch.”
*
The western neighbor also comes to visit the garden in bloom,
As hand in hand we walk amidst flowers, she says with a smile:
“Yesterday you visited the Shrine of the Royal Tutor Jia Yi,
And today I ascend the Terrace of Prince Ding of Changsha.”
4
Last year I came here once to visit the garden in bloom,
Hand in hand we trod on the verdant moss by the dike.

1024

Chatting together we admired the variety of flowers,
A communion soon replaced by the pain of parting.
I wrote my sorrows on the wall: the poem is still there,
We set a date, but she’s yet to return from the inner quarters.
All alone I am lost in thought, how I long for a friend,
In this garden, I regret that I lack the talents of Zuo Fen.
5
The palaces of the house of Han in the light of the setting sun:
After more than five thousand years the old nation has died—
For over hundreds of years it has been sunk in a deep sleep,
No one aware of our shameful state of slavery!
*
Long ago, I recall, our very first ancestor Xianyuan
Rose to power from his base in the Kunlun Mountains.
He opened up the lands of the Yellow and Yangzi Rivers,
And his flashing great sword pacified the Central Plain.
*
My bitter weeping over Plum Hill is completely useless:
The imperial city overgrown, the bronze camels\fn{A decoration in front of the Imperial palace at Luoyang} buried.
Whenever I am moved to turn and gaze upon the capital,
The sad song of a defeated nation fills my eyes with tears.
*
When the allied troops of the eight powers marched north,
We again handed our mountains and rivers over to others.
Those white devils coming from the West served as a bell,
That woke us Chinese up from our slaves’ dream!
*
You, my lord, gave me this gold-speckled sword,
Today as I receive it, my mind is virile and brave.
These are the days when red-hot iron rules,
And a million heads are not worth a feather.
*
Bathed by the sun and moon, shinier than jewels:
Risking my life, I am suddenly filled with elation.
I swear I’ll find a way to lead us from death to life:
World peace now depends on military armament.
*
Don’t you recall Jing Ke’s visit to the court of Qin?
When the map was unrolled, the dagger appeared!
Although he failed to stab him there in his palace,
He still managed to rob that evil tyrant of his soul!
*
I personally long to save the land of my ancestors,
But a race of slaves has overrun the land of Yu.
What can one do about those whose hearts have died?
With brush in hand, I write the Song of the Precious Sword.
May this Song of the Precious Sword strengthen their courage,
And bring back many souls from the land of the dead!
A precious sword, heroic bones: who is our equal?
All my life I’ve known who are my enemies and friends.
Don’t despise this foot-long iron for not being brave:
The rare merit of saving the nation is yours to garner!
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Could I but use heaven and earth as my oven, and yin and yang as my
coal, and gathering all the iron of the six continents,
Produce thousands, ten thousands of precious swords to purify this sacred land,
And continuing the glorious power and fame of our first ancestor, the Yellow Emperor,
Cleanse once and for all what, in its thousand-, its hundred-year-long history, has been its vilest shame!
6
Recently I’ve come to the capital,
And already it is again the fine Festival of Mid-Autumn.
The chrysanthemums are in full bloom below the hedge,
The countenance of autumn is as clean as if just dusted.
With songs being sung all around them, Chu finally met defeat,
My experiences of these eight years all a hopeless yearning for Zhejiang.
Alas, they sent me off by force to be mere “rouge and powder,”
The last thing I wanted!
*
My body will not allow me
To mingle with the men,
But my heart is far braver
Than that of a man.
All my life, has not my liver and gall
Burned for others?
But how could they with their vulgar minds understand me?
In adversity the hero must suffer troubles and woes.
Where in this world of red dust can I find a true friend?
My blue gown is soaked with tears.
7
Facing the mirror I mumble and murmur,
Sighing and sobbing, I write in the air.
It is not a headache of wine or woes of parting
A prison of sorrow has been raised in my heart,
There is none to whom I can explain this feeling.
*
My ambition is manly,
My life is too narrow,
To no avail is my mind filled with heroic daring!
Let me question High Heaven about my bad fate:
Although a mere woman, I suffer like the poet Qu Yuan!
8
By boat I crossed the sea and returned once again to the South,
After staying a while in Shanghai, my hopes have been dashed:
Amidst the dust of horse-drawn carriages true friends are rare,
The music of rapid strings and shrill pipes lacks proper notes.
Do they ever shed tears, impassioned by the political situation?
They only compete in luxury, flaunting their evening dresses!
The vulgarity that fills one’s eyes gives rise to unending sorrow:
Like the daily downward flow of a river, society is on the decline.
9
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Looking around me, not a shore to be seen:
The wide open sea truly a feast for the eyes.
The ship crosses it faster than a flying bird,
The mountains coil round like fierce dragons.
The myriads of crashing billows resound,
A thousand peaks gather below the clouds.
Amidst the endless expanse of water and mist,
Thoughts of home cause my furrowed brow.
*
Water and sky share the same color,
Like a tower, a single peak soars high.
Gazing afar, the mind grows elated,
Through the porthole, an expansive view.
Silvery billows rise up like cliffs,
The dark sea makes one shiver with cold.
But soon the imperial province grows near,
So do not sing The Road Is Hard To Travel!
10
Sun and moon have grown dim, heaven and earth have grown dark.
But who is there to save the deeply submerged world of women?
I have pawned my hairpins and my rings to travel over the ocean,
Taking leave of my own flesh and blood, I left China behind.
Unbinding my feet, I washed away a thousand years of poison,
Filled with hot blood, I summon the souls of the hundred flowers.
Alas, my scarf woven of mermaid-silk
Is half-soaked by blood and half by tears.
11
A single expanse of autumn water flashing pure and slender:
Seen from afar it’s hard to tell it is the gleam of a sword.
I’m amazed at this jade-white dragon hidden in its sheath:
Once it rides on wind and thunder, it soars beyond the clouds!
This sharp blade, I’m told, comes from the Red-Haired Barbarians,
Damascus and Japan to their shame have failed to produce its equal.
When it is dipped in blood it causes joints and bones to come apart,
Severing heads even before weapons have come into contact.
When this sword is drawn from its sheath, then heaven shakes,
And sun and moon, stars and planets quickly obscure their light.
The ocean’s waters are roused by the sound of it hitting the earth,
And the dark winds howl when an inch of its blade is exposed.
How many have come face-to-face with this sword?
Their skulls form a mountain, their blood rises in billows.
The million souls of the slain weep at the tip of this sword,
With this sword in hand you can rob and kill the whole world.
If you take it out, hang it on the wall, and for a time leave it unused,
It will wail and sob night after night making the cries of an owl:
Its heroic spirit thirsts to drink the blood of battle,
Just as a restless heart needs a libation of wine.
Red-Haired Barbarians, don’t be so proud and arrogant!
Your weapon may indeed be sharp, but I will toss it away:

1027

Self-strengthening depends on people and not on weapons,
What is there to boast about a single puny little sword?
12
In this ugly and dirty world
How many men, I ask you, are heroic and wise?
Only from the ranks of those with painted eyebrows
From time to time do stalwarts emerge!
The memory of Qin Liangyu’s fame soaks my gown with tears,
At the thought of Shen Yunying’s deeds my heart starts to pound.
Tipsy, I stroke my long sword, which cries like a dragon,
Its voice stifled by sadness.
*
The incense of liberty
Is what I want to burn.
When can I wash away
The shame of the nation?
I urge those of you present here
To exert yourself to the utmost.
Be fired by the desire to ensure the future of your race,
Prosperity does not depend on showing off your jewels,
These bow-like shoes, three inches long, condemn us to inaction:
This must change!
13
Beset with emotion at our parting,
Moved to tears by the age we live in:
Internal weakness and foreign aggression together wreak havoc.
The political situation is alarming,
The stranded ship fills me with fear,
But why do our countrymen remain so befuddled and foolish?
At this thought my heart flutters.
I envy you for having left before me,
Cutting through the waves and riding the wind.
Just half a month we lived together,
As we now hurriedly take our leave I heave a sigh.
*
At this moment we each go our different ways—
Now that you are returning home, I am sure,
You will revive the old and sick.
The thirst for knowledge is awakened,
Our rights have not yet been recovered.
You will, I hope, apply yourself to changing outdated customs,
And ensure that the study of how to reform the rotten may flourish!
Thanks to your marvelous eloquence
You’ll enlighten the blind and shake up the deaf.
And call out to the millions of our sisters
To pay heed to the bell that announces the last watch!
14
In her lonely study Xie Daoyun recites the Rhapsody of Sorrow.
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How desolate, as the incessant rain drips down from the roof!
A true friend is hard to find,
Time flies by in an instant,
And the hair at my temples has started to gray.
I dare not complain of my sorrows:
At the end of the road as evening falls,
I fear I’ll be alone in my sufferings.
This world, so sad and chill,
Alas, gave birth to me, a woman sad and chill!
*
If you tell me: “Go home!”
Where on earth is my home?
When I turn around and look,
My ancestral land is still snoring away as before:
Invaded by foreign aggression,
And corrupt and rotten within,
Without a manly hero to take the lead.
Heaven, you’re so blind:
Can you bear to see these rivers and mountains
In the possession of foreign barbarians?
Divided up like beans, cut up like a melon—
It is all our land of old!
15
To my regret
My country has now long had a reputation for its darkness,
A heroic woman myself, I have the ambition but not the strength.
There is nothing to be done, I can only bide my time,
And grasp my brush and write the song of the Jingwei:
Something to read for sisters who are of like mind,
To be discussed after tea by the light of the lamp.
*
With their theories and tricks men deceive us,
Since they claim
That Heaven established men’s superiority over women.
How can a woman speak about affairs outside the home?
Inside the home
It is the rule that husbands should lead and wives follow.
A woman is only admirable if she never leaves her room,
Universal criticism will greet her words if they leave the house.
In women a lack of talent is bound to ensure that she is virtuous,
So it is not fitting that she should become literate and read books.
A woman’s place is in the kitchen preparing food and drink,
Twisting hemp, weaving cloth, and sewing clothes.
The Three Obediences have been her norm since ancient times,
The Four Virtues have always been her unchanging rule.
A widowed woman should remain loyal to her husband,
But for a man there’s no harm in having many wives.
There are also those who hate their wives for being principled,
And send them away, quoting the “seven reasons for divorce.”
They cook up an obvious lie meant to deceive even Heaven,
But all they want
Is that women have no recourse but to serve them meekly.
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And being afraid
That women might secretly come and overhear their schemes,
They stipulate
That when descending the hall her girdle pendants should tinkle!
A chaperone should always be at her side, so that she’ll stay within bounds;
And if she has to be on the streets by night, she should take with her a lantern.
And then there was that stupid Last Ruler of the Southern Tang,
Who acted in a reckless manner, and lacking all propriety.
Once upon a time
Just for fun, he tightly bound up the feet of a consort,
Bound them into crescent moons: each step a lotus!
As soon as this story entered the ears of those fools,
It delighted those people who love to torture women.
They claimed that bound feet were particularly lovely,
And that they alone lent women an elegant grace.
Once this rumor got around, everyone adopted the custom:
When choosing a wife, they wanted one with small feet!
And as women already had acquired the attitude of slaves,
And relied on their lord for a life of shame or glory,
When they learned of the fashion, they all bound their feet
With thin strips of linen, daily vying to be the most novel.
Even though
A mother might look upon her child as her treasure,
When it came to footbinding,
She simply ignored the pain of her darling daughter:
With tear-filled eyes,
When the girl would in vain implore her mother for mercy,
Her mother would treat her as if she were an arch-enemy!
Wounding and maiming her own flesh and blood—how cruel!
She was like an executioner inflicting the punishment of amputation.
Alas! These girls—
Why did they have to suffer this mutilation at such a tender age?
A bloody mess of broken bones—they could hardly walk!
*
Layer after layer of nets and snares in earth and heaven,
Alas, lock women up deep inside the inner quarters.
Unable to bear the abuse, they try to end their lives
By taking poison, hanging themselves, or drowning.
Deepest darkness:
The souls of the wronged wail in the hell of suicides,
Blackness of night:
Many are the prisoners of the inner quarters praying to Heaven.
This is the real hell, worse than the court of King Yama:
Why do we women
Have to suffer all these tribulations, what is our crime?
*
Parents rely entirely on the words of the matchmakers,
And hurriedly their daughter’s marriage is concluded.
All they care about is
Equality of status, fine clothes, and good food to hand,
Without wondering whether
This match of a lifetime may be the wrong combination.
Uselessly, they regard their daughter as a rare treasure,
They’re not looking for a suitable groom, they only go for money.
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But once you have entered his gate and become his wife,
You will have to entrust your future fate to Heaven.
A phoenix cannot spread her wings when she follows a crow,
The prisoner locked up in jail will never be pardoned.
The cries of injustice rise up to Heaven and fill the world,
Causing even
The Queen Mother of the West at Jasper Pool to tremble!
16
Riding the wind for a myriad miles: I left and now I return,
All alone on the eastern sea I bring along the thunder of spring.
How can I bear to look at this map—my face is drained of color,
I refuse to let our rivers and mountains be reduced to ashes.
There is no wine that can dissolve my sorrow for the nation—
The current crisis demands persons of extraordinary talents.
Even if it takes the blood of hundreds of thousands of people,
We will have to turn the whole world around by our efforts.
17
Who could this person be, looking so sternly ahead?
A previous life of heroism, alas, entrusted to this body!
The physical form that I now inhabit is but a phantom,
But in a subsequent life I trust that it will be more fitting.
To my regret I met you late—feelings overwhelm me,
As I look up and sigh over our times, my energy is stirred.
If at some later date you see my friends of former days,
Tell them on my behalf that I have swept aside convention!
18
We women love our freedom,
So let’s raise our glasses to freedom!
The equality of men and women is bestowed by Nature,
So how can we accept discrimination?
Let us exert ourselves and free ourselves,
And cleanse ourselves once and for all of our shameful past.
Joan of Arc will fight on our side,
As we restore these rivers and mountains with our bare hands!
*
The old traditions are extremely shameful:
Women treated as if they were no different from cattle!
The light of dawn now brings the tide of civilization,
We’ll take the lead in independence.
Let’s eradicate our slavery,
Become proficient in knowledge and learning.
We’ll shoulder that responsibility,
We women heroes of our nation will never betray its trust!
19
Our neighbors encircle us and we wish to expel them,
But still we continue forfeiting rights and ceding territories.
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These sort of people are really too muddleheaded,
They seem to be dreaming, to be drunk, to be half dead! Alas!
The energy of our country has gradually been exhausted,
How is it possible that we have still not raised ourselves up?
A lack of heart, a lack of courage, a lack of brains:
These must be reckoned the greatest of China’s demons!
20
Alas, our country cannot compete with those of the West!
Alas, the glory of ancient times has now all fallen into ruin!
Can it be that High Heaven no longer deigns to watch over us,
And intentionally fills the skies with a poisonous miasma?
The inherited nature of our compatriots is perfect and fine,
So why do we find it impossible to surpass those white men?
It is because we are locked in a prison of darkness,
Which silences the successors to the divine sages!
21
They have liberty, they enjoy peace and prosperity,
In ample ease and greatest joy they pass each year.
The life of their nations lasts for thousands of years,
And their people’s energy is sustained by their rights.
Their trade, their armies, and their industries improve daily,
Their politics and their scholarship become ever more perfect.
Their armies are strong, their economics prosper, their territories expand,
Each year more, each month better, each day renewed!
22
Overcome with emotion at the nation’s decay,
I traveled overseas in order to find myself true friends.
Since the golden beaker is chipped, it must be restored,
For the sake of the nation I’ll happily sacrifice my body.
*
Alas for the dangers,
Tossed by the winds:
The many miles of hills and passes I traveled like a man.
Don’t say that there are no heroes among us women:
Night after night on the wall my Dragon Spring cries out!\fn{A conventional name for an exceptionally fine sword}
23
Alas, the most unfair treatment in the entire world is suffered by us, my two hundred million women compatriots. And
this is true from the moment we are born: if you have a good father, things may still be all right, but if your father is a
muddleheaded, unreasonable type, he will only keep shouting:
“What bad luck! Yet another useless one!”
And he will want to snatch you and crush you to death! With the thought constantly in mind of the saying “Later she
will belong to another family,” they will treat you harshly and with disdain. As soon as you are a few years old, they will,
completely ignoring the consequences, take your snow-white and so very tender natural feet and bind them tightly with
white linen—even when you are asleep, you will not be allowed to loosen them even the tiniest bit! Eventually all the
flesh will rot away and the bones will be broken, just so that relatives, friends, and neighbors may say:
“Such-and-such little girl has such tiny feet!”
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And that is not the worst of it! When it comes to selecting a marriage partner, they will completely rely on the words of
two shameless matchmakers. As long as the family of the groom has money and power, they don’t care whether or not he is
sound of body, and without knowing whether the groom’s character is good or bad or whether his scholarship is wideranging, they will agree to the match. When it comes to the day of the wedding, they will force you to sit inside a gaudy red
and green sedan chair, and you will hardly be able to breathe. When you arrive\fn{At the home of the groom} if you have
good fortune from a former life you will be allowed to enjoy it in this life if the fellow is a decent sort, even if he is nothing
special. But if you’ve been married off to a good-for-nothing, all they’ll have to say is:
“That is your bad karma from a former life,” if not:
“That’s just your bad luck.”
If you utter even a few words of complaint or say a few words of reproof to your husband, they’ll change their tune,
and you’ll be beaten and cursed. When outsiders hear about it, they’ll just say:
“She’s stupid and does not understand the Wifely Way.”
Dear listeners, is this not a case of suffering an injustice and having nowhere to lodge a complaint?
There is also still another unfair matter. When a man dies, a woman is forced to dress in mourning for three years,
and she is not allowed to marry again. But when a woman dies, the man may braid a few blue threads into his queue,
but some men find this to be very unattractive and will not even do that. Before their wife has been dead for three days,
they will go out and visit prostitutes, and before the “sevens” are over,\fn{ In Buddhist funerary practice, sutra readings for the
benefit of the soul of the departed were held on every seventh day after death, up until the 49 th day} a new wife will have already entered
the gate.
When High Heaven originally gave birth to humankind, there was no discrimination between men and women. Let
me ask you, if there were no women in this world, who would give birth to man? So why this injustice? Those men
who day in and day out yammer on about “The mind is fair, we should treat people fairly,” why do they treat women as
if they were Negroes from Africa?\fn{The Chinese translation of Uncle Tom’s Cabin had a huge impact on Chinese intellectuals in the first
decade of the 20th century} And how is it that things have become so unfair?
Dear listeners, you have to realize that in this world it does not do to be dependent on others, you must rely on
yourselves! When long ago those rotten Confucians started to spout such nonsense as “Man is lofty, woman lowly,” “In
women a lack of talent makes for virtue,” and “The husband is the yardstick to his wife,” we women should have had
the guts to mobilize our comrades and oppose them. And when the Last Ruler of the Chen dynasty began the practice
of footbinding,\fn{Actually, the beginnings of the custom of footbinding are more comonly traced back to Li Yu, the last ruler of the Southern
Tang dynasty (reigned 961-976AD)} we should have been shamed into raising an army and routing out that villain! But
nothing like that happened—how is it that we bind our own feet whenever someone else wants to shackle our legs?
Men are afraid that if we acquire understanding and knowledge, we will climb up over their heads, and so they do
not allow us to study. Why is it that we obey them and do not oppose them?
It is all because we women have ourselves abdicated our responsibilities. Whatever it was, as soon as we saw that
the men were there to take care of it, we ourselves were content to be lazy and take it easy. If men say we are of no use,
then we are of no use. If men say we are no good, then we are happy to be their slaves and ask no questions as long as
our present comfort is assured. And as we increasingly “enjoy emoluments without meriting them,” we become afraid
that they may not last forever. So as soon as we learn that men are fond of tiny feet, we rush like crazy to bind them, so
that men will be pleased when they see them, and in this way, we hope we can continue to be fed without having to
work. If they don’t want us to learn to read and write, that is an even greater blessing—of course we are all in favor of
it!
Dear listeners, just think it over is there anyone in the entire world who is entitled to enjoy ready-made happiness? Of
course it is the men who have studied, who are learned, who work as hard as they can, and who have all the power, and so
we have become their slaves. And since we are their slaves, of course we suffer oppression! But since we ourselves are to
blame, how can we carry a grudge against others? I myself also feel bad just talking about these things. But you must have
all experienced the same thing, so there is no need for me to elaborate.
But I hope that from now on we sisters will do away with the state of affairs from the past and exert ourselves to
create new circumstances. It is as if we had died and been reborn as human beings. Those of you who are advanced in
years should not say:
“I am old and of no use.”
If you have a good husband who wants to establish a modern school, you should not stop him, and if you have a
worthy son who wants to study overseas, you should not stop him. Those of you in your twenties and thirties who are
wives should not be a millstone around your husbands’ necks, placing all sorts of obstructions in their way and making

1033

it hard for them to succeed in their work or achieve fame. If you have a son, you should send him to a modern school,
and you should do the same with your daughters—and on no account should you bind your daughters’ feet!
As for you young girls, it would be best if you would enroll in a school, but if you cannot go to a modern school,
you should incessantly read books and practice writing at home. You wives of men who are rich or who hold official
posts should urge your husbands to establish modern schools and factories and to take initiatives that will benefit the
common people. You who are married to men without money should support your husbands in their labors and not
spend your days in idleness, dining on unearned food. This is my hope.
Dear listeners, do you realize that our nation is about to perish? Men cannot be sure of their own survival, so how
can we continue to rely on them? If we do not lift ourselves up now, it will truly be too late once the nation has
perished.
Dear listeners, do not let me down!
24
My dearly beloved elders and younger sisters!
Even though I may be a person who lacks great learning, I am someone who most fervently loves the nation and my
compatriots. Isn’t it said that in China now we have four hundred million compatriots? Of those, two hundred million men
have already begun to enter the world of civilization, their knowledge has increased, their experience has been broadened, their
learning has accumulated, and personally they make daily progress, all thanks to the effectiveness of journals [published] in the
past. Now that today they have reached this point, tell me, aren’t they to be envied? That is why people say that journals are the
easiest means by which to expand people's knowledge.
Alas, while these two hundred million men have entered the new world of civilization, my two hundred million women
compatriots remain submerged in the deepest darkness of the eighteenth level of hell, and lack the desire to even clamber up
a single level! They bind their little feet oh-so-tightly, and they comb their little heads until their hair is bright and shiny. In
their hair they stick little flowers and little sprigs, tied together or encased in gold; they wrap their bodies in satins and silks,
embroidered or patterned, and make themselves up with the whitest powder and the reddest rouge. All they know is how to
be dependent on men all of their lives: for their food and clothing they rely entirely on men. They softly and pliantly
please his body, and they suffer his moods in silence. They are incessantly shedding tears, and they spend their lives in
anguish. They are prisoners for their entire lives, and cattle for half.
Let me ask you, my sisters: Have you ever in your life enjoyed the happiness of freedom?
Then there are those women compatriots who are rich and glorious and whose families have many possessions.
They have a hundred slaves and maids at their beck and call. When they leave the house they are both preceded and
followed by a throng of servants: their glory is truly incomparable! When they stay at home, every one of their whims
is obeyed: their power is truly tremendous! They themselves are of the opinion that they are fortunate and that it is
because of what they have earned in a former life that they can now rely on a good husband and lead a life of
enjoynent. Outsiders will also sigh with admiration and envy:
“That lady is lucky!”
“That lady enjoys good fortune!” And they will praise her, exclaiming:
“What glory!”
“What honor!”
But what they do not know is that at home she is always the victim of his rage and always must undergo sufferings.
Those little flowers and little sprigs are best compared to shackles of jade and fetters of gold, and the satins and silks to
ropes of brocade and embroidered sashes that bind one oh-so-tightly! Those slaves and maids are jailers and wardens
that keep one behind bars. And that husband, it goes without saying, is one’s prosecutor and one’s judge. No matter
what his command, one must obey him and him alone.
Let me ask those rich and noble ladies and gentlewomen: although you enjoy a life of luxury, do you have even the
slightest right to independence? In each and every case, men occupy the position of authority and women occupy the
position of slaves. Because they want to depend on others, they themselves do not have the slightest desire for
independence. These prisoners locked up in their inner apartments do not have even the slightest inkling of their own
suffering!
Alas, my sisters, in the myriad countries of the whole globe there is not a single person who would be willingly called a
slave, so why are we sisters so happy to be called such without feeling any shame? You sisters will say:
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“We women are not capable of earning our own money, nor have we acquired any skills, so all our life we are
dependent on our husband for either our glory or our shame. Even if we have to suffer all sorts of troubles, there is nothing
to be done about it, and we must accept it as our fate.”
This talk is truly bereft of courage. In each and every human being, what is to be feared most is a lack of courage. If
you have the courage, you can always find the basis for independence or the training you need in order to earn your
livelihood. At present there are many modem schools for women, and there are also jobs for women. As long as you have
learned a science or a skill, you can become a teacher or start a factory. Of course you can earn your own livelihood!
In this way you will not be a parasite who is a burden on her father, brothers, or husband. In the first place you can
contribute to the household income, and in the second place, you will earn the respect of men. Once you have rid
yourself of the curse of uselessness, you will reap the happiness of freedom. At home you will be welcomed by your
relatives, and outside the home you will benefit from the counsel of friends. Husband and wife will walk hand in hand,
and elder and younger sisters will chat side by side. Quarrels and fights will be a thing of the past. Those whose
ambitions are higher and whose minds are finer may even enjoy a lofty reputation or perform great deeds, such that they
will be praised in China and abroad and revered throughout the land.
Tell me, wouldn’t this beautiful world of civilization be great?
It can’t be true that you, my sisters, are truly happy living the life of cattle and slaves and that you do not long to
free yourselves! If it is, it is only because living in the seclusion of the inner chambers you are unable to learn about
outside affairs, and you do not have any journals that can expand your knowledge and thought. Now, there was a
Journal of Women’s Studies. but for some reason it stopped publication after only a few issues. Nowadays we do have
the Women’s World, but its style is far too abstruse. Since eight or nine out of every ten sisters are illiterate, if a journal
is written in a simple style, it can still be read out to them as vernacular speech, but if the style is too abstruse, they
simply can’t understand it. In editing this China Women’s Journal, I have taken this into consideration and the articles
in the journal will be written in both the classical and the vernacular languages to facilitate its perusal by my sisters.
May this be appreciated as an effort on behalf of my compatriots.
When it comes to publishing a journal, it is of course a much easier job if you have sufficient capital. If you don’t
have the money, you’re bound to encounter all kinds of problems. That is why I wanted to start by raising ten
thousand taël of capital by selling shares,\fn{At $20 a share} so that I could rent a building, install the equipment,
print the journal and edit books, and hire writers, editors, and other staff; and in this way be able to publish the journal
on a regular basis and far into the future.
The China Women’s Journal would truly add luster to my two hundred million women compatriots. It would also
mean that we would not fall behind, that we would be able to establish a basis for ourselves, and in the future
everything would be so much easier. For this reason I published the statutes in the China and the World Daily
Newspaper. I also printed them separately and mailed them to every modern school for women, so I am quite sure
that you, my sisters, must have seen them. But quite a few days have passed, and apart from a few people who have
purchased a few shares, no one has even made any inquiries. From this, one can also imagine the situation of our
women’s world! It really pains my heart to think of this!
In speaking of this, tears come to my eyes, pain grips my heart, and the brush falls from my hand. Under these
circumstances, wouldn’t it be better not to publish the China Women’s Journal? But, then again, I cannot bear to see my
beloved sisters forever buried in this hell, which is why I could not but scrape together a little money, and with my
blood and tears produce this lithographic paper for my sisters to read. Even though today the first issue has appeared,
and I will do my best to produce the next one, the expenses are really a problem.
As with all things under heaven, what a single person finds difficult to accomplish is easily brought to completion
by a collective effort. If there are enthusiastic sisters who are willing to join with me in this venture, that would be the
best thing that could happen to the China Women’s Journal.
207.77 Address To The Political Consultative Conference\fn{by Shen Chun-ju (1875-after 1946)} Kashing, Chekiang
Province, China (M) 1
The Political Consultative conference is opened today. This is an event receiving the attention not only of the
people throughout China but also of the whole world. On behalf of the representatives of the China Democratic
League at this Conference, I make it known to the conference first of all that we will share in sincerity, frankness
and impartiality the important and heavy responsibility with all members of the Conference. Since the aim of this
Conference is for the national peace and democracy, I wish to offer on the art of the representatives as well as my
own, my humble opinions with regard to this aim.
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Peace and democracy must side with each other and are dependent upon each other. But, in point of
precedence, in order to achieve democracy, we must achieve peace first. Today in the chairman’s speech we are
made to know that the peace conversations have come to a successful conclusion. This is really a piece of happy
tidings to the whole nation.
Although the majority of the members attending this Conference are Party representatives, I am convinced that
they all believe the aim of this Conference is not for the interests of the Parties, but for those of the people of the
whole nation. No matter how different are the views of the members, they are in common in their aim for striving
the internal peace and democracy. This is our first appeal today.
As to democracy, what the masses of China solicit today is the elementary and basic rights of freedom as a
man. But they want freedom not in words and on paper but in deeds. After the eight years of war, the people have
been driven from their homes, which were devastated. The majority of them are going without food, clothing and
shelter. It is against the conscience of all political parties to engage in hostilities and struggle for power when the
pressing questions now confronting the people of the whole nation are still not solved. It is our humble opinion
that at present, rehabilitation and relief problems are more than the stipulation and implementation of the
constitution of China.
I wish to tackle these problems first with you all. Other matters such as the political democracy, the
formulation of a common platform, the convocation of the People’s National Assembly, and the implementation
of the constitution are also immediate problems to be dealt with if the country is to put on its normal track. In
working for a solution of the problems, the China Democratic League stresses on the following points:
Firstly, nothing should be done which are contrary to the popular aspirations of the people;
Secondly, we should not disappoint the goodwill of our Ally in rendering us assistance;
Thirdly, in carrying out the programs we must be sincere and abiding.
As to details for solving these problems, we wish that impartial and rational results will be reached through
mutual concession and understanding. In short; the participants in this meeting today will discharge their
obligations to those who sacrificed themselves during the last War by establishing permanent peace and laying the
foundation for the real democracy for the country.
1876

195.59 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Hsü T’ê-li (1876- )} nr. Changsha, Hunan Province, China (M) 1
I was born in 1876 near Changsha, in Hunan, of a family with only four children—myself, my older brother,
my sister, and my younger brother. My father was half-farmer, half-coolie, and was illiterate. With fifty dollars
that he had saved he bought a piece of land and began frming.
I studied Chinese in an old-fashioned classical school from the age of nine until I was fifteen. At sixteen I
became a teacher in a classical school. The fee I charged was only one dollar a year, my food being supplied from
home. I taught in this manner until I was twenty-nine, then I entered Hunan Normal School in Changsha. After
graduating I became a teacher of mathematics in a girls’ higher primary and middle school.
Then, at thirty-two, I went to Shanghai and studied at the Kiangsu Educational Council. I also studied Japanese
and went to Japan to investigate educational systems in Japan for a Changsha school. After staying only a month
and a half, I returned to Chang-sha, and taught eight years more. I was principal and taught in a girls’ middle
school, and also taught in a normal school where Mao Tse-tung was one of my students.
I was forty-three in 1919 when I went to France with the “Work and Study”\fn{ The popular term for students who
went to France during the labor shortage after World War I and worked to support themselves and pay for their education while studying
abroad} students. There I had a job as a metal worker and studied a year at Lyons, afterward studying three years at

the University of Paris. I taught mathematics to Chinese students to earn my way, preparing them for college. This
and savings from my teaching at Chang-sha and from my work at Lyons enabled me to go to the university. I
studied French, but with difficulty, learning only two words a day at first. Finally I went to Germany for six
months and in 1923 returned to China, where I established two normal schools at Changsha.
At the time of K’ang Yu-wei, I sympathized with the Reform Movement. Later I began to read Sun Yat-sen’s
articles in the Min Pao and changed my opinion, sympathizing with revolution. I joined the T’ung Meng Hui in
Changsha in 1911, becoming a progressive after my visit to Shanghai and Japan. Upon my return to Changsha in
1923, I became active in the Kuomintang and participated in the 1925-27 revolution. I joined the Communist

1036

party after the counterrevolution in 1927 and went to Moscow, where I studied for two years at Sun Yat-sen
University.
In 1930 I returned to China and went to the soviet districts. There I became assistant commissioner of
education under Ch’ii Ch’iu-po. When he was killed by the Kuomintang in 1935, I became commissioner. I was
fifty-nine during the Long March but my health is good—except for one missing tooth. I was married to a slave
girl in my home, and we had four children, one son dying. I do not know where my wife is now. My daughter was
arrested in Shanghai for putting up a revolutionary poster. I have not seen any of my family since 1927.
I cut off the end of my finger during the dynasty and wrote a manifesto ip blood against the nationalization of
railways! At fifty I wanted to join the Communist Party—I had been on that side during the 1925-27 period but I
was afraid the Party would not accept me because I was already too old. I was in Changsha in 1927 and, since I
was already committed to Communist ideas, I had to live in hiding.
One day the Party secretary met me, said he knew my history well, and asked if I wanted to join. I was very
much pleased and said that I would if the Party had any use for an old man like me.
I first read Marx in Kautsky’s version while in Europe and didn’t like it, though I did not know then that
Kautsky was a reformist. I did not have much use for parliaments or the parliaments of nations. I had been a
member of the Hunan provincial parliament in the early days of the republic and knew how much corruption
could exist. I did not believe in Marxism until 1925, when I read Stalin’s Problems of Leninism. This influenced
me decisively. I have written many textbooks for use in the schools, and some of them are still being used by the
Kuomintang, though I have outgrown those old ideas. I have written many articles on education, revolution, mass
culture, and Latinized Chinese. My job has been as Commissioner of Education.
181.76 An Autobiographical Statement\fn{by “a refined Chinese girl” (1876- )} Canton, Guangdong Province, China
(F) 1
I am sixteen years old; was born in Canton. My father died when I was two years old, and left my mother and
me and a little brother with no one to support us. My mother worked hard as a seamstress, and 1 helped her when
1 got older.
When 1 was fifteen years of age arrangements were made for my marriage, and I was betrothed to a man in
Hong Kong. I did not see him, as according to Chinese custom we do not see each other. This was on the tenth
day of the tenth Chinese month of last year.
On the first day of the eleventh month he came up to Canton again with a woman. He sent the woman to see
me and to tell me to get ready to go down to Hong Kong with him. I told him that I must wait till my mother came
home before deciding. She urged me to go at once, as my husband was waiting.
I went reluctantly, but I thought she spoke true. We went down on the steamship Hankow. She took me to a
house, where we had a room together; but I saw nothing of the man who was to be my husband. After six days the
woman left me in charge of a man, who said I had not got to my husband yet, and that I should have to go on a
steamer a few days’ journey before I saw him. I did not know who the man was. They said I was going to
California.
We went on board the steamship Belgic. When we got to Japan I found we did not get off the steamer, but went
on; then I cried to go back to my mother. I cried all the way over.
There was a man on board who all the time was teaching me what to say. He coaxed me to be quiet, and told
me I would have a rich husband and a fine time in California.
He said I was to say I had been to California before, and had left a year ago. He said I was to tell them my
husband was a ladies’ bootmaker living on Jackson Street near Dupont, and told me if I made any mistake in my
words, and made any fuss, there would be a foreign devil come and take me away to the devil prison, and I should
never see my husband.
On the third day of the twelfth month I arrived in San Francisco; but it was not before the sixth of that month
that I came ashore. On that day a white man came to where I was and called out my name and gave me a white
paper, and I went on shore and they measured me.\fn{ Probably to see if she fits the physical age of the woman she claims to
be} Then 1 got into a hack with one white man and one Chinaman, and they took me to a house near the court.
I was there for several days. I answered all the questions satisfactorily. I swore that my husband lived here, and
that I had come to join him. I went again in two or three days till it was all over, and they let me go.
I went back to a family house; and the next day a slaveholder came to see me, and asked me if I would like to
go with her and be willing to go to a house of ill-repute. I indignantly refused, and said I was going to be married
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in a few days. Then I got suspicious and began to cry; but they told me not to fear, that I was going to a nice place,
and would have plenty of food and fine clothes and jewelry, and go to the theater and have a nice time.
I cried very much, but it was of no use. The man who brought me over said I must go, and so the money was
paid and I was brought. One thousand five hundred and thirty dollars were paid for me. I saw the money paid, and
I was taken on the twenty-sixth of last month of last year and placed in her den.
They forced me to do their bidding, but I cried and resisted. I did not want to lead this life. They starved me for
days, tying me where food was almost in reach of me, which looked so good. Then they beat me time and time
[again], and threatened to kill me if I did not behave right. I heard of the Mission, and I waited my opportunity to
run, and so I escaped.
204.104 Excerpts from Autobiography Of Ouchu At Fifty\fn{by Mu Xiangyue (1876-1943)} Shanghai, Jiangsu
Province, China (M) 3
After obtaining the doctor’s permission to land,\fn{When his ship arrived at San Francisco, Mu was forbidden to disembark
because the doctor suspected that he had an infectious eye disease. He was kept on board for several days in the fear of being sent back.
The problem was solved when he was given some simple medication } I picked up my bags and disembarked with a light
heart. When I looked around me, there was no one that I knew. I stood at the pier not knowing what to do. After
some time, a Westerner walked up to me and asked:
“Where are you heading?”
“The Golden Gate Hotel,” I replied. Having heard on board that this was an inexpensive hotel, I thought I
would stay there for the time being. The man said,
“The Golden Gate Hotel is quite a distance from here. With all that luggage, you’d better go in a carriage.”
And so I asked him to hire one for me. Soon I saw a carriage manned by two drivers wearing top hats and
drawn by two horses coming towards me. I was dressed in a black woollen suit that was deeply creased because it
had not been pressed for days, and it made me feel ashamed. The driver asked loudly: “Who wants a carriage?”
but I dared not speak up even when he repeated the question several times. The Westerner who hired it for me
then came forward and said, “It’s for this gentleman,” and helped me get in. Under his black hat, the driver’s face
reminded me of his Chinese counterpart in the Warring States period who had to drive the dwarf Yan
Ying\fn{Prime Minister of the Qi State in the 5 th century BC and author of the Yanzi chunqiu, Yan Ying was looked down upon by
everyone, including servants, because of his short stature, until he won the trust of Duke Jing of Qi } around. He cracked his whip to
hurry the horses on, and so we proudly drove towards the Golden Gate Hotel.
On arrival, I got off the carriage and went in to book a room. After that, a servant came up to lead me to a lift.
Not knowing what the thing was, I hesitated and did not enter, whereupon the servant took me by the arm and led
me inside. The engine moved, and suddenly we were going up in the air. I was deeply surprised. When I entered
my room, the blinds were drawn, but with a slight movement on my part they suddenly rolled up. It took some
close examination before I found out how this worked. I was most impressed by the Westerners’ innovation and
skills, which they use in the production of clever and wonderful items for daily use, thus allowing the general
public to enjoy the material benefits of civilization. This thought reminded me of our own countrymen’s
conservatism and the backwardness of our manufactured products. I am ashamed to think that we have not seen
progress for several thousands of years.
Before I came to America I often had Western meals in China, which usually consisted of soup, fish, two or
three dishes of meat and eggs, followed by cakes and coffee.\fn{ Similar dinner menus are found in late-Manchu fiction,
which shows that Western restaurants in Shanghai were probably run on Sinicized lines } I thought things worked the same way in
the United States. When dinner time came, I went to the hotel restaurant and ordered a soup, a fish, two meat
dishes including a steak, and cakes. The waiter first brought me the soup in a small bowl, followed by two whole
fish, each over a foot long. I was flabbergasted. These two dishes were more than enough for me, so I
immediately told the waiter I did not want the other dishes. The waiter replied that all the dishes I had ordered had
been prepared, and that they were very good. He suggested that I should sample more of them.
I figured that the meal would cost me more than two US dollars, which was the amount I spent on food for a
whole month in China. It was indeed the height of extravagance. Since I had ordered all those dishes, I would
have to pay for them whether I ate them or not, so I gave my appetite full rein and sampled the food slowly until I
was full.
When dinner was over, I went out for a walk in order to help my digestion. Since I had only just arrived, I did
not know the surroundings, and there was no one to guide me. Worried that I might get lost, I just walked straight
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ahead, not daring to take any turnings. I guess such situations are common for unseasoned travellers who are on
their own and far away from home.
*
After starting college, the subject to which I paid the most attention was English, for if one’s English were not
fluent, one would not be able to express one’s thoughts clearly, and similarly would not be able to learn much. In
that case how could one deal with different situations and demands? I therefore asked the English teacher Mr.
Manchester to introduce someone to tutor me outside the college. Mr. Manchester then introduced me to a Miss
Flinn, who became my English tutor. While the practice of hiring an outside tutor was common in Europe, it
wasn’t so in the United States. In my case, however, I benefited hugely from this arrangement.
*
At that time I was living in the home of an Englishman called Fletcher. Mr. Fletcher was a carpenter. His wife
was young, very good-looking and refined. They had one son and one daughter. Mr. Fletcher was a most diligent
worker who left for work early in the morning and came back late. Aside from occasionally attending the
meetings of the labour union, he spent every day at his home and workplace, and never went anywhere else.
His wife got up early each day to prepare breakfast. When her husband had finished the morning meal, she had
his lunch ready in a small basket which Fletcher took with him to the workshop. They had four or five students as
tenants, and the mistress of the house personally attended to their bedrooms, including washing the floor, so the
house was very clean and tidy. In handling the housework and bringing up the children she was thorough and well
organized. From morning to night she was always hard at work. When I saw the amount of work she had to do, I
frequently consoled her over it. She would smile and reply,
“I’m not tied down by the work. I just treat it as a form of exercise to improve my health.”
Every evening when Fletcher was due to return home, the mistress of the house, having finished all the
housework, dressed up to wait for her husband to come back for dinner. In the early days I found this somewhat
surprising, but after I had spent some time in the US I realized that this was the norm for European and American
families. This further confirmed my belief that a well-regulated family life was the basis for a well-governed
nation.
Family life in China is just the opposite. Before the husband achieves success, a couple may still have the
pleasure of spending time together. As soon as the husband becomes successful, however, he is away from home
from morning to night, and spends hardly any time with his wife.
There are also those who indulge in sensual pleasures without any regard for their wives. When I observed
such an amiable family as the Fletchers, a sense of shame came over me. However, the blame for creating the
unfortunate family situation in China cannot be put on the men alone; the women also have their share of
responsibility. They need to look into the proper methods of household administration as well as how they behave
toward their husband.
*
The next spring\fn{1910} I was still supporting myself financially in my studies, and my resources were very
limited. Yet I felt I had to put up a good front socially. Once I went dancing with a woman classmate. After
handing in the entrance fee of two and a half dollars, I only had fifteen cents left in my pocket. I thought that if I
spent the money on a tram-ride home, I would have had to starve the next day. So I did all I could to delay our
departure from the dance, until it was after midnight and the trams had stopped running. The two of us had to
walk home. On the way, the girl asked me,
“How old are you?” I smiled and said,
“What d’you think? Let’s see if you guess right.” She said,
“You’re around twenty, aren’t you?” I laughed and replied,
“I’m only nineteen.” In fact I was then thirty-five years old. When my fellow students learned about this the
next morning, they all had a hearty laugh over it. …
*
The day after the dance, I had practically no money left but was reluctant to ask my friends for a loan. I figured
that if I received a remittance within a few days the trouble would be over. So I went out in the morning to buy a
loaf of bread, took it back to my lodgings, and had bread with cold water. It was actually quite tasty. Lunch and
dinner were seen to in the same manner. The next day I bought another loaf of bread, and had my meals as before.
My landlady was very observant. When she saw what I had been eating for two consecutive days, and that I
had not gone out at all, she thought I was ill, and knocked on my door to find out. I told her that I had been
studying too hard and had lost my appetite, so I was not eating regularly. That evening, before dinner time, my
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landlady invited me to take tea with her. Since I had been eating nothing but plain bread I thought it would be nice
to have a change, so I accepted her invitation with delight. I ate my fill, went to bed on a full stomach and slept
most pleasantly.
When I woke up it was already late in the morning. On the third day I only had five cents left. I bought a loaf
of bread as before, which was to see me through the day. At dinner time, someone suddenly came and knocked on
my door with some urgency. As I was afraid that I’d be seen eating plain bread, I had locked my door. Now I
quickly hid the bread before I opened the door.
My guest turned out to be Mr. He Linyi. He had come to see how I was because my fellow students had not
seen me for three days. As soon as he entered my room, he asked why I had not shown up in the canteen for three
days. I told him that I was eating elsewhere, but he did not believe me. He then asked me why I had locked my
door. I said I had already gone to bed.
And now Mr. He was looking into my drawer. When he saw the bread, he raised a commotion. As I couldn’t
hide the truth any more I told him my problem. Mr. He smiled and left. After a short time, he returned with other
students to see me, and they each gave me a cheque, some for ten dollars, others for five. As I felt that such tokens
of friendship were not to be rejected, I accepted them with a smile. A couple of weeks later my remittance came,
and I repaid the debt.
*
After the summer vacation, I started my apprenticeship on a farm. I had an agreement with the farmer that I
would work for seven hours every day before the noon hour, and would study in the afternoon. My wages would
go towards bed and board so we’d be even. The farmer had 200 acres of land (the equivalent of 1,200 mu),
comprising fields, orchards, vegetable patches and grazing land. There were dozens of cows on the farm, and
quite a large number of chickens and pigs as well.
I got up at 4:30 every morning and started work at 5 a.m. Whether it was milking, gathering fruit, tilling the
fields, feeding the animals or cleaning out the muck, I worked the same way as the others, and just as hard. It was
very hot in the period after noon, so I used to take a nap. At 3 p.m. I would start studying, and would continue for
three to four hours. In the evenings I talked to experienced farmers about all sorts of things, and the conversations
were most interesting.
When I had first arrived, I felt that seven hours of work was exhausting, but after ten days or so I did not feel
tired any more; the work had become enjoyable. Not only did my health improve, but my appetite got bigger as
well.
The farmers in America all work on a large scale, each owning an average of 100 or 200 acres. Since the
United States is a new country, the population was still rather sparse some half a century ago, and the government
adopted the policy of enlisting farmers to turn the wilderness into agricultural land. Each European who expressed
a wish to be naturalized as an American citizen at the law courts was granted 200 acres of land at a very low price.
This led to a population explosion and a corresponding boom in agriculture.
When the railway linking the east and west coasts of America was completed, various branch railways were
also constructed. The ease of transportation led to flourishing industrial and commercial enterprises and even
greater development in agriculture. When I was in the United States, I found out that this government policy was
still in force. However, since the best agricultural land had been claimed by the early immigrants, there were no
longer large tracts of fertile land available, only desert areas unsuitable for farming. This particular government
policy was the foundation of the common citizen’s wealth.
Farm work was all done by machines. In cases of large machines which not every family could afford, several
farms would group together and propose that the richest one made the purchase while the others would rent the
machine from him. The winnowing machine was an example of the rental machines. When the wheat was ready
for harvest, farmers within a particular area would decide on a schedule for winnowing, and each farm would take
its turn to work on the specified days. If it happened to rain, their allocated days were postponed accordingly.
When family A was doing the winnowing, all the others came to their assistance. Whether it was harvesting,
driving, working at the winnowing machine or seeing to the engine, everyone had an allocated position. They all
gave their best, working together in harmony and orderliness. The host’s only obligation was to supply good food.
When it was the turn of families B, C or D, the arrangement remained the same.
If one farmer had more land than the others, there was still no need for him to pay wages; he would just work
out the manpower spent on his farm and repay in kind. The farmers all believed in mutual assistance and there
was never any occasion to quarrel. As each family had large tracts of land and there was a considerable distance
between their homes, they all worked conscientiously, relying on the land, their own diligence and their
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knowledge to reap the rewards of Nature and contribute to the strength of their country. There was much
intercourse between the families. Indeed, one felt that outside of the cities it was a vast, blessed land that knew no
sorrow.
73.61 & 197.16 & 204.33 A. So Near, So Far B. Excerpt from Reminiscences A. Excerpt from Memoirs Of
Bracelet Shadow Chamber\fn{by Bao Tianxiao [Pao T’ien-hsiao] (1876-1973)} Soochow, Wu County, Jiangsu Province,
China (M) 21
A
Ling Zhuoru, a journalist in the editorial room of the Times, called himself a nocturnal animal. He did all his
work at night, usually arriving at the news office after it got dark and not starting for home until dawn.
A free spirit, he was nonetheless dedicated to his job. Each day he would scrutinize the drafts of the articles
one by one, deciding which to reject or print, which to bring out in bold or reduced type, which to put on the front
or back pages. There was also the matter of subtitles below the headlines. Some were necessary and others whimsical, put in to catch the readers’ attention and perhaps inject a bit of humor into otherwise somber and boring
news accounts.
Now and then Zhuoru would write a piece of social commentary on his own. It was always something spontaneous and timely, unlike so many such pieces that could have been published last month or next month, or pieces
on academics, art, or literature, which would not be affected by delays. The commentaries he wrote were all based
on the crucial news of the day. As a journalist, he considered it his natural responsibility to express views on
matters of national import.
For all these reasons, he could not but bury himself from dusk to dawn under a pile of paper in the editorial
room, living a life of red pencils and black ink, scissors and paste. He was, moreover, a combination of boldness
and fastidiousness, never relaxing even after the type was set and the galleys made up. Only when the presses
began to rumble did he feel a sense of relief. At first light, after all, the papers had to reach the hands of the
readers; any delay would put the operation behind.
So Ling Zhuoru never set out for home before the first light of day, never before the sky to the east had already
begun to pale. Wouldn’t this kind of life—up one long night after another—be draining on him? At thirty-something, he still had the vigor of youth. Yet walking out of the office this time, he did look somewhat worn down.
Because of his tight budget, he could not afford taking taxis, and so he started for home in the pedicab he
hailed at the curb outside the entrance. At that hour the street lamps were still lit, throwing their faded, depressing
light on the pedestrians. Vegetable vendors on their way to neighborhood markets were out in droves, riding in
rickshaws loaded fore and aft with baskets full of greens in varying hues. One little cart had in it a couple of
shaved pig carcasses, heads missing, fresh from the slaughterhouse and about to satisfy a horde of carnivores. The
pedicab went past a small house alongside the road, from which dim lamplight was visible. The whimpers of an
infant at the breast and a mother’s loving pats and sleepy lullaby that emerged would have been enough to touch
anyone’s heart:
Ling Zhuoru, you see, had a twenty-six-year-old wife as well as a daughter not quite three. When he heard the
sounds from that little dwelling, he naturally thought of his own. He was only renting the front apartment in someone’s three-story building to house his family. But even a place like that had not been easily gotten. He had
exhausted every effort, accumulated a ton of IOU’s, and paid out not a little cash before he succeeded.
Even though the place took up only a part of one story, it was bright and open. The balcony in front was nice
for catching a breeze or looking out into the distance. The bathroom in back had all the fixtures. It was just that
there was no kitchen. But then the family was not large and they could make do with a stove and a few cooking
utensils placed next to the sunny area at the top of the stairs. Though the furnishings were spare, the apartment
was neat and orderly and included a small desk and bookshelf. Suffice it to say that their little haven was adequate
to accommodate normal daily living, including eating, sleeping, and studying.
Ling Zhuoru’s wife, Shen Xiaoyin, was a senior high school graduate. While a schoolgirl, she had been considered pretty. For almost four years now, she had been married to Ling; their much-beloved angel of a daughter,
the delicate and precious little Peipei, was not yet three. In addition to the three of them, there was Goldie, a
servant girl hired from the countryside, who had just turned twelve.
At a time when those who worked in the cultural sphere were so poorly compensated, Ling Zhuoru’s salary
was not really sufficient to maintain the family. So his wife had made up her mind to find a job in order to supple-
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ment their income. As a good, educated wife, she had hoped to keep up a decent front both inside and outside the
home, to not appear shabby. Their little daughter, especially, ought to be well-dressed enough to look pleasant.
But with the current high cost of everything, her husband simply could not take care of such matters himself. His
wife, therefore, had had to act boldly, to seek out ways and means on her own.
Through her efforts as well as through the strong recommendation of a former schoolmate, she had landed a
job as a bookkeeper for a certain firm. This, though, brought on difficulties. First, what was she to do with Peipei?
She definitely could not bring her to work. But if she left her at home, Goldie could never manage. Have Peipei’s
father take care of her? That would of course be best. But her father usually slept until the afternoon after
returning in the early morning. Having worked hard all night, he had to have time to recover. How could she bear
to have him bothered?
Second, she had always been the cook. Even though Ling Zhuoru slept on till later in the day, she had always
been able to have a solid meal ready for him when he got up. Who would fix the food for him now? Twelve-yearold Goldie could never take on the responsibility. Nor could he cook for himself. Shen Xiaoyin was again thrown
into a quandary.
To Ling Zhuoru, getting food was not a problem. He only ate one meal—lunch—at home, and all the others at
the office. If he had to, he could just buy anything cooked, some bread, and muddle through. The problem with
the child, however, was clearly serious. Even though he could get up in the afternoons and play with her, what
would they do with her in the mornings? With her mother away, caring for her would indeed become a problem;
therefore he thought that for the sake of the little one, he would rather his wife turn down the job.
His wife did not agree, however. It didn’t matter that she had put forth so much effort. But she had asked a
favor and gotten the opportunity only through someone’s kind recommendation. If she were to give it up after all
this, how could she face that person? Getting a job in such times was no easy matter. If she didn’t take it then, she
could never bring herself to ask for help again. She was nothing if not determined. Within three days she’d found
a nursery school not far from their home. What made it so satisfactory for her was the fact that the place was run
by another former classmate, someone who later specialized in childhood education in teacher-training school.
There could be no better solution. So the matter was settled: Peipei was to go there in the mornings and be picked
up in the evenings.
On the way to work each morning, Shen Xiaoyin took Peipei to the nursery school and brought her home at
nightfall. At first, the child was shy about the unfamiliar situation, but she adjusted in a couple of days. The
problem of Ling Zhuoru’s meals was also solved. She began by teaching Goldie the proper proportion of water
and grain to cook rice. During the winter she would fix dishes the night before, and in the summer, in the mornings. Sometimes she’d buy a bit of ready-made food as supplement. It was only one meal, after all; she always
came up with a way to provide it. A few days of experimenting and everything began to go smoothly. She was
able to go off to work free of worries about home.
As a young couple, they should have been sharing a bed. But each day Ling Zhuoru never got back much
before sunrise. If he even puttered around a little, bright daylight would be upon them. His wife had always risen
early; she could hardly have done otherwise since all youngsters seem to follow the same pattern. They never fail
to wake up at the crack of dawn and to be utterly unwilling to go back to sleep after that. They would squeal and
coo at you, tell you things, or else start to gurgle some tune. If you tried to ignore them, they’d scratch your nose
with their little hands, or pucker up their tiny lips to kiss your cheeks. Peipei, at least, always behaved that way.
So I ask you: could her mother have been able to remain in bed through all this?
Whenever Ling Zhuoru came home from work and got into bed, his wife would be about to get up. So even
though we can say that they shared a bed, there was little substance to the sharing. They were more like the Orion
and Lucifer constellations, which never come into direct contact with each other. Still, young couple that they
were, they could not very well toss aside their natural feelings for each other. Sometimes Ling Zhuoru would want
his wife to dally a few moments before jumping up. But just to enjoy those moments, she would first have to take
Peipei elsewhere so that they would not be interrupted. As she was being carried away, Peipei would invariably
want her mother to remain with her. Once she began to cry, her mother would become distraught. Whatever
romantic mood they might have been in would by then be dissipated.
After some time, his wife bought a twin bed and moved it into the room.
“Peipei and I can sleep together on the smaller bed from now on,” she said. “When you come home, just get
into the larger one. It’s more convenient that way, more comfortable for you.”
The idea of sleeping in a separate bed from his wife bothered Ling Zhuoru. But since she had gone this far, he
could hardly object. Then a thought occurred to him: Why couldn’t they switch? It wasn’t as if the beds were
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divided by some kind of iron curtain. Getting the smaller one was rather like annexing a satellite nation or gaining
another colony. Nothing was wrong with that.
“You two go ahead and take the larger bed,” he said. “I would rather be in the little one. After all, there are two
of you and I am by myself. That way, I won’t be disturbing your sleep when I come home.”
So the matter was considered settled. When the person on the smaller bed came to the bigger one on occasion,
the person there did not really object. The territorial boundary was, after all, not so clearly defined. But from the
time his wife took her new post on the larger bed, he on the small one had even fewer opportunities to invade. Just
think about it: everyone at her job had to sign in by the start of the work day at eight. The list was taken away
after fifteen minutes. Tardiness was duly recorded; salary was deducted from occasional transgressors, demerits
given to habitual ones. No matter what, therefore, she had to be there on time each morning.
To make sure, she was up no later than six, getting dressed, dressing Peipei, eating breakfast, fixing her
husband’s lunch, and getting Peipei to nursery school—all before getting herself to work. Were she like those socalled modern young ladies of Shanghai, just combing her hair and washing her face in the morning would take as
much as three hours. Then again, the distance from her house to her office was considerable. When the tram or
bus became overly crowded on occasion, she would have to get a rickshaw. Even then she might run into traffic
jams on the way. The pressure on her was quite extreme.
There were days when Shen Xiaoyin was up a little after five. At that hour in the winter, the sky would not
even have brightened and she would have to turn on the lights. Sometimes Ung Zhuoru would already be home.
But he was nothing but a bookworm, hardly any help. Sometimes he would already be asleep by the time his wife
got up. She would tiptoe around, not daring to speak above a whisper, concerned that her husband not be
disturbed. She knew that he would be exhausted from a night of hard work. Peipei would be stopped short in her
singing with a “Hush! Don’t wake your father!”
*
Ling Zhuoru came home early from the newspaper one day, at about four in the morning. It was at the onset of
winter, around the end of the tenth lunar month, when the air had gotten more and more nippy. Having been out in
the cold night wind, he was inevitably a bit stiff and numb. He had a key to the back door and usually let himself
in that way after tiptoeing lightly up the stairs to his apartment on the third floor.
The heater was not lit. But coming in from the wintry blasts outside, he could immediately feel a flow of warm
air caressing his cheeks and his limbs. A bulb of just ten lumens was turned on in the room, but to him everything
appeared exceptionally bright. He let out a breath. Back now in his happy little nest, he seemed to have purged
what he had just been writing about—the Soviet-American cold war, the atrocities of the hot struggle between
Nationalists and Communists—from the recesses of his mind.
His wife, he saw, was sleeping with the covers over her face, a mass of wavy hair laid out like loose clouds on
the snow-white pillow. In her arms she held Peipei tightly; Peipei, her cheeks red as apples, hugged her mother
around the neck, her head nestled into a space next to her mother’s. He could not restrain himself from lightly
kissing his wife’s hair, and then Peipei’s face. Neither of them awoke. His wife merely turned her head ever so
slightly, and Peipei pursed her lips; they were both fast asleep. He had an impulse to flip over the covers and join
them. But to stick his icy body into their warm little world would surely startle them out of their sweet slumber. In
less than an hour, they would have to be up. He’d better not disturb them.
He quietly took himself to the other bed. In almost no time, he could hear Peipei’s high-pitched chatter even as
he was drifting off. His wife, too, must already be up and about. Peipei left her bed and was about to go visit her
father when her mother stopped her with “Don’t wake your dad!” It wasn’t long before the room fell silent and he
sensed that they'd both left.
By the time ling Zhuoru woke up, it was already past noon. At about two he had his midday meal, with Goldie
waiting on him and clearing away the dishes afterward. This was the daily routine. His leisure time followed, the
usual time for him to rest, smoke, read, or write letters. It occurred to him that he had recently had very little
opportunity to converse with his wife, and he deeply regretted the situation. Then a different thought came. Other
loving couples have had to be separated, to spend a considerable amount of time apart from each other. But the
two of them were living together, or at least appeared to be so. Those who had to be far away could communicate
through letters; lovers who were apart could at least write love letters to each other. “Haven’t my wife and I done
that in the past?” he thought. “So why shouldn’t I give it a try?” Then he picked up a pen and began to write:
My love!
When I returned in the wee hours this morning, I felt a warmth engulfing me as soon as I entered our home and
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thought about the preciousness of familial love. I came up to your bed, saw that you were fast asleep, and kissed your
hair and Peipei’s face. Funny, neither of you seemed to have felt it. I didn’t want to disturb you, to stick my icy body
under your warm covers. So I very quietly and stealthily crept into my own cold bed.
I don’t dare hold any resentment toward you, or any jealousy toward Peipei. In my heart, I am simply sorry that I, a
man, could not take care of you, but must make you run out at dawn, not to return before dusk. You’ve had to rush off
no matter the weather or season, to sign in here and sign out there. And darling little Peipei has had to have her
upbringing put into someone else’s hands. This has saddened me. As the ancients put it, life’s joyful fulfillment consists
of “looking after one’s wife on the one hand, and raising one’s children on the other.” This may seem to be common
sense on first consideration. But as I think about it now, to be able to do that is to be truly blessed
Your Zhuoru

He put the note in an envelope and wrote Dear Xiaoyin on it. Then he sealed it and put it on the small desk.
“When the mistress gets home, let her see this letter;” he told Goldie before leaving the house.
By the time Xiaoyin got home, darkness had already descended. The days being short in early winter, the
streets were already lit up everywhere. She had to prepare dinner as soon as she got home. Peipei’s eyes clouded
over and her eyelids were beginning to droop right after she was fed. In the middle of this, Goldie suddenly
remembered.
“Ma’am! When the master was leaving, he said there was a letter for you on the desk.”
“Where’s it from?” She had Peipei in her arms and was speaking with divided attention.
“No. The master wrote it to you. I saw him write it,” said Goldie.
Xiaoyin was a bit baffled. She quickly put Peipei down and ran over to the desk. Sure enough, there was the
letter, placed squarely on the top. The Dear Xiaoyin on the envelope was unmistakably Zhuoru’s handwriting.
She became apprehensive. They lived in the same place, slept in the same room. Why had he written her a letter?
Was it something important, something he didn’t care to say to her face? Was that why he had written it? Her
hands were trembling as she ripped open the envelope, took out the sheet inside, and read it through without
taking a breath. Nothing important was in it. Was it maybe his way of venting his spleen after his affections were
ignored? It was kind of funny, she thought, for him to get his bookish dander up like that. Why write some letter
and scare the daylights out of her? Yet she could not help reading it over, and then over again. She folded it and
put it back into the envelope, but then took it out to read it once more. All told, she read it seven times. She might
have laughed at her husband’s weird behavior at first, but the words in the letter somehow came to touch her heart
—each, in fact, burning an indelible mark into it.
“What are you looking at, mommy?” Peipei was wagging her mother’s knee back and forth.
“I’m reading your daddy’s letter.” She reached out to pick her up and place her on her knee.
“I want my daddy. I want daddy to carry Peipei!” the child shouted out.
It was not easy to calm her down and get her to fall asleep. After that, Shen Xiaoyin looked the letter over one
more time before settling herself under an electric light and taking pen and paper to write a reply:
Zhuoru, my husband,
I am touched by the letter you left me. Because both of us try to fulfill all our duties at work, we are like Yin and
Xing, the rival concubines of the Han Martial Emperor: we seem to avoid each other even though we live under the
same roof. I am greatly saddened by this. When you returned in the wee hours, coming in from chilling winds of
winter, Peipei and I were already in the sweet realm of deep slumber. Considering your cold and our warmth, I feel that
we were really too selfish. By caressing us without waking us, you showed your selfless love, and I am moved to tears.
Your letter said that I live too hard a life, rushing off at dawn and not returning till dusk. The truth is my life has not
been at all hard. We both do our jobs, our consciences are clear, we are good to each other: there is great hap- piness in
all this. We are moreover still young, not dependent on anyone. So what is so bad about having to suffer through some
difficult days? For Peipei’s sake, I was somewhat concerned in the beginning. Now I see that the nursery school is a
good one, and the people there all adore her: So I don’t worry about that anymore. Do you want me to be some
contented housewife, a woman who spends her time in her room primping? I don’t think you could ever hold me in
such low regard. You said that you don’t dare become jealous of Peipei. What a dope you can be! I could never take
love away from you to give to Peipei. I adore Peipei. I also adore you. Oh, husband of mine. When you say things like
this, you break my heart.
Your loving wife

She, too, slipped her letter into an envelope and placed it on the desk-exactly where Ling Zhuoru had placed
his, so that upon his return, he could spot it at a glance as soon as he came near. Of course there was a sense of
absurdity in the idea of two people in the same house corresponding in writing. Still, what they were conveying to
each other were words from their very souls.
As it was getting light, Ling Zhuoru came home. As usual he tiptoed up the stairs and gingerly pushed open the
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door to enter. Concerned about waking his wife and daughter, he even shut the door without making a sound and
then removed his hat and overcoat. Normally he would then proceed to warm his stomach with rice gruel and
various condiments laid out for him by his wife. Today, however, he was immediately thinking of the letter on the
desk. Had she seen it?
Going over, he saw at a glance that the letter seemed to be resting exactly where he’d put it, completely
untouched. Hadn’t his wife seen it? He did charge Goldie to tell her about it as he was leaving. Then again, she
had perhaps read it already, then simply put it back in its old place. Ling Zhuoru, it should be explained, was a
little near-sighted. Also, he and his wife had used identical envelopes. So it wasn’t until he held the envelope in
his hands to examine it that he realized she had written back to him.
His wife’s written words comforted Ling Zhuoru greatly. He downed his rice gruel and, as usual, went over to
the other bed to gaze down at his sleeping family before turning in himself. What an overgrown child he had
been! How ludicrous, to contend with his daughter for his wife’s affections! At that moment, however, his smile
was one of happiness, with no trace of irony whatsoever.
*
Because they barely met face to face in the mornings or evenings, the two of them wrote to each other
regularly. Even though the exchange of letters did not occur every day, they relied on pen and ink to convey their
thoughts, to pose questions, and to ask after each other. That desk became for them a kind of post office, and
young Goldie their official messenger.
What did they write about in these letters? Did they simply dwell on matters romantic? While the letters could
have been gathered together and edited into a book of love, there weren’t all that many romantic things to say.
Since the two were a family, they had to write about different domestic matters, especially at a time of increasing
economic pressures in their daily lives. If in the past a man could just rely on his wife to run the household, he
could hardly do so at present. The rising price of rice had brought banner headlines in the economic section of the
newspaper. And there was no denying the general concern over the inability to get rationed coal.
The problem of having to queue up to buy rice brought on another exchange of letters between them. Ling
Zhuoru’s job at the newspaper entitled him to rice rations. But the allotment was very small. Delivery, moreover,
was regularly postponed, so that a long time would go by before he could get what was coming. The rice they had
was just about gone. However clever she might be, his wife could not fix meals without the staple. She knew a
place that sold rice, five sheng per customer, and was thinking of taking off work the following morning to get in
line.
When Goldie informed Ling Zhuoru of this, he wrote a letter to tell her to stop. His general opinion was that
getting into an interminable line of jostling people would be too hard on her. He had seen many fragile young
women sandwiched between men in yellow uniforms who might be soldiers. The men deliberately pushed against
them, so tightly that they could hardly breathe. Whoever would be on your back would likely take the opportunity
to “feast on your bean curd” as the Shanghainese say—sniffing at your hair with his nose and snuggling against
your neck. What’s more, you could still come home empty-handed, without a grain of rice to show for the good
many hours you spent in line. That often happened.
His wife’s response was also very reasonable. In these times, it was all but impossible to buy rice even if they
had the cash; their money, moreover, was limited. At the moment, the rice in their house was nearly gone, and she
was anxious about having to fix meals without it. The cafeteria at work had already closed down owing to its
inability to purchase rice or meat. A man from the office who usually ate lunch in restaurants had gone out the day
before and, after walking several blocks, could not find a single one open. All had posted a sign on the door
saying Temporary Stoppage of Business Due to Stove Repairs. Since she couldn’t get home during the day, she
had to carry her lunch to work and heat it up on the company’s stove. Actually, they could have Goldie get in that
line, but that could end up as disastrously as when the cartoon character San Mao tried to purchase rice that way.
But the arguments did not change Ling Zhuoru’s mind: he did not want her to try to buy rice. With a bit of
humor, he reiterated his opinion:
The poet Tao Yuanming refused to bend his back and bow down for a job paying five dou of rice, and posterity has
admired him for this. For only a tenth as much, you would stand up straight and stiff for several hours. Even though
you won’t have to bend over, you will surely be complaining about your aching back when you get home. Confucius
himself had to go without meals when he was in the state of Chen, but he didn’t die of starvation. We surely won’t have
to worry about eating regularly. we are not particular about our food A small amount of rice like that can be gotten on
loan from my colleagues. I have long ago written out the request. So please. Forget your idea.
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Meanwhile, his wife happened to hear about a pregnant young woman in the neighborhood who suffered a
miscarriage from having been squeezed so hard standing in a rice line. There was also the story of the soldier
trying to maintain order in the same situation, who ended up shooting and killing a destitute woman. Since her
husband could manage to borrow the rice, she ought not to endanger herself and give him another cause for worry.
So she gave up her plan.
Before long, a curfew was imposed on the district, though it hardly affected the two of them. From eleven at
night to six in the morning, all street traffic was cut off. Ling Zhuoru had to be at work at 6 P.M. and did not start
for home until the sun was about to come up. Whenever he finished work early, say by 4 or 5 a.m., he had a pass
from the office to get home. It hardly mattered if no transportation was available right away, since it would be
only an hour or so before the curfew was lifted. It was not much bother to have to wait till after six.
His wife was not even up sometimes when he got home at six. Or else, she would be running about getting
Peipei dressed, combing her hair, and washing her face, before dressing herself and doing all the morning chores.
What little time together they could salvage was fleeting and precious. As she scurried about taking care of this
and that, they could not say much to each other. So the two of them continued to wield the pen as before, to
exchange letters as before, to communicate their feelings through their family post office as before.
Good news did arrive, in spite of everything. The editor in chief of the Times became concerned for Ling
Zhuoru, thinking that the unrelieved nocturnal work was too hard on him. But newspapers in China followed the
inhumane policy of publishing on Sundays. In order to give Zhuoru some relief and to soothe his spirits, Associate
Editor Li, who had no family living with him and who usually slept in the office, was asked to stand in for him
every Saturday night. This would allow him to get home early enough to have a weekend break.
Now no matter what else, they no longer needed to write to each other on Sundays. Saturday nights would
become honeymoons, each moment treasured and appreciated.
Even though Ling Zhuoru went to the office on Saturday afternoon, he got home between nine and ten at night,
before the curfew: Since Shen Xiaoyin was off work the next day and Peipei was not going to the nursery, they
could all sleep in in the morning. Each time her mother had urged her to get to bed, Peipei had stubbornly refused:
“No! Wait till daddy gets home!”
He now came in with expected sweets as well as other goodies, so that she was not disappointed. Then he took
her in his arms and bounced her on his knee, enjoying a father-and-daughter time together.
For this day, the smaller bed had been moved to a different position, away from the now reopened territory of
the larger one. Since it had gotten past Peipei’s bedtime, Ling Zhuoru asked his wife to go on to bed with her. He
was used to staying up all night; he would not be able to fall asleep much before twelve. He would use the quiet
time to read and write something.
By the time the little clock struck midnight, Peipei had fallen into a deep sleep, and his wife was about to join
her. Ling Zhuoru changed and got ready to turn in. As he eased himself into the gentle warmth of the bedding, an
intoxicating sweetness seemed to overwhelm him.
“We are far luckier then the stars Acquila and Vega, the Cowherd and the Weaving Maid,” he told his wife as
he embraced her. “They only get to cross the Milky Way and be together once a year. For us, it’s once a week.
Aren’t we much better off?”
“Shhh!” his wife warned as she entwined a tender arm around him. “Don’t wake Peipei up!”
It was only on Saturday night, however, that they could enjoy such connubial bliss. All other days, they still
communicated by writing. Their letters, put together, now made a huge pile. None were ever discarded. Not only
were they all kept in a cardboard box, but each one was also numbered at the top. Even though the letters required
no stamps and were not marked as registered or express, they had taken up a considerable amount of stationery.
One day Ling Zhuoru counted all of them. There were more than a hundred. The two had said everything to
each other in those letters. Some of them were wordy, others terse; some melancholy, others joyful. Some dealt
with major events in the world, others with personal matters suitable for the privacy of home or bedroom. There
was every variety.
“These hundred-some letters could make up a book about this period of our lives,” said Ling Zhuoru, smiling.
“A book? What shall we call it?” said his wife, smiling back.
“Ah, I’ve got it,” said Ling. “We can entitle it So Near, So Far. That would be perfect. You and I are but a foot
away from each other, but there were times we might have been a world apart. That’s why these letters exist.
Interesting, don’t you agree?”
Promptly, he wrote down four words on the cover of the box: So Near, So Far.
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B
… When the day came, my wife and I set out taking our three-year old daughter K’o-fen with us. Our old
family home was on a little lane in a district known as the Western Island, which was in front of the Ch’eng-t’ien
Temple inside the Ch’ang-men Gate. There was an ancient well in front of our house, the same well where Cheng
So-nan as I described earlier, hid his Heartfelt History in an iron casket.\fn{ This was Cheng Ssu-hsiao (1206-1283), a
Sung loyalist who retired from office and lived in Soochow when the Mongols took the South. His history was recovered from the temple
well during the last years of the Ming Dynasty } We of course were going to stay at our old home on this trip; in fact I’d

already written to notify my sister, so that she could tidy up the upstairs and all would go smoothly.
It was that time of year just between spring and summer, and the weather was exceptionally fine, just right for
a springtime outing. However, I had asked for only a few days’ leave in Shanghai, so we still had to rush along
our way.
The first thing we did upon arriving was to go hire a boat, seeking out the same one which our family had
always employed and knew well. It was a little packet with six glass windows, and it moored itself in front of the
old residence of Lu Jun-hsiang\fn{ The Lu Jen-hsiang in chapter two of A Flower in a Sinful Sea } by the bridge facing the
Ch’ung-chen Taoist Monastery. There were no men on the boat—a mother and daughter made it their home, and
also depended on it for a living. The old boat lady was a widow, and the daughter, who was called “Little Dragon”
and was about 18 or 19 years old, had grown to be smart-looking indeed, a pleasure to behold. Since we were old
customers of theirs, there was no need to waste time bargaining for a price; their boat was free the next day, and
we simply reserved it.
In the past, when people from Soochow went to sweep their ancestors’ gravesites, women and children seldom
made the trip. The women had bound feet, making it difficult to move along the mountain paths; and because the
women didn’t go, the children didn’t go either. But we no longer felt bound by these conventions, and since we
were going to ride in sedan chairs anyway, we spent the evening cooking the sacrificial foods, and preparing the
sacrificial offerings, and the next day, bright and early, set out.
Our boat headed briskly out the Ch’ang-men Gate, and passing the Iron Ridge Pass, entered the outlying
districts. It had been a long time since I’d traveled in the countryside, especially in such fine weather. The peach
blossoms had not yet entirely departed, and sprang to view in a cluster here, a cluster there, without anyone’s
tending to them, blooming just as they pleased. The rapeseed blossoms along the way were also yellow enough to
dazzle one’s eyes.
When the boat reached the Huan-lung Bridge, there were already quite a few sedan-chair carriers, both men
and women, milling and crowding around it. One middle-aged country woman saw us and shouted out:
“It’s the young master of the Pao family! I’ve carried him before!”
“He never came last year to sweep the graves!” shouted another, older woman.
All of their memories were very good. Once you’d had any contact with them, they remembered absolutely
everything.
We climbed ashore amidst great bustle and commotion. It was still quite a distance to the gravesites, and we
had to ride in the mountain sedan chairs. We needed two of them, one for me, and one for my wife and daughter.
The sedan chair people decided among themselves how to handle us, and, oddly enough, assigned two women to
carry me and two men to carry my wife and daughter. I asked why they arranged things this way and they said:
“You by yourself are light (at the time I was extremely thin, scarcely one hundred pounds), but your young
madam has a little miss with her.”
I thought it over and saw that they were right: why should men have to carry men and women carry women? I
asked my wife and she had no objections. We added to the party a boy of fifteen or sixteen years to carry the
sacrificial items, and together took to the path.
When we reached the gravesite, our tomb-retainer (that’s what Soochow people called a grave keeper) came
promptly out to meet us. She was a middle-aged widow, and we called her the Cloak Lady. We went straight to
the gravesite and offered our sacrifices, checked that the gravesite trees were in good shape, swept everything
clean, and felt much comforted. Then, as was the custom, we gave the food which the ancestors had not eaten to
the tomb-retainers. We also distributed “earth-replenishing money.” (“Earth-replenishing money” was a custom
whereby all the young children from homes neighboring the gravesite would come and look on, and you would
give them each a few coppers as inducement not to trample the gravesite.) When this was over, our tomb-retainer
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invited us to her house to rest a while, preparing tea and offering it to us. Normally her household did not drink
tea, since they could afford only hot water.
They were busy raising silkworms at the time, and also had their own little strip of mulberry bushes. Chen-su
and I had already seen silkworms being raised, but for our daughter K’o-fen it was the first time. When she saw
all those snow-white silkworms, sleeping on the emerald.green mulberry leaves, she was all set to grab some for
herself and take them home to Shanghai. But her mother scolded her and put a stop to it.
Throughout the area of White Horse Stream village, where this grave site of ours was located, the womenfolk
were blessed with an extraordinary range of talents. Besides raising silkworms, they could embroider. Soochow at
the time had a special kind of industry which produced “spirit robes and theatre costumes.” There were at least ten
or a dozen shops in the city which dealt in these “spirit robes and theatre costumes.” The so-called “spirit robes”
were the gowns worn on the bodies of the various idols, and they had to be covered with embroidery of all kinds
of splendid and beautiful things. This was all the more true for theatre costumes: whether it was Peking opera or
K’un-shan drama, whether a male or female role, a painted face, or a clown—all had to wear embroidered upper
garments, So these shops which sold “spirit robes and theatre costumes” did not do badly at all, as people would
come to Soochow from all around to place their orders. The embroidery was all done with thick thread and didn’t
need to be terribly refined, so the shops sent all the orders out to the countryside for village women to do. It was
this kind of “life” which the women in this region “made.” (The village women called embroidery “making life.”)
But remarkably, they could always put aside their painstaking embroidery and go join the rough and tumble of
carrying mountain sedan chairs. This was more than versatility—it was an actual combination of the martial and
the fine arts.
When we returned to the boat it was already approaching two o’ clock in the afternoon. We started back
immediately, and had our mid-day meal on board. The dishes were prepared by the mother and daughter who ran
the boat: red-roasted silver carp, shepherd’s purse with fried pork shreds, shrimp and egg-white soup—two dishes
and one soup prepared in true Soochow style. What’s more, by this time we were extremely hungry, so the meal
seemed all the more appetizing and savoury.
Afterwards, we sat and watched as the farmland scenery passed before us along the riverbank, the little bridges
and running water, the tranquil grass and leisurely flowers. Although it was the busy season for farmers, they set
about their work appearing completely carefree and at ease.
We re-entered the city in the shadows of the setting sun, and by the time we reached home dusk had fallen. We
chatted for a few minutes with my sister and brother-in-law, then peacefully retired. …
C
1
Qiu Xing Ge (Autumn Star Garret) and Chuan Ying Lou (Bracelet Shadow Chamber) are two pen-names I
have used often. I once operated a small bookshop in Shanghai under the name Qiu Xing Ge, but that is not what I
am going to talk about here. Chuan Ying Lou is the name I have used most frequently. I have several seals
engraved with this name. People might consider the three characters Chuan Ying Lou a bit feminine. There is also
a suspicion that Chuan Ying Lou seems to carry an erotic undertone—does it in any way reflect my romances?
The truth is I have used this name in remembrance of an act of great benevolence by my mother.
It was Chinese New Year’s Eve that day. I was five or six years old. My father was a businessman at that time
and we were relatively well off. It was our custom to have New Year dinner on the evening of New Year’s Eve.
The New Year dinner then did not at all resemble the kind of festivities that go on among friends and relatives
nowadays, because everybody went home for it. It was a family reunion, a time when members of the family
gathered together. For those big families and clans in Suzhou, it was not uncommon to have scores of or even
over 100 members, women and children included, gathering together on that day. However there were only six of
us sharing New Year dinner in my family, namely grandmother, father, mother, my sister and I and cousin Gu who
had always lived with us.
It was already past ten at night when New Year dinner was served, since we had to make sacrificial offerings to
our ancestors first. This was what Lu You\fn{ 1125-1210, a famous poet of the Song Dynasty} referred to as the family
sacrificial rite. It was observed with great ceremony by the Suzhou families. There were altogether six of these
occasions in a year—Grave-sweeping Festival, Dragon Boat Festival, Ghost Festival, Ancestor Day, Winter
Solstice and New Year’s Eve, with New Year’s Eve being the most steeped in ceremony.
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The rite could only commence when father got back from the shop. New Year’s Eve being the busiest day for
any shop, it would be nine or ten o’clock already when father, having squared up his accounts, came home. It was
the custom to have a hot pot piled high with food at the dinner table on New Year’s Eve, plus numerous cold
dishes. Everybody laughed and joked together, sipping wine at the same time. By the time we finished, it was
nearly twelve. Some people stayed up all night on New Year’s Eve, but we children would just doze off.
Mother usually stayed up. There were various things to attend to late in the night, like sealing up the well (in
Suzhou, there was a well in each house which had to be sealed up from New Year’s Eve until the fifth day of the
New Year); receiving the kitchen god (after sending the kitchen god off to Heaven, it was necessary to receive
him back on New Year’s Eve); hanging up the portraits of Gods of Happiness (portraits of the deceased ancestors
which had to be hung up during New Year—people coming to pay New Year calls had to pay their respects to
these portraits as well); and arranging the fruit trays (lighting the New Year candles in her room, preparing fruit
trays as offerings as well as for entertaining guests). Besides, she had to get ready the new outfits for us two
children to wear on New Year’s Day.
Father would not go to bed either. He would work on the family and his personal accounts to find out how
much had been spent in the year. On the occasion in question it was already past two o’clock in the early hours of
New Year’s day when suddenly there came the sound of urgent knocking on the door.
*
Who could it be? It was true that there could be an endless flow of debt collectors in the streets on New Year’s
Eve, and even when morning had broken, they could still go after you for payment as long as they had a lantern in
hand. But once it was undeniably New Year’s Day, there was nothing they could do but to wish you a Happy New
Year. However, we had already settled our accounts a few days earlier. We did not owe anybody anything!
When the door was opened, there stood Mr. Sun Baochu, an old acquaintance of my father's. He was extremely
pale and drawn, very dejected looking and had an air of desperation about him. When asked what it was all about,
he just shook his head and sighed, saying that it would be the end of him because he had incurred a loss on the
accounts he managed, to the tune of approximately four to five hundred dollars.
Four to five hundred dollars was quite a substantial amount in those days. Mr. Sun, not being a very senior
member of staff himself, couldn’t be earning more than a hundred odd dollars a year. It was an established
practice among the traditional Chinese banks that any money overdrawn by the staff had to be repaid in full by the
end of the year. Otherwise employment would be terminated in the following year.
Yet it was New Year’s Eve—the last day of the year—and Mr. Sun still wasn’t able to repay the sum of money.
At the most, he could only manage to raise 100 dollars or so by borrowing or pawning. If he should lose his job
the next year, what would his family live on?
What was more, he had an eighty-year-old mother and three young children too! Another thing was the banks
in Suzhou had connections with one another. If you had been sacked for running up an overdraft, who else would
be willing to take you! If you should come to that, you were doomed.
Obviously he was coming to my father for help. But how could he have overdrawn such an enormous account?
It was all due to the losses he had suffered in “dewing” (a kind of speculative financial dealing). Since he was
only in the middle management, his meagre salary was not sufficient for him to make ends meet. Therefore he
was tempted to make something on the side. Little did he realize that this “dewing” business was like gambling—
when you win, you want to win more; when you lose, you want to win back what you have lost. And ultimately he
ended up in deep waters.
Some people considered losing money in this way an act verging on gambling and thus not deserving of
sympathy. Father was a good friend of Mr. Sun and had always known him to be a man of integrity. However,
sympathetic though he was, there was nothing he could do to help. Father said to him,
“We might have been able to think of something if you’d come two days earlier. Why did you wait until now?”
What had happened was father had already closed his accounts. There was no surplus except for a little
spending money he had put aside for the New Year when all financial institutions would be closed. It would not
be possible to make any money transactions until after the fifteenth day of the first lunar month (commonly called
the Lantern Festival).
So, even if, regardless of the fact that we would be left with no spending money over the holiday period, we
gave him what little cash we still had at home, it still wouldn’t be of any use. But we did not have the heart to turn
him down either, seeing that he was in such a desperate situation. What was father to do? Just then, mother
beckoned him into the bedroom, saying,
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“Mr. Sun does not look himself at all. He might make an end of himself if he can’t get through this crisis
tonight. Didn’t he say that he was doomed?”
“But what can we do?” father said with a frown. “I don’t have four to five hundred dollars in hand at the
moment to tide him over. If he had come two days earlier, or even during the day, I might have been able to seek
help from my friends. It’s already midnight now on New Year’s Eve. Where can I go to raise money for him?”
Mother said hesitantly,
“Go ask Mr Sun if it would do if it’s not in cash?” Father said,
“What could it be other than cash? Surely we can’t be going around trying to mortgage the title deeds of
houses and farmland at this time of the night?” Mother said,
“Why does it have to be title deeds? Besides, we don’t have such things.” Father said,
“What are you driving at then?” Mother said,
“Wouldn’t jewellery do?” Staring closely at mother, father said,
“Are you saying that you’re willing to take out your jewellery to save Sun?” Mother said,
“I’m certainly willing to help someone in need. Go and ask him right away.” Father said,
“It’s New Year’s Day tomorrow. Everybody will be all dressed up and wearing their jewellery. Surely you can’t
do without any.” Mother smiled and said,
“It doesn’t bother me at all. Even if I have it, I can still choose not to wear it. It’s all up to me. What’s more, I
don’t fancy wearing that pair of braided gold bracelets at all. They are so heavy. As to granny, I’ll tell her if she
asks. She’s a kind and reasonable person too. I’m sure she won’t blame me.”
Father was delighted. Taking mother in his arms, he said, “How kind of you! How kind of you!” then he
rushed out and told Sun Baochu who was moved to tears. When my mother went out, Sun was ready to kowtow to
her. Mother quickly stepped aside to avoid the embarrassment. The pair of braided gold bracelets was the heaviest
among all of mother’s jewellery, each weighing almost two taels. Then there was a smaller one called a “shallot”,
plus some gold rings and children’s gold ingots, small bangles, and so on. Mother told father,
“Please tell Mr. Sun to take them all. When we help, we help thoroughly.”
Judging from the price of gold at that time, the pair of bracelets, which were the heaviest, plus a few smaller
items, together with the money Mr. Sun had managed to raise by borrowing or pawning, just about took care of
things. Paper money was not yet in circulation then in China, and it would have been very cumbersome to carry
three to four hundred silver coins about. Although these were only gold ornaments, they were as good as money.
Gold was very popular at that time, being the solidest stuff. In a word Mr. Sun was secure in his job for the
coming year. As he was about to leave, Mr Sun told my mother,
“Madam, you’ve saved my life.”
He took out a round ox-horn box from his pocket as he spoke. What was in it? It turned out that it was filled
with raw opium paste. He said,
“I had pinned all my hopes on this attempt. If I’d found no luck here, I’d have ended my life with this ounce of
raw opium because I’d have been too ashamed to face people.” Since Sun was not an opium smoker, his carrying
raw opium with him was a true indication of his intention to commit suicide.
*
On the third day of the New Year, Sun came to pay us a New Year call. He appeared to be in high spirits, being
able to keep his job after all. Since it was New Year, he made use of the occasion to kowtow to my mother who
returned the compliment readily. We also invited him to dinner and father drank a little with him. Mother offered
him a few words of advice at the dinner table.
“Mr. Sun, this business of ‘dewing’ is more or less gambling. You shouldn’t indulge in it anymore.” Sun said,
“I nearly lost my life this time. I was lucky you were there to rescue me from my predicament. If I should
resort to such speculative dealings again, I couldn’t possibly forgive myself, let alone be worthy of your
kindness.”
Going back to the bracelets, Mr. Sun eventually managed to repay the sum of money in instalments. But it took
him more than a year all told. Other than buying back the children’s gold ornaments, mother bought a new pair of
gold bracelets for herself, not so heavy this time. In latter days, when father was unemployed and our financial
situation was in decline, she had to turn them into cash once more to subsidize the family income and to pay for
my education.
I have no sorrow when I recall this episode. I am only full of praise for my mother’s generosity, her kindness
and her charity. It was not something an ordinary woman would be willing to do. She did not have any formal

1050

education and was only slightly literate and yet she was capable of such benevolence and generosity—does she
not deserve our commemoration?
And this is the story of my pen-name “Bracelet Shadow Chamber”.
2
From what I can recall, I first set foot in Shanghai when I was nine (the tenth year of the reign of the Guangxu
Emperor); the time of year was probably late autumn, but I can no longer remember the exact date. Two weeks
after father’s departure for Shanghai, there had come an unexpected telegram from there. Apart from the address,
it bore only the few words:
“Yun in critical condition. Please come quickly.” It was signed simply:
“Lu”.
Telegraph bureaus had only recently been established in China. We had one in Suzhou simply because it was
the capital city of the province of Jiangsu. But the populace rarely resorted to sending telegrams except in
emergencies. And so one can well imagine how alarmed the family was.
Who was it who had sent the telegram? Well, there was this good friend of my father’s, Mr. Bei Luyan, who
was also my adoptive father. It was a common Suzhou custom to have a child adopted nominally by another
family, close relatives or friends. In fact, this practice was popular not only in Suzhou, but also throughout the
country, though under different names. I was adopted in name when I was one year old. Father stayed with the
Beis when he was in Shanghai. The character “Lu” appended to the end of the telegram told us that it was from
him.
On receiving the telegram, we were panic-stricken. Should we set off right away as summoned? To my
grandmother’s keen sensibility, the telegram meant that father might have passed away already. In desperation, a
family meeting was called to discuss what to do.
Our great uncle Wu Qing-qing (he was grandmother’s brother, the most senior in age, and so presided at every
family meeting) suggested sending one of his senior accounts clerks to accompany grandmother to Shanghai,
while my mother, my sister and I stayed behind. But mother would not have it, and broke down crying. Seeing
that, my sister and I started howling too. Eventually it was uncle Xunfu who proposed,
“Since we’ll have to hire a boat to Shanghai anyway, it won’t make any difference to have one or two more or
less. Why not let them all go to save them worrying? However, we’ll have to find someone close and reliable to
escort them.” Thereupon Uncle Gu Wenqing, father’s brother-in-law, was chosen for the task and he consented
immediately.
*
In those days, Suzhou and Shanghai were not connected by any railway or steam launch services, let alone
long-distance coaches. Private boats were the only means of transport available. It would take three days and two
nights to get to Shanghai by hired boat from Suzhou. These boats were operated manually with no mechanical
power involved—they simply unfurled the sails when sailing with the wind and towed the boat when sailing
against the wind.
Life on board Wuxi Empress, the boat we had hired, was actually reasonably comfortable. We also had a
plentiful supply of “journey provisions” from relatives, like spiced duck, smoked fish, ham and preserved eggs,
while rice was cooked on the boat. But how could poor grandmother and mother have any appetite when they
were worrying about father?
The boat sailed during the day but had to berth at night. The boatmen knew all the proper spots for berthing,
usually shared by several boats, moored alongside each other. The boatmen were very often acquainted, and for
their part those who had hired the boats, being boat neighbours”, would socialize with one another, and usually
ended up as friends.
Our boat put in at Zhengyi the first night and Huangdu the second night—and we had “boat neighbours” on
both occasions. It was a rule among the boatmen to stop sailing at sunset and then get under way again at the
crack of dawn.
We reached Shanghai at dusk on the third day, mooring on the Suzhou Creek as was the common practice.
Having been to Shanghai before, Uncle Gu knew his way around in the city. However, he was very prudent by
nature. Upon receiving the telegram from Bei Luyan, my adoptive father, we had sent him one in reply, telling
him that we were on our way to Shanghai. We had his address—a certain alley by Daigou Bridge which the
Shanghai people nicknamed Dagou Bridge (Beating the Dog Bridge).
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The first thing we should do was inform the Beis of our arrival. Also we could not wait to find out father’s
condition. Not losing any time, Uncle Gu charged ahead to look up the Beis at the address we had got.
Back in the boat we were all waiting on tenterhooks, our palms sweaty with anxiety. How serious was father’s
illness? The answer would be revealed in only ten minutes or so. Grandmother just kept murmuring her Buddhist
chants while mother, eyes wide open, had her gaze fixed on the river bank. After a short while, Uncle Wenqing
was back.
“Yunzhu is much better. You have nothing to worry about,” he said to grandmother. We were so relieved it was
as if a heavy weight had been lifted from our shoulders.
*
Just as we were about to go ashore, Bei Luyan, my adoptive father, arrived. He was no stranger to grandmother
and mother. He often dropped in on us when he came to Suzhou from Shanghai, sometimes bringing me some
Shanghainese food. He would address grandmother as his auntie and mother as his sister-in-law, or qinjia mu
(“my son’s mother”) when he was joking. After all, he was my adoptive father! Short and plump with a roundish
face, he was vivacious and friendly by nature. On seeing grandmother, he said,
“Congratulations! Congratulations! Yunzhu’s condition was quite critical. However, he has recovered. You
don’t have to worry now.” All that grandmother and mother could do was to express their most sincere and deep
gratitude to him.
My adoptive father lost no time in helping us ashore. He seemed to know everybody on board the boat as well
as those on the shore—and he was giving out instructions like somebody in full command of the situation. To my
childish mind it seemed that it was my father Bei, not my uncle Wenqing, who was the old Shanghai hand. He
asked us to disembark first, get into the rickshaws and let Uncle Wenqing lead the way to his house. He would
follow with all the luggage and see to it that nothing went astray.
There was already a row of “Japanese cabs” lining the shore. (We did not have our own Chinese name for
rickshaws as yet. They were so called because the idea of the rickshaw was imported from Japan.) When he had
agreed on the fare, Father Bei had us get into the rickshaws—grandmother and my sister sharing one, my mother
and I another while uncle Wenqing had one all to himself—and we proceeded to his home near Daigou Bridge.
Father Bei followed behind with all the luggage.
I was thinking to myself: if we had been in Suzhou, grandmother and mother would certainly have engaged
two sedan chairs, each carried by at least two persons. But here you just stepped into the “Japanese cabs” and off
you went. How convenient! After all this was Shanghai.
The first thing that we children noticed about Shanghai was the Japanese cabs. They had already caught our
attention when our boat was still sailing up Suzhou Creek, approaching the Shanghai Pier. Compared with the
later style of rickshaws, the Japanese cabs at that time had higher bodies and the wheels were all of metal. Rubber
tyres were not yet in fashion.
The pullers of these rickshaws had special caps and uniforms. The caps were trumpet-shaped, made of straw,
resembling the lids of the barrels we Suzhou people used when making sauce. The uniform was of blue cotton
cloth with a number on the back so that passengers could see it at a glance.
The second thing we noticed was those tall Western-style buildings which we did not have in Suzhou, where
even a three-storey building was a very rare sight indeed. As we were bowling along the streets in the rickshaws,
it seemed as if we were going through a mountain gorge. We were completely dazzled with what we saw around
us.
After a while, the rickshaws turned into an alley and stopped in front of a stone building. I can recall it being a
two-storeyed house with a garret at the back. The ground floor was a living room and the upper floor was
occupied by father. Mr. and Mrs Bei were sleeping in the garret.
We felt bad having to stay in their house, giving them so much trouble. Even more so, because there was not
much space there and it made it terribly cramped for them. We thought of checking into a hotel but Father Bei was
strongly against the idea, saying that it wouldn’t be convenient. Father, still an invalid, could not possibly move
into a hotel, while the least grandmother and mother could do after coming all that way was to look after father—
the Beis should really be relieved of this task now. Staying in a hotel would entail a lot of travelling and
unnecessary expense. It would not be a convenient arrangement for looking after the invalid either.
*
And so we settled down in the house. In father’s room, two extra beds had been installed, one for grandmother
and sister, one for me and my mother—these they had arranged beforehand. Father was already on the way to
recovery; our coming cheered him up and he recovered even more quickly. As regards his ailment, they held that
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it was some sort of enteric fever—medical science not being very exact in those days. In actual fact it was a kind
of chronic stomach and intestinal disorder, akin to cholera, causing acute abdominal pain. That, plus the doctor’s
alarming diagnosis, had caused the Beis to telegraph to Suzhou in a panic.
Father’s recovery set our mind at ease. So Father Bei and his wife took us out on excursions. In those days
there were two things which people from the hinterland coming to see the sights of Shanghai could not miss—
having a “big meal” and riding in a horse carriage.
A “big meal” was a Western meal, also referred to as a foreign meal in Shanghai. How the term big meal had
come about nobody knew. We did not manage to have a big meal because grandmother would not let us. She
knew that one used knives and forks instead of chopsticks when having a big meal and she was worried the
children might cut their lips to pieces. Also both grandmother and mother abstained from beef and would feel
nauseated if they smelt butter; so the childrens’ biggest treat was riding in a horse carriage. We had never had such
an experience in our life.
Father Bei hired a leather-canopied horse-drawn carriage which could seat four to five persons. There weren’t
that many carriages in Shanghai yet. The only private carriages were owned by a few of the foreign Taipans’
wives. They would have their young and masculine Chinese drivers put on strange outfits to attract attention when
they accompanied them to the racecourse.
Grandmother and mother did not join us for the ride. There were just the Bei’s two children plus my sister and
I. My adoptive father said,
“I’ll take you to Huangputan to see the big liners.”
The big liners we saw at Huangputan were several times higher than a house. What a sight! The carriage made
a round of the posh areas including Main Street (Nanjing Street), Fourth Street (Fuzhou Street) and what not. That
was our horse carriage ride.
Besides taking a ride in the horse carriage, we also visited Fourth Street for entertainment. That was a place for
pleasure-seekers and especially catered for night life. There was a very big tea-house called Qinglian Court, a
three-storeyed building. On the first floor, they served tea in the front, opium (in those days, opium smoking was
an overt affair) at the back where rosewood smoking couches were placed in rows, one next to the other. There
were female attendants (now called waitresses), and employees whose job was to fill the pipes for the opium
smokers. The endless streams of snack and food pedlars too contributed to the atmosphere of hustle and bustle.
We also went to a Cantonese style tea-house, and to a theatre where female storytellers performed.
At that time electric lighting in Shanghai was still in a rudimentary stage. Many shops used gas lamps which
they called “lighters”, the same word as is used for matches now. People in Suzhou also called matches “lighters”.
The more sophisticated would have a mantle, which was a new invention too, fixed round the head of the gas
tube. In ordinary households, kerosene lamps were used. (Kerosene was called “foreign oil”. In Suzhou people
were still using candles and oil lamps for lighting purposes.)
Soon, father was well enough to get up and we had to hurry back since there were only young cousin Gu and
an amah seeing to things at home. As before, we hired a boat to take us back to Suzhou. Having travelled to
Shanghai with us, Uncle Gu Wenqing had been dealing with some business matters. The Yous operated a branch
of the Tongrenhe Silks and Satins Shop in Shanghai and they had a Tongrenhe Ginseng Shop there as well. The
Ginseng Shop was a family business handed down for generations. That was why uncle Gu Wenqing had been
staying at Tongrenhe since we arrived. Now he was also returning with us.
3
I was engaged when I was eighteen.
It was an age when marriages were the irrevocable result of “the matchmaker’s arrangement at the parents’
behest”. I had read quite a few articles and novels describing how people were deprived of any freedom of
marriage and although I felt that marriage should be free, my problem was I did not have any girl friends. I did
have a lot of female cousins in my childhood days but by then some had got married, while others had moved
away; they had all scattered in different directions. What was more, the social etiquette governing the relations
between men and women in those days was extremely strict. On reaching the age of seventeen or eighteen, young
men and women of “good breeding” were scarcely given the chance to see one another.
When I was seven or eight, the relatives in my maternal grandmother’s house used to pair me up with my
cousin, my little playmate, to tease me. But ever since then, the matter of an engagement had not been raised
seriously. According to traditional Chinese custom, engagements were arranged when the children were still very
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small. This was especially so in the affluent areas south of the Yangtze River where children were engaged when
they were only five or six years old. There were extreme cases when the parents, as a pledge of friendship, would
decide on the marriage of their children even in the womb, which could lead to all sorts of bizarre happenings
later on. Both my grandmother and mother were against the idea of an early engagement because it was not
possible to make out what a boy or girl would turn out to be like when they were still small, and if their
shortcomings became manifest as they grew up, it would be just too bad since the engagement had already been
fixed and could not be broken. Wouldn’t this be a matter of lifelong regret to the person concerned?
When I was thirteen or fourteen, I was a live-in student of Mr. Zhu of Shengjiabang. It was a place surrounded
by old trees reaching to the sky and drained by a stream. Each of the houses lining the bank had a plank bridge in
front to give access. The best time of the year was summer when everyone would take chairs outside and sit on
the plank bridges, enjoying the caress of the summer breeze. The neighbours were all on familiar terms, and every
evening when the sun went down there was a lot of cackling and noisy conversation.
Our next-door neighbours then were the Shens. They had a daughter whose pet name was Hao (good little
miss). She was a demure and gentle girl about my age; she used to come over to our plank bridge, and I to hers,
and we would play together. Seeing that the two of us seemed to be very close, my cousin Gu (who was also the
wife of my tutor) would tease us by saying that she would be our matchmaker.
“How about that?” she would ask.
I was too shy to say anything and yet deep down in my heart, I was really pleased. And so cousin Gu took the
matter up with Hao’s mother. Since we were seeing each other every day, her mother was well inclined to give her
consent.
But when cousin Gu spoke to my grandmother about it, the latter was not keen at all. The Shens were a
wealthy family, with Mr. Shen being a secretary in the Government Treasury, whereas we were only shabbygenteel folk and she was worried about the great discrepancy in our social status. However, ever since this
matchmaking episode, Miss Hao and I stopped going over to each other’s plank bridge altogether.
Ten years later when I revisited Shengjiabang, I composed an impromptu four-line poem. The first two lines
have slipped from my mind now. The last two lines read,
Still young at heart, I recall the glorious childhood days;
The same plank bridges, the flowing stream, the setting sun.

It was simply unfounded sentimentality on my part. In reality, Miss Hao was already a happily married woman
and the mother of many children—“like a tree with green leaves thick enough to give shade, and branches
covered with fruit”.
On another occasion when I was about fifteen or sixteen, great uncle Qingqing talked about wanting to engage
me to uncle Yannong’s sister-in-law, Jiu, the ninth miss. (She was one of the Yus who were once a very rich clan
but by then were already in decline.)
Again grandmother was reluctant. First, Miss Jiu was my senior in the family hierarchy, although she was only
two years older than I was. Second, she was a Lin Daiyu\fn{ Lin Daiyu was the heroine of The Dream of the Red Chamber;
she was chronically ill, and died in her teens } type, with a fragile constitution and prone to illness. (Sure enough, she died
before reaching the age of thirty.) My late father had once said,
“It would be best to marry a girl from a well-educated family whose father is something of an established
scholar, so that he would be a help to you in your studies.”
This time the matchmaker was again Mr. Zhu Jinglan. My father-in-law, Mr. Chen Yizhi, was originally from
Liyang, Jiangsu and later moved to Dongshan in Dongting, Suzhou. His ancestors had been in the military service
but he himself was a licentiate scholar. However, having secured a nominal post in the Government by
subscription, he had already given up studying for the provincial graduate degree. He had two daughters, and a
son who was still very young. The person Mr. Zhu had in mind was his eldest daughter. This time Mr. Zhu himself
approached grandmother and mother directly.
But really, I did not give much thought to marriage at that time. Firstly, we were by then too poor. There were
three of us in the family—grandmother, mother and myself. I was having my meals at my employer’s already and
yet the earnings of the two of us—my mother and I—were barely enough to make ends meet. How could we take
on an extra member?
What was more, a young woman would need to buy some new clothes and ornaments and how could I
possibly afford it? Secondly, I was being a bit selfish too. What I had seen and heard, what I had come across in
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news reports and stories in papers about pre-arranged marriages, put me on my guard. I was hoping that when I
was a bit older, I would have the freedom to decide for myself. However, mother did her best to talk me round,
saying,
“Ever since your father’s death, granny has been feeling very low and her health is even worse than before.
She’s always hoping to see you get married, to meet your wife. She was saying yesterday, ‘Even if I won’t be able
to meet my granddaughter-in-law, my mind would be a bit more at ease once he’s engaged.’ And according to Mr.
Zhu, Miss Chen is a very nice girl. She is capable of coping with all the household chores. She has had some
education and is in sound health. I’m merely lingering out my life now, with this illness always bothering me. She
would be a great help to me here. What’s more, even if the engagement is fixed up now, it doesn’t mean you’ve
got to get married right away. You’ll have to pass your examination and secure a better job before you can start
making preparations for your wedding.”
Mother’s words were proof of her utmost dutifulness and considerateness. Since father passed away,
grandmother, bemoaning father’s death and saddened by the impoverished condition of the family, had begun to
have difficulty walking, and had eventually become partly paralysed, and needed help to move about. Once she
collapsed beside her bed when she tried to get up to go to the toilet in the middle of the night.
Since then, mother had been sleeping in grandmother’s room. Whenever she heard any sound of tossing and
turning, she would get up to help her out of bed. In winter time, she would not even undress when she went to
bed, “sleeping fully clothed” as the saying goes, just in case. As for granny, it was only natural, as she saw me
gradually growing up, for her to hope to have a granddaughter-in-law by her side.
After all, it was just an engagement, not a wedding; but as such would serve to set granny’s mind at ease. Miss
Chen was from a well-educated family and my father-in-law would be a scholar—this would tally exactly with
what my late father had wished for. However, I wanted Mr. Zhu to tell them in the clearest possible terms that we
were poor, that my wife should be prepared to bear hardships. We were poor now and there was no promising that
we would be any better off in the future. We must beg Mr. Zhu to make this very clear to them from the start. Mr.
Zhu said,
“Mr. Chen knows that already. He is an enlightened father. He isn’t the kind of person to marry his daugqter
for money. Besides, he is in indigent circumstances himself.”
All the same, Mr. Chen certainly did not make light of the business of evaluating his future son-in-law. He
would meet me first of all, to have a conversation with me; and then I was to submit for his perusal my
compositions (called homework in the past). Following my mother’s instruction, I complied with all of his wishes.
Our first meeting took place at a charitable function, if I remember correctly, with Mr. Zhu introducing us. He had
already grown a beard, which made him look a bit austere to me, but in fact he was an amiable person. Mr. Zhu
had taken my essays to show him and needless to say he had picked the few which were relatively passable. When
we had satisfied his two demands and he was quite pleased on both counts, the engagement could finally be
confirmed. However, the actual ceremony would have to wait until the following year when I would be out of
mourning.
There are supposed to be two matchmakers in a traditional Chinese wedding. At my engagement, Mr. Zhu
Jinglan was one of them, naturally, and the other one was Mr. Jiang Lingjiu. He was nominated by my fiancée’s
family. He was the brother-in-law of Mr. Chen, my father-in-law, and he would later become my uncle. He was
the clan brother of Mr. Jiang Jianxia (alias Biao) from our village.
At the time Jianxia was stationed in Hunan as Educational Commissioner and Lingjiu was also there helping
him mark the examination papers. So for the time being he was our matchmaker in name only. Fortunately he
would be back by the time our wedding took place. (Later on, when Jianxia was relieved of his office in Hunan,
Uncle Jiang Lingjiu became the assistant of Wu Weiruo (alias Yusheng), the new Commissioner, also marking
papers for him. Uncle Lingjiu ran into the Boxer uprising upon his return to the capital but was lucky enough to
escape injury. But that was something that happened years later.)
There was a lapse of seven years between my getting engaged at the age of eighteen and my wedding which
did not take place until I was twenty-five. During this period, I encountered quite a number of women, but in my
heart of hearts, I felt as though I already belonged to somebody else. Despite the fact that I and my fiancée had
never met or written to each other (both being taboo according to the old marriage conventions), I always
reminded myself that I had someone already and could not be fancy free.
In those seven years, I visited Shanghai alone several times. There were times when I was tempted to pursue
women, or myself became the target of sentimental attachments from which I could barely extricate myself. In the
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end, I reined in at the brink. My reason prevailed over my lusts of the flesh and I was able to preserve my chastity
until my wedding day.
*
We were in frequent correspondence with a few friends studying in Japan at that time. We could mail them
books and newspapers via the Japanese post office already in existence then in Suzhou, which was a help in
facilitating the interflow of cultural material. Particularly at that time Japan was well advanced in the field of
printing technology, which contributed substantially to cultural advancement. There was also a gradual increase in
the number of Chinese students studying in Japan, many of whom were very literate in Chinese. With the purpose
of luring young students from China, the Japanese government had set up speculative institutes offering
specialized courses in law and politics as well as crash courses in education. For the sake of increasing enrolment,
they even went so far as to hire interpreters for lectures to cater to students from China who did not know the
Japanese language. In consequence, the number of Chinese students in Japan, including those on government
scholarships and those who were self-financed, amounted to as many as several thousand during that period.
Thanks to Japan’s advanced printing technology, publishing was easy and Chinese students there started
putting out magazines one after another. Since they had been sent by different provinces in China, their
magazines, too, were distinguishable by their provincial character. For instance, the name of the magazine
published by Zhejiang students was Zhejiang Tide, the one by Hunan students New Hunan and the one by Zhili
students Voice of Zhili (present day Hebei being equivalent to the Zhili of the Qing dynasty). The one published
by our Jiangsu students were called simply Jiangsu, with the character su probably carrying the connotation of
revival. (Note: Jin Songcen’s Nie hai hua (A Flower in a Sinful Sea) made its first appearance in Jiangsu.)\fn{Jin
Songcen (1874-1947) was the original author of this novel, but after writing some six chapters he suggested that his friend Zeng Pu (Zeng
Mengpu, 1872-1935) take over the work, he and Zeng collaborating in writing the chapter headings } In this way, the magazine put

out by the students from a certain province would bear a name appropriate to that province. But there were also
other magazines produced by groups of students who shared a similar outlook.
Indeed, the several students we were acquainted with deviated from the prevailing trend by calling their
magazine Lizhi huibian (The Aspirant Collection) after their group Lizhi Hui (The Aspirant Society). The
Aspirant Collection was a monthly periodical, its writers being mostly students at Waseda University, the most
popular institution then among Chinese students reading law and politics in Japan. The articles carried in the
magazine consisted of both creative works and translations from Japanese. I can recall Rousseau’s The Social
Contract as an example of re-translation from the Japanese. The Aspirant Collection boasted quite a few writers
whose ambition it was to introduce to China knowledge of diverse disciplines.
A number of students in Japan mailed their magazines all the way back to Suzhou and entrusted us with the
task of promoting sales—hence our need for a distributing office. There were three or four bookshops within the
city of Suzhou at that time, Wenrui Lou on Guanqian Street being the biggest of them and the one we were most
familiar with. We could always walk in there to have a casual browse among the books on the shelves by the
counter.
However, the shelves there were stacked with traditional block-printed, thread-bound Chinese classics. New
style books were not very welcome in the shop; of late a sprinkling of them had appeared, but only bestsellers. As
to magazines and such like, they were simply not sold at all. Other bookshops like Lüyin Shuwu and Saoye
Shanfang were not even interested in lithographic publications.
There was also a bookshop called Manao Jingfang but this dealt exclusively in Buddhist scriptures and
religious pamphlets. (The printing of religious pamphlets as a charitable act was very much in vogue in Suzhou in
those days as people believed they could thereby avert misfortunes.) Things being as they were, it would have
been quite futile to approach the bookshops on the matter of marketing the magazines.
Did I not mention in the previous chapter that there was a band of eight of us drawn together by our similar
aspirations? We too had formed an academic society called Li Xue Hui (Erudition Society). We laid down two
objectives—the publication of a monthly periodical by the Society and the opening of a small bookshop. To
publish a monthly periodical in Suzhou was no easy task; I shall go into more detail about that later. But as to
running a bookshop, we were really eager to have a go at it.
Before long, the bookshop evolved from an item on the agenda into nothing short of a stock company of tendollar shares. The total capital was a laughable amount though—a mere 100 dollars! This was very much like the
New Year couplets stores we used to operate during the New Year break from school in bygone days, the only
difference being that the couplets stores could only remain in operation for some ten days or so at year-end and
had to close down on New Year’s Eve, whereas this bookshop was to be a long-term undertaking.
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Small though it was, the bookshop had to have a name for a start. Of the several names put forward, we finally
decided on Donglai Shuzhuang (Easterly Bookshop). The message we actually wanted to get across was
“Originating from Japan in the East”, but “Easterly” also happened to allude to the saying zi qi dong lai
(auspicious air from the East), which was just as well.
Funds for initiating the project were virtually non-existent and although a bookshop by name, in actual fact it
was just a borrowed space—the doorway of Bao Shuqin’s house by Nüguanzi Bridge, which he had once loaned
to us for our New Year couplets store. We did not pay any rent. We even borrowed two old bookshelves from Bao.
As to our counter, we simply made do with some half-tables with a piece of blue cloth spread on top. Instead
of having to meet at the teahouse, members of the Erudition Society could now come to Easterly Bookshop for a
chat when they had nothing to do.
We did not hire any shop assistants and had only one apprentice. Members of the Society, being shareholding
proprietors, took turns to be on duty. This proved to be a most useful arrangement for those coming to purchase
books and magazines since we could offer advice on the choice of books and socialize with the intellectuals over
cups of tea. The books-on-consignment arrangement, whereby we could pay for the magazines after they had been
sold (at a 20% trade discount) and return the unsold ones, enabled us to carry on without having to put in too
much capital. Later, we also sold Japanese books and stationery, but we had to pay for these at the wholesale price
in cash.
How the recollection of the sale of Japanese books triggers off sighs of regret! China was in the phase
subsequent to the Sino-Japanese War with the 1898 Reforms yet to come, and we did not even have a single map
of our country to our credit. Japan had already printed very detailed “Regional Maps of Zhina (China)”. We had
come across maps of various descriptions in their bookshop catalogues and so we asked our friends to send us a
few.
They turned out to be all in Chinese with hardly any Japanese markings. On top of that, the printing was clear,
the paper immaculately white. We brought in a batch of ten and they were sold out in less than a week. We
promptly ordered another twenty, thirty … It was sad to observe how people were not put off by the characters
“Zhina” appearing on the maps. Later, we ordered world maps and maps of East Asia as well. Though they did not
sell as well as the maps of China, we did not fare badly at all.
As it happened Suzhou was already in the midst of founding academies around that time (“academies” was the
name originally given to the modern curriculum schools) and the teaching of subjects like history and geography
became a requisite. It would certainly be a pity for geography lessons to be devoid of a single map. The maps
would also serve to enlighten those gentlemen specializing in eight-legged essays who had yet to find out if
Sichuan was linked to the sea or if the Yangtze mingled with the Yellow River.
With the maps becoming accepted, quite a few of the gentry actually purchased large world maps from us to
replace the hanging scrolls in their studies. Other than maps, there were hanging charts of animals and plants, also
beautifully printed in colour. Thus articles found in Japanese primary schools became decorations for the Chinese
gentry’s walls.
There was of course no way we could find a market for the publications in Japanese. (Later I visited several
Japanese bookshops in Hongkou when I went to Shanghai and found quite a number of Chinese books there,
including The Collected Poems of Du Fu.) Nevertheless, there was a demand for books on mathematics, EnglishChinese dictionaries, etc. In addition to books, we were selling some stationary and writing instruments from
Japan. Ours being merely a small concern, we did not venture to deal in the expensive instruments—all imitations
of Western products—already available in abundance in Japan. Besides, it would be difficult to find a market in
Suzhou.
And so it was that we limited ourselves to the sale of small and exquisite stationery items which were still
regarded as novelties in Suzhou. It was a time when fountain pens were unheard of and pencils had to be
imported. We had quite a good sale of paper articles like envelopes, letter paper and such like. The paper for the
envelopes was laminated, with the inner layer bearing multifarious illustrations showing through the flimsy outer
cover. The letter paper was snow-white and in the form of a roll so that you could write as much as you liked.
Aesthetically attractive as they were, and being quite a change from the traditional Chinese envelopes and letter
paper, they proved to be very popular with the folks in Suzhou.
Easterly Bookshop was flourishing. In less than three months, we were already able to break even, and in
under a year our capital increased from 100 to 500 dollars. It was a good thing that we never had to pay out
dividends, but since we were making a profit, thoughts on expansion began to take shape—the New Yearcouplets-shop kind of operation outside a friend’s house was no longer sufficient. Eventually we settled on a
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downtown maisonnette situated at the corner of Shi Xianggong Street to the west of Xuanmiao Temple Street, at
the monthly rent of ten dollars.
It was a two-storeyed building with one room on each floor. For a small bookshop to be paying this amount of
rent was quite a burden, not to mention the wages of the new shop assistant we had taken on. Since the
shareholders had other commitments and could not be on duty very often, I was elected by the members of
Erudition Society to be the manager of the Bookshop. It was an honorary post without any pecuniary reward.
Notwithstanding the teaching work I was still engaged in, I made a point of putting in an appearance at
Easterly Bookshop every afternoon after school. We were no longer dealing solely in Japanese books and
stationery. With new ideas gradually catching on in China, Shanghai had been turning out a lot of new books and
magazines. We would look through the newspaper from Shanghai every day (the Shanghai newspapers could not
reach us on the same day as yet; that had to wait until after the inauguration of the Suzhou-Shanghai railway
service) and if we came across any new books and magazines, we would write promptly to make marketing
arrangements in Suzhou.
Since that shop assistant of ours was a green hand in this field, I was landed with all the correspondence work
and business negotiations. As regards the accounts of the shop, there used to be just one big ledger book of coarse
paper bearing entries of all the items sold each day, which we referred to as our “Day Journal”. After taking up my
new position, I devised several ledgers serving different purposes. But I just relied on common sense. After all, I
was also inexperienced in those matters myself.
Easterly Bookshop had a very good reputation among customers from different villages and towns, which was
one thing I could take pride in. Actually the cultural attainments of many villages and towns around Suzhou were
by no means inferior to those of the cities, because Suzhou was at that time a provincial capital with well
developed transport facilities which attracted a galaxy of talents, so to speak. Take for instance, the several
counties in the Prefecture of Suzhou, like Changshu, Wujiang and Kunshan: they were all places of thriving
literary activities. When they became aware of the existence of Easterly Bookshop in Suzhou, people from these
places all turned to us to purchase books and place orders for magazines in order to be spared the trouble of
having to go all the way to Shanghai.
The drainage area of Taihu was a land of waterways with boat services covering the whole region. Suzhou
being at the centre of it all, people would arrive every day by boat with orders for new books and magazines to be
filled. We would let them have those on hand there and then and try to get hold of those we did not have. We had
managed to establish some kind of contact with some publishers of new style books in Shanghai. As our business
forged ahead, people from not only the various counties, villages and towns in Suzhou, but also places like
Changzhou, Wuxi and Jiaxing, would write to us to make enquiries.
My status as manager of this humble bookshop, non-salaried and of a voluntary nature though it was, did
provide me with the rare opportunity of being the first to read whatever new books and magazines there were, and
so when customers called at our shop to purchase books, I was able to brief them if they sought my advice. I
could also single out for them the articles in the magazines I considered worth reading. Thus they considered me a
really out-of -the-ordinary bookdealer. Not only that, I made quite a few friends too at Easterly Bookshop. I first
made the acquaintance of Zeng Mengpu of Changshu, for instance, when he paid me a visit at Easterly Bookshop
accompanied by Wu Neshi (Huian’s father). Jin Songcen and Yang Qianli, residents of the town of Tongli in
Wujiang, had been longtime customers and would always drop in on me every time they came to Suzhou. Another
frequent patron was Fang Weiyi, of Kunshan. (His surname was Zhang at that time and his given name was
Fangzhong. Later he reverted to his original surname Fang and assumed the name Fang Huan. He was for a time
the principal of the Peking College of Education for Women subsequent to the 1911 Revolution.) He was tutoring
at the Shens’ in the town of Jiaozhi. There were also a good few scholars in the city proper, later on firm friends of
mine, whom I first came to meet when they made purchases at Easterly Bookshop.
The funniest thing was how I got to know Zhou Meiquan, who resided in Yangzhou but came from Anhui.
(Grandson of Zhou Fu, he was initially named Meiquan, but later adopted the alias Jinjiu. He was labelled China’s
“philatelist supreme” for his substantial collection of stamps.) He once placed an order with us for a batch of
Japanese books, mostly on mathematics. When we failed to have everything ready within a short time, he kicked
up a fuss like a spoilt brat, calling us “bookmongers”, and wrote us a lengthy letter full of rebuke.
Feeling indignant, I wrote back, returning his rebuke, and calling him a good-for-nothing dandy with a stinking
temper. And thus a war on paper ensued. After the 1911 Revolution when he had moved to Shanghai from
Yangzhou, we became acquainted and enjoyed each other’s company on many social occasions. Even in our old
age, we would still laugh together over the incident. It was as the underworld saying goes,
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“If you don’t come to blows you won’t become friends.”
5
To my knowledge, China first imported foreign novels sometime during the reign of the Emperor Tongzhi in
the Qing dynasty. In my time, the Shanghai Shen bao would often carry one or two translations of fiction-like
chronicles. The Tale of Ba Sha Guan was one such. It recorded how a sailor who was shipwrecked managed to
stay afloat in a wine barrel and was eventually rescued.
There were also frequent appearances of shorter pieces, but they have already slipped from my mind. These I
had come across in my childhood days in the early issues of Shen bao, bound up into two volumes, in Mr. Zhu
Jinglan’s house. They were followed by “The Detective Stories of Sherlock Holmes” published in Liang Qichao’s
Shiwu bao (The Times), which could be regarded as the beginning of Chinese translations of western detective
stories.
On its debut, Lin Shu’s Chahuanii yishi (La Dame Aux Camelias) created a sensation. Some who had thought
that all foreigners were fickle lovers wondered if some of them were capable of such single-minded love after all,
dubbed the book “the Western version of The Dream of the Red Chamber”.There were others who, discounting
Marguerite as a mere prostitute who did not deserve love of that intensity, concluded that fiction was but fiction
and was not to be taken seriously. Nevertheless, Lin’s superb literary style still made the novel popular reading
among the intelligentsia.
It was a time when the so-called new intellectuals were all advocating new fiction. The name given to the
fiction magazine published by Liang Qichao was explicitly New Fiction. Not only creative and translated fiction,
but also articles on the theory of fiction writing, proliferated in the magazine. Liang Qichao himself had written
Xin Zhongguo weilai ji (An Account of the Future of New China)—a full-length utopian novel. All this led to a
sudden increase in the importance of fiction as a literary genre.
*
You can say my start in fiction was fortuitous. At that time my cousin Yang Zilin was studying at Zhong Xi
Shuyuan (The Chinese and Western College) in Hongkou, Shanghai, in order to learn English. I often visited him
when I went to Shanghai. His place was on Zhapu Road, and since there was a Chinese Public Park (Chinese Park
for short) in the vicinity, we usually went there to sit.
It is most irritating, this mention of the park. There were a number of parks in the foreign concessions in
Shanghai to which Chinese people were forbidden entry. The one at Huangputan had a sign at the gate
proclaiming: Chinese and Dogs Not Allowed. Is this very signboard not famous, still today, as historical proof of
the humiliation suffered by the Chinese?
“Even the funds for constructing the parks came from tax money paid by the Chinese. What reason is there for
Chinese to be forbidden entrance to the parks?”—Chinese residents from within the concessions thus aired their
grievances. As a gesture of appeasement, the Public Works Department constructed another park, smaller in scale,
at the Yuanmingyuan junction on the Suzhou River waterfront, for the exclusive use of the Chinese. After that the
Chinese living in the foreign concessions, their pitiable self-respect slightly boosted, did not cause any more fuss.
As Zilin was studying English to equip himself for research work, he was a frequent customer of the secondhand bookshops on Peking Road, looking for second-hand English books, because in those days, there were
hardly any places in Shanghai where one could purchase new foreign books. Biefa Company in Putan was the
only one, as a matter of fact, but the books available were few and prices were high. Zilin once came across a
foreign novel in a second-hand shop and found it a very entertaining read. He said,
“It bears a slight resemblance to La Dame Aux Camelias, but of course Camelias is a French novel and this one
is English. What’s more, this is only the second part of the novel. The first part I have yet to unearth—but where
from? I have already made enquiries at the Biefa Company.”
Zilin often brought this incomplete and well-thumbed English novel along to the Chinese Park (since it was
specially constructed for the Chinese, it was so called by force of habit), explaining the plot to me as he was
reading it.
“You might as well have it translated. Although the fIrst half is missing, you can more or less figure out the
whole thing with the second half you’ve got,” I suggested. He said,
“My written Chinese is not good enough. Perhaps we two could work in collaboration. I’ll translate it from
English and you’ll put it down in Chinese. How about that?” I said,
“Yes, that could be done. Let’s have a go at it.”
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With him doing the talking and me the writing, the two of us, paper and pencil in hand, translated more than
1,000 words in the park. Finding it very interesting, we agreed to meet there again the next day.
The next day was a Saturday. We went to the park again in the afternoon and translated some 2,000 words. It
was Sunday the following day and once more, we managed to get another 2,000 words translated in the Park. That
was more than 5,000 words in three days. Although it was just a hasty draft which needed polishing, we were
quite pleased with it already.
The snag was I could not hang around in Shanghai all the time. I had to return to Suzhou after four or five days
at the most. However, we were determined to get the whole thing done somehow. Eventually, Zilin said,
“You can go back for the time being. I’ll send off my rough drafts to you. You can rewrite the whole thing in
the way you like.”
And so he would work on the translation when he could spare some time from his studies and would then mail
it to me for polishing. When I was back in Suzhou I showed it to the Erudition Society members, who were full of
praise for it and wanted to have it included in the Li xue yibian (The Erudition Translation Collection) which was
about to be published. This novel was given the title Jiayin xiaozhuan (Joan Haste) and it was the first product of
my service to fiction. Since very few people were translating western fiction in those days, it was quite well
received by the readers.
Later Lin Shu managed to trace the missing parts of this novel and the complete work was published by the
Shangwu Yinshuguan (Commercial Press) under the same title Jiayin xiaozhuan with only a slight variation to the
character “Yin” which had appeared in our version. Lin Shu even wrote to send us his regards, as though to put us
in the picture, for our version of the novel had already been published in book form by the Shanghai Wenming
Shuju (Civilization Book Co.). We were still ignorant of the author of the novel and we were indebted to Mr. Lin
for the information that the author was Haggard, an Englishman who had an edition of his complete works to his
credit already.
Besides Jiayin xiaozhuan, I translated two novels from Japanese—Sanqian li xun qinji (The Journey of Three
Thousand Miles in Search of Mother) and Tie shijie (The Iron World). Japan had been experiencing a boom in
cultural activities ever since the Meiji Restoration. Among the books published there, a great proportion were
translations of European and American literary works. There were a lot of both new and second-hand bookshops
in that country. Nearly new books usually ended up in the secondhand bookshops as soon as they had been read
because the Japanese were believers in “off with the old, on with the new” and would sell the books they had
already read in exchange for new ones. Once demoted to the second-hand shops, the books were considerably
reduced in price—which benefited the younger readers too. The two Japanese books I had translated were given
to me by friends who had studied in Japan. They had picked them up from the second-hand bookshops there and
gave them to me as presents when they returned home.
I was aware that the Japanese translations of western books at that time were mostly in kanji (Chinese
characters), which made it easier to translate them into Chinese. And thus I asked them to scout around for old
fiction, but with two requirements: first they must be translations of European and American works, and second
they should be in kanji in the main with very little kana. Both of the two Japanese novels I had translated met
these requirements.
Sanqian Ii xun qin ji was a novel of ethics for the education of children. It was a translation from Italian and
was only about 10;000 words long. The original version had illustrations too to arouse children’s interest. It told
how a child, braving hardship and perils, had ventured on a three-thousand-mile journey to look for his mother.
The other book, Tie shijie, was a translation from French, of about thirty to forty thousand words. Though
categorized as science fiction, it was nonetheless easy to read and not terribly abstruse. The fact that France and
Germany had been feuding for generations was reflected in this novel which depicted the ruthlessness of the
Germans and the peaceableness of the French and how the latter managed to evade the grief the former had
intended for them.
I sold these two novels to Civilization Book Co. in Shanghai later on for publication since I did not have the
resources for the task myself and the practice of paying royalties to writers was not at all common then.
Civilization Book Co. was operated by a group from Wuxi, including Lian Nanhu, Ding Fubao and so on.
Members of the staff there like Yu Zhonghuan (a provincial graduate of the Qing dynasty) and Ding Yunxuan
were acquaintances of mine. The copyright for these two novels came to approximately 100 dollars. (Although we
did have a per-character rate it was only based on a rough estimate and was not taken as seriously as it was later
on.) I simply let them have their way, thinking that the translations were anyway done just for fun, as a passing
whim, and it had not crossed my mind that they could actually bring in money. On top of that, I had the urge to
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publish shared by all literary youth. I would have been content just to see them in print without getting any fee at
all.
It was the same Civilization Book Co. which later published Jiayin xiaozhuan, and the copyright fee for that
was shared between Yang Zilin and myself. My interest in translating fiction was kindled. What was more, it was
freelance work I could take up unfettered. My mind was thus set on contributing translations instead of trying to
secure scholarships by sitting for tests given by the old style academies.
To put you in the picture, after deducting the travelling expenses to Shanghai, the hundred-odd dollars I got
from Civilization Book Co. was enough to keep my family going for several months, according to my living
standard at that time. So what was there to keep me from happily embarking on this course?
However, as far as translating books was concerned, my English was not good enough; my Japanese might just
about pass, but anything with too much kana and too many colloquialisms would be beyond my comprehension.
That was why I was not keen on the fiction written by the Japanese themselves but deliberately sought out their
translations of western books. My favourite works were those translated from French by their veteran writer
Morita Shiken whose kanji was superb and style of translation fluent. There was also Kuroiwa Ruiko whose
translations of western fiction were quite considerable.
But very few American publications had been translated. The fact was the bleak American literary scene of the
time did not have any great writers to offer, which was why the Japanese literati did not bother to do any digging
in that direction.
There were already quite a number of Japanese bookstores in operation in Hongkou, Shanghai, in the early
years of the Chinese Republic. I never failed to visit them every time I was in Hongkou to sift and choose from
their translations of Western fiction. The snag was, by then foreign fiction in Japanese was no longer as easy to
translate as it had been due to a deterioration in its standard of kanji. What was most annoying was a particular
category of translation fiction wherein the names of the characters and places, the systems and social customs and
so on had all been adapted to appear Japanese, even the conversations and dialogues had been altered in this way.
Very often, out of the five or six Japanese translation novels purchased, only one or two were suitable for
retranslation, or worse still, sometimes none was worth the effort.
As regards the books translated by Morita Shiken and Kuroiwa Ruiko mentioned earlier, they had been out of
print for years. So I had to ask my friends studying in Japan to dig for them in the second-hand bookstores, and
they actually managed to get hold of quite a few. Sometimes they even went scouting in the libraries where books
which had been out of print were still retained, and when they found them they simply would not return them
even when they were overdue. I said
“How could you!” They said,
“Doesn’t really matter. It only means the forfeiture of the deposit at the worst. After all, these tattered old
books are but waste paper to them.”
When it came to fiction writing, I would not call myself a writer, nor would I claim to have any literary talent.
It was just that there was a pressing demand for fiction in those days but fiction writers were few. Since settling in
Shanghai, in the beginning I merely attempted translation in response to requests from different sources; later I
took up creative writing as well—turning out shorter pieces first, then trying my hand at full-length fiction
eventually. But the trend in those days was such that vernacular fiction did not find great favour with the readers
who, influenced by Lin Shu’s translations, preferred the classical style. I took up the pen initially out of a passion
for the chase. Little did I expect that it would later become my sideline, a source of extra income to subsidize my
regular earnings. Compared to being a resident tutor, it was a much more unrestrained and carefree occupation.
274.120 Excerpts from Beginings Of Earth And Sky: 1. “Revolving Spheres And The Immovable Earth” 2.
“Sir Isaac Newton’s Story” 3. “A Modern Scientist’s Story”\fn{by Sophia Blanche Lyon Fahs (1876-1978)}
Hangchow, Zhejiang Province, China (F) 6
1
In the beginning, the Everlasting God—the All-Powerful and only Perfect Being—created out of nothing
the earth and sky. By the power of his mighty thought he created them.
In the beginning, the everlasting God lived alone with his angels in the highest heaven—in a place of
perfect beauty and light. Then God said:
“Let us make a world fit for the dwelling place of mankind. Let us make a place where children created in
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our own likeness may be born, and may live, and may grow. Let us make a world which we can watch from
the highest heaven, so that we may help mankind to prepare themselves, after a short while upon the earth, to
live eternally with us in the highest heaven.”
So God created out of nothing—except by the power of his mighty thought—this wonderful earth. He
shaped it round like a ball—a perfect sphere.
Here and there upon the outside of the earth, God placed large bodies of water to form seas and lakes and
rivers. Around the earth upon all sides, God formed a deep layer of air for men to breathe thereof and live.
When God had finished making the earth as a home for man he said:
“Let us form a sky full of bright stars with a sun and a moon to give light to man. Let the sun shine upon
the earth in the day and let the moon and stars shine at night.”
So God created seven great hollow spheres and he placed them round about the earth. The small est sphere
God put nearest to the earth while the outer sphere was the largest of all and the farth est away. Each of the
spheres God made out of something clear as glass so that mankind upon the earth might see beyond each
sphere to the next one.
To the first sphere, God fastened the moon and started this sphere with the moon upon it revolving round
and round the earth. And God called one of his angels to take hold of this great sphere and to keep it revolving
around the earth—smoothly and regularly—just as God himself in the beginning had started it to move.
Then outside this first sphere but not too close, God created another sphere—clear as glass. Upon this
sphere God fastened the planet Mercury. God started this sphere revolving around the earth in a different
direction from the first sphere and more slowly. God then called another angel and commanded him to take
charge of this second sphere and to keep it revolving—smoothly and regularly—just as God had already
started it to move.
Then outside this second sphere, God created another sphere—clear as glass. Upon this sphere God
fastened the planet Venus. God started this sphere revolving around the earth in a different direction from the
second sphere and more slowly. God then called one more angel and commanded him to take charge of this
third sphere and to keep it revolving—smoothly and regularly—just as God had started it to move.
Then God formed a fourth and larger sphere—clear as glass. Upon this sphere God fastened the great
burning sun. Thus God made the sun to rise and set each day, and made day and night upon the earth.
Then God formed another and larger sphere—clear as glass. Upon this sphere he hung the planet Mars. On
yet a larger sphere God hung the planet Jupiter. And on a seventh even larger sphere God hung the planet
Saturn.
Each of these great spheres God made clear as glass so that from the earth men might see through to the
top. He started them going round and round, each sphere moving in its own time and in its own way. To each
of them God assigned an angel and commanded him to keep the sphere revolving—smoothly and regularly—
just as God in the beginning had started it to move.
Finally, God formed the eighth and largest of all the spheres, but this he did not make clear as glass, but
dark so that no one could see beyond it. Upon this sphere God hung all the thousands of stars as lights in the
darkness. And God set his last and largest sphere revolving, so that from the earth the stars upon it would
seem to move together. And God assigned to this last of the spheres the best and strongest of his angels and
commanded him to keep it revolving—slowly and regularly—as God himself had started it to move.
Now beyond this last and greatest sphere is the highest heaven of perfect light and beauty where God and
all his angels were in the beginning and are and ever shall be, world without end. It is the heaven to which all
who live good lives upon the earth will go after death.
In the center of all the spheres God placed the earth. He made it to stand firm and immovable although
resting upon nothing at all. While people upon the earth could not see beyond the eighth and last sphere into
the glorious heaven, yet God and the angels could see all that happened upon the earth.
Now beneath the earth, God created a place of punishment, a hell, to which he would send all those who
were disobedient to his commands and all those who wished to do evil. Only upon the earth and in hell
underneath the earth would God permit any to do evil or aught that was ugly. In all the shining spheres above
the earth, everything was beautiful and perfect.
So God made seven perfect spheres—clear as glass—to whirl round and round the earth, carry ing with
them the five great planets and the sun and the moon, and he made the eighth sphere dark for the fixed stars.
The distance between the spheres was the same in each case, for what God formed was perfectly shaped.
As the angels kept the spheres whirling smoothly and regularly, God made the spheres to sing musical
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notes. From the beginning, these revolving spheres have been making their heavenly harmonies, but no man
upon the earth has ears keen enough to hear their songs.
When at last God had finished his work of creating the earth and sky, he looked down from his highest
heaven upon the wondrous universe which he had made for man to enjoy—sphere within sphere—each
revolving in its own time and in its own way, yet altogether making a beau tiful pattern and a great harmony.
And God said,
“It is good.”
2
I shall begin my story by telling you something that happened to me once when I was a young man.
While in school I had often heard of great astronomers who had lived before me—Coper nicus, Galileo,
Kepler, and many others. I honored those men for their patient study of the night skies. I often puzzled over
what they had taught.
I remember well when I was first told that astronomers of my day no longer believed in an immovable
earth standing firm in the center of the universe. My teachers said that just the con trary was true—that this
earth of ours was always spinning round and round like a top and racing through space in a great circle around
the sun.
I surely felt queer when, as a boy, I tried to imagine the ground under my feet moving faster than a crow
could fly. I puzzled often about this, but I have always liked to puzzle over things and try to think them out.
Then, too, my teachers said that this earth of ours was so big that even Columbus, after his long voyage,
had not traveled around it. Yet it was not nearly so large as one of the stars I could see in the sky.
Some of those twinkling specks of light in the sky, they said, were other worlds. Some were even larger
than our earth. Perhaps people lived on these other worlds!
Such thoughts were very big thoughts for any boy to think. They would always start me puzzling and
figuring, but I thoroughly like to puzzle over things and try to figure them out. I like it better than eating or
sleeping.
As I was sitting in our orchard one afternoon, I was reading and puzzling over some of these questions. I
felt that the men before me had not clearly explained why the planets keep going round and round the sun.
Why did the moon always go round and round the earth? The boys of the village with whom I used to talk
said:
“Angels hold the planets up and keep them moving.”
But I was not satisfied.
While I was puzzling, lying there on the ground alone, an apple came tumbling down from a branch over
my head. I asked myself,
“Why did that apple fall to the ground? No one shook it off, no one pushed it down.” I remem bered what
Galileo had said.
“The earth has a power within it that pulls to itself everything which is left in the air above without any
support. Sixteen feet the first second. Thirty-two feet the next second.” I could almost hear Galileo speaking.
“But there's something more, Galileo, which you didn’t think through,” I felt like saying.
Then I happened to look up at the sky and saw the pale white moon. I wondered
“Does the earth pull the moon, too? Why then doesn’t it fall down like the apple? Is it because the moon is
too far away? Or too big? Would the moon move along in a straight line if it were not for the earth? Could it
be that the earth pulls just hard enough to keep the moon going round and round and yet not hard enough to
pull it down?”
Quick as a flash an idea came to me. Perhaps there is a rule that holds good for all this pulling. Perhaps
everything in the heavens above and in the earth beneath pulls everything else like a magnet. Bigger things
pull harder than little things. Closer things pull harder than things far apart. It was then that I began puzzling
and figuring in earnest.
I went into the house. I took my pen and paper. I figured and figured until I had worked out a rule which I
thought might be used for measuring the pull that everything might have on everything else. I felt very bold
and happy.
Then with that rule, I made for myself a long, hard arithmetic problem. I was going to figure out how long
it would take the moon to go around. the earth if the pull of the earth was according to the rule I had made.
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It took me many days to work out the problem. I wrote to several men who had studied the earth and sky
much more than I had yet done. I asked them:
“How big around is the earth? How far away is the moon?” With these figures I did my work.
Finally, the problem was finished. The answer was this:
“It would take the moon thirty-two days to go around the earth.”
But I knew in reality that it took the moon only about twenty-eight days to go around the earth. You cannot
imagine how disappointed I was for I had to admit that my rule was wrong. The rule I had made about the pull
of the earth did not work.
So I put my figuring away in a drawer and tried to forget about it. I turned to work on other puzzles.
*
Sixteen long years went by before I looked at those figures again. I was then professor in the University,
when unexpected news reached me from France. For me it was the most important news I ever heard in my
life. A French scientist had made new measurements of the size of the earth. He now said he had concluded
that the earth was 25,000 miles around instead of 21,000 miles as he had said before.
Then at once I remembered my old figuring. I got the papers out of the drawer and started over again with
the problem, using this new figure, 25,000 miles. I was so excited that I couldn’t even add correctly. Queer for
a man who had been figuring all his life! But a friend was very kind and quietly did most of the figuring for
me. Finally, the problem was finished. This time the answer was:
“It should take the moon nearly twenty-eight days to go around the earth.”
The right answer! Oh, what joy! Then my mind went galloping like a happy horse. Would this rule hold for
other heavenly bodies? Would it explain the way the planets move round the sun?
So my figuring had just begun. I worked for weeks and years. Every time I was able to figure out a path for
a planet according to my rule, I found it was exactly as the astronomers had measured the planet’s real
movements. I found that by my rule I could explain all the strange and irregular movements that had up to that
time seemed without any reason. I could explain the slowing up of the planets at certain places in the sky as
well as their speeding at other times.
It was all very exciting. I forgot to be tired. Sometimes I forgot even to eat. Sometimes I sat in quietness
letting the great wonder I felt fill my soul. I thought I had discovered a part of the great Creator’s plans in
making the universe. I felt very humble before the greatness of the mind of God.
I tried to imagine how in the beginning, God—by the power of his mighty thought—had cre ated the sun
and all the great worlds in the sky as magnets, each drawing the other to itself. By the power God had put
within them, all the worlds were being held together, whirling round and round—always moving— smoothly,
regularly—in ways that even the mind of man might come partly to understand. And I realized that the same
power that made Jupiter’s moons move round and round thousands of miles away had also made the small
apple fall to the ground beside me that afternoon.
I felt a Oneness about this universe because I saw the same plan working everywhere.
You may say that the universe then is like a perfect machine. God in the beginning started it working. And
it keeps running on forever and ever just as it was made to run in the beginning. Then there is no need of
angels to hold the planets up in the sky and to push them round and round as Christians once thought. Such a
God seems like a giant mechanic, very far away, caring not at all for us who live on one of his many worlds.
There is no use praying to him to ask him to change any of his plans for our sake, for these plans were made
before creation.
Yes, you are partly right. We cannot pray to God to change this law of gravitation, for it seems to be
unchangeable.
But do not say that God is far away. Truly God’s greatness is unspeakable. It is beyond our power to
imagine him, but to me he seems always near, for his thoughts and plans I find about me everywhere. Let us
pray that we may learn to understand his plans so that we may work with them. If we work against them we
shall only defeat ourselves.
The universe, then, is not so much like a great machine as it is like a well-ordered home which God has
prepared. In it are many mansions. How many of these may be already fit for people to live in, we do not
know.
“If we have found people living in all parts of this earth to which men have traveled, why may we not
suppose that if we could travel about among the stars we might not find other people there?”
And the God great enough to make and plan them all must be able to send his invisible messengers to all
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his worlds to help all his people.
“I do not know how I may appear to the world; but to myself I seem to have been only like a boy playing
on the seashore”—interested in hunting pebbles. Now and then I have found “a smoother pebble or a prettier
shell than ordinary, while the great ocean of truth lay all undiscovered before me.”
3
You ask “What do scientists today think about the beginning of all beginnings?”
That question is much too difficult for any man to answer with sureness. As scientists, we have found it
better to begin asking questions about what is happening now in the earth and sky, and to leave our wondering
and dreaming about the first beginnings until later when we have looked well at what is even now before our
eyes.
The men of long ago could not begin to imagine the unspeakable grandeur we have discovered in what we
call our universe.
Perhaps you often stay indoors of an evening listening beside your radio. You marvel at the magic of the
little box beside you that brings you voices sometimes from across the ocean ten thou sand miles away. But
each one of you has another receiving set even more amazing than your radio. You carry it about with you
everywhere you go.
It is not a listening set. It is rather a seeing set. You never paid a cent for it, yet you could not buy it from
another for a million dollars.
You are using this seeing set of yours all the time; but, I dare say, you have not begun to make it do the
wonders for you that it can do. Out under the open sky at night is a thrilling place to experiment with it.
Perhaps even tonight you will use it. It has two lenses. They are in the front of your own head.
Go out, then, into some open place where you can look up and around over the whole sky full of stars. In
the northern hemisphere during the fall and winter months the Dog Star or Sirius, as it is sometimes called, is
to be seen near the southern horizon. It is one of the brightest of all the so-called “fixed stars” in the sky.
Wise men in Egypt watched that star thousands of years ago. On a certain morning in July when the Nile
River began to flood, Sirius would appear exactly with the rising sun. So by the ris ing of Sirius, the Egyptians
dated the coming of the New Year.
When you look at Sirius you can feel yourself in the company of ancient "Watchers of the Sky,” for it has
been one of the most important stars in the history of man.
It is only during the last few years, however, that we have come to realize how great a wonder it is that we
midgets on this small earth can even see Sirius at all. This is even more wonderful than that we can hear music
on the radio from across the seas.
Let me show you how this can be. Scientists now know that, in order that we may see an object, light
waves must travel from the thing we see over to us. If it is dark all around us, we can see nothing.
We now know also that light travels in some such way as ripples travel across the water when you throw a
stone into a stream. Sound also travels in the same way. The difference between sound waves and light waves
is that light waves travel very much faster than sound waves. Our ears are the hearing sets that pick up the
sound waves. Our eyes are the seeing sets that pick up the light waves. Our seeing sets are in some ways more
marvelous than our hearing sets.
When we stand on the earth looking up at the sky and see that small dot of light which we call Sirius, far
off in space, what are we doing? We are picking up waves of light which have been sent to us from a tremendously powerful sending station. In fact, Sirius is not a mere ball of light hung up against the sky as men of
old used to think. Sirius is a sun twenty-five times hotter and brighter than the sun that pours its heat upon us
during the day. The reason Sirius seems so tiny and faint to us is merely because it is so very far away.
How far away, then, is that star over near the horizon? We should grow old even trying to count the number
of miles away it is, for it is fifty-one million million miles away! We usually think our own sun is far away,
for if you could hop into an airplane and could fly at a speed of two hundred miles an hour all the way to the
sun, it would take you about sixty years to make the trip. You would be old before you reached the sun.
Now, of course, it would be utterly impossible for you to make such a journey and reach the sun alive, but
let us suppose the impossible. Let us imagine you could do it, and that you wished to start out on another
flight to Sirius—that star you see over on the horizon. You would have to fly five hundred thousand times
farther away! If you should live until you reached Sirius, you would have grown to be thirty-five million years
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old!
Now suppose you could fly much faster than an airplane can fly. Suppose you could travel as swiftly as
light waves travel—one hundred and eighty-six thousand miles a second—how long would it take you to
reach that star? Even then it would require nine whole years!
The light, then, that we see when we look at Sirius was racing through space toward our earth at this
tremendous speed for as many years as some of you are old, before anyone on earth could see the star at all.
Yet as long as you and I live and have eyes with which to see, we can step out under the stars and, without
even half trying, we can pick up those old, old light waves coming from that star—fifty-one million million
miles away! Surely we carry about with us receiving sets far more delicate and powerful than the best radio
sets in the richest homes!
Sometimes scientists feel so brimful of wonder at the grandeur of the universe in which we live that we
feel we cannot bear to let any more wondering in. Yet, strange as it seems, we love to wonder! And so we start
anew to find out more about the earth and sky.
So it is with my story. It, too, must now take a fresh start. Sirius, after all, is just one among thousands of stars
in the sky. It seems brighter than the other stars merely because it is nearer the earth than any other star so
great.
Scientists have actually counted one million stars in the sky whose light they have pictured in photographs.
When even larger telescopes are pointed at the sky, who can imagine how many stars may be seen and how far
away in space they may be found to be!
Professor Jeans\fn{Probably Sir James Hopwood Jeans (1877-1946) OM FRS MA DSc ScD LLD, English physicist,
astronomer and mathematician } says that the total number of all the stars in the sky is probably equal to the number
of the grains of sand on all the seashores of all the world. Still these suns are not in the least crowded together.
They float about through the oceans of space, each one probably over a million miles away from its nearest
neighbor!
*
Still other wonders the great telescopes have brought to our sight. The next part of my story has most to do
with your questions about beginnings.
Scientists have discovered that stars are a little like people. We might say that they are born, they grow old,
and perhaps they even die. We think we see some of these things actually happening now away off in the sky.
Such sights have started us wondering anew about the beginnings of our own earth.
Go out once more under the stars and I shall try to explain.
Do you see that patch of flimsy light in the Constellation of Andromeda? Through one of our great
telescopes an astronomer has taken a photograph that makes that tiny spot look very much larger than it seems
when we look at it directly with our eyes. The picture is on page 143.
Such a thing as is shown in this picture scientists call a spiral nebula—which is merely a Latin way of
saying a whirling wheel of fire balls and mists. Scientists are very curious to know just what is happening in
that unthinkably far-away place.
We know it is far outside what we call our own universe of suns and planets. We think this nebula is
another whole universe, probably very much larger than our own, and that it is also much younger than our
universe. In fact, we might call it a baby universe that began only a few million years ago. Hard as it is to
imagine, we should know that to a universe, a million years is like a day in our usual way of thinking.
If we could look at this great nebula edgeways, it would probably look much like the second pic ture on
page 145. In this you can almost see the fire mist whirling round. It looks like a giant top spinning in empty
air, yet we believe it is really another great universe of suns and perhaps planets also just beginning to form.
If we could live long enough to watch these spinning mists for several million more years, we might know
more surely just what is happening way out there in the sky.
Astronomers have to be very patient. We think that after perhaps several million more years these spiral
nebulae, whose pictures are in this book, will both look somewhat like the one in the third picture on page
147.
This nebula is older than the other two. Its fire mist has begun to gather in great flaring arms and clumps
are forming here and there. We think these clumps will grow larger—little balls falling into the bigger ones.
The larger clumps will become as suns holding their great heat for unnumbered ages. The smaller whirling
balls of hot gas eventually may cool and change to balls of melted rock. Then after ages more, the melted rock
will harden to stone. The hot mists may turn to water. Oceans and lakes may gather. Mountains may be

1066

crumpled up on the surface, and valleys and ocean beds may be formed. And so planets like our own in
another universe may come into being. They, too, may spin round and round some central ball of flame like
our sun.
Instead of one sun, many suns will be formed within this spiral nebula, the smaller suns revolv ing around
the bigger suns, and smaller planets spinning around the bigger suns. Millions of years from now they may
become great whirling clusters of suns and worlds—another great universe like our own.
As we have studied such pictures as these, we have thought that perhaps it was in this same way that our
own small earth and our own universe were formed in the beginning. Once upon a time our earth may have
been one of many clumps of fiery gas in a burning spinning mass of fire. As it whirled round and round, it,
too, may have cooled and moved slowly farther and farther away from its sun. Its hot gases may have slowly
turned to melted rocks and mists. Its melted rocks may then have hardened to stone and the mists gathered as
rain.
The rain falling upon the earth may have made large bodies of water. The crust crumpled to form
mountains, valleys, and continents, and gases cooled about the earth and changed to air. Then after millions
and millions of years our earth became a place fit to be the home of living people.
Just how it happened that a clump of fire mist was thrown off from this sun, and just what made it gather in
a great ball like our earth, we do not know. Several different theories have been sug gested, but scientists are
not agreed on which one is most likely to be true. We must learn more about our earth and sky before we can
say what we think.
Perhaps we may never know. Perhaps there never was a beginning of all beginnings.
After thinking such long and stupendous thoughts as these, you may feel as we scientists sometimes feel—
very, very small and unimportant in so boundless a dwelling place as one of these vast universes.
*
When scientists feel that way, we sometimes take out our microscopes instead of our tele scopes and we
look at something very, very small. In fact, some of us are spending our whole lives studying just tiny things,
things so very small that a million of them put together scarcely cover a pencil dot. We have merely begun to
discover the surprises that are in store for us hidden away in these tiny things, for they are very hard to
understand. Sometimes we feel as Sir Isaac Newton felt when he realized that he could measure the
movements of the moon but could not measure the growth of a little flower. But we know far more than
Newton knew about the importance of the smallest things.
As for the sky, it seems to us somewhat like a great unfinished painting spread out before us—so very large
that no man can see to its farthest edge. Most of the picture is covered with a veil. We are trying in one way or
another to lift that veil so that we may see more of the painting. From the little bit that we may see down in
one corner, it is very hard to understand what the picture is all about.
We are quite sure, however, of some things which we have found. We have seen a grandeur that wakens
within us a desire to be “worthy of so great a majesty.” We have seen a tremendous energy and movement that
at times almost terrifies us.
But we find also a beautiful neatness and orderliness in the sky. Every star and planet is moving with a
swiftness we cannot imagine, yet there seems to be no confusion. We see a smooth ness and a regularity in all
the whirlings of the stars. They are never late in their risings and in their settings. We can tell just where in the
sky each one of them will be at a certain minute on a certain night a hundred years from now.
It surely seems that all these things were being planned and worked out for some great purpose. What that
purpose may be we are not big enough to understand. Yet it is a comfort to feel that some unthinkably Great
Artist may be at work.
We call that Artist of All the Universes by the name of God.
Others of us think somewhat differently. We say the picture seems to be making itself. The earth and sky
are not like a great unfinished painting for they are alive and growing. A Great Mind or Soul is in them, not
outside, forming them.
Just as our Minds or Souls are somehow in our bodies and are a part of them, so the Greatest of all Minds
or Souls is somehow in the Universe. Tiny bits of this God Mind may be in each one of us—perhaps also in
every other living thing. Perhaps even things which do not seem alive at all may have in them even tinier bits
of this God Mind.
Just as we can see one another’s faces but can never see the minds or souls that are back of the faces, so we
can see the outside parts of these vast universes, but we can not see the Great Mind or Soul that may be living
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and acting in them all.
210.15 The Beginnings Of Chinese Civilization\fn{by Li Chi (1876-1979)} Zhongxiang, Hubei Province, China
(M) 12
1
More than forty years ago, when I was first admitted to the middle school, I used to feel extremely happy to
know that I was born in a country whose history had already lasted 5,000 years. I say 5,000 years because it was
actually the figure given to the youthful mind of my generation. The Sumerian civilization and the Egyptian
civilization, we were told, might have started earlier; but they were also dead long ago. The Hindus, too, enjoy a
long tradition, but their men of learning, till recently, never seemed to think it worth while to put their tradition on
written records. So when all these things have been considered, China is certainly the oldest country still existing
on this earth, and possesses the longest—and this is important—continuous written history of all the nations. This
was my understanding of China’s past before the time of the Chinese Revolution.
After the revolution, things began to change. There was a time when the reformers of China were skeptical
about everything recorded in and about the past, including history itself. The Renaissance movement in the early
twentieth century was essentially a rationalist movement, more or less akin in spirit to that of the classicists of the
seventeenth century. Their slogan, “Show your proof,” though destructive in nature, did bring about a more
critical spirit in the study of ancient China. Thus, if one wants to pay excessive tribute to the Golden Age of Yao
and Shun, well, show your proof; if one wishes to talk about the engineering miracles of the Great Yü of the third
millennium B.C., proofs must also be given. What must be remembered in this connection is that written records
alone were no longer accepted as valid proofs.
This proof-seeking movement created a great deal of havoc with the traditional learning and revolutionized the
method of classical studies. Modern archaeology in China was born in this atmosphere.\fn{ In the Bulletin of the
National Research Institute of History and Philology of the Academia Sinica (in Chinese), Vol. I, No.1 (1928), Fu Ssu-nien, the founder and
the first director of the Institute, discussed in the publication notice of the bulletin the general background of historical researches in China
and expounded the urgency and necessity of the adoption of a new method and a new approach for the continuous advancement of this
branch of Chinese learning}

The task of a modern archaeologist in China, however, is not limited to the search for proofs in order to
reinstate the glories that were China’s past. His more important mission is rather to answer a set of new questions
conceived in the light of modern science but only dimly perceived by historians of bygone generations. The
questions so raised are of two different categories but are closely interwoven with each other: the one is concerned
with the origin and the formation of the Chinese people, and the other with the nature and the building of Chinese
civilization.
So the new historians have been continually asking: Who were the earliest Chinese and in what manner was
the Chinese civilization developed? I shall make an attempt to answer the above two questions in a general way
and on the basis of modern archaeological discoveries. Let me take up the racial history of the Chinese people
first.
*
The earliest examples of Homo sapiens discovered in the Chinese area are still those from the Upper Cave of
Chou-kou-tien, first found in 1933 and briefly described in a preliminary report by Franz Weidenreich in
1939.\fn{Franz Weidenreich, “On the Earliest Representatives of Modern Mankind Recovered on the Soil of East Asia,” Bulletin of the
Natural History Society of Peking, XIII (1939), 161-74} The skeletal remains from this cave show a curious combination of
several specimens. According to Weidenreich’s descriptions, the three best preserved skulls represent “three
different racial elements … to be classified as primitive Mongoloid, Melanesoid and Eskimoid.” What is amazing
to many an anthropologist who studied these data is the great possibility that these three individuals might have
belonged to only one family, if there was at that time a family organization.
Weidenreich’s paper aroused some very interesting speculations in many quarters. One of the queries
stimulated by this discovery was about the possible relation of the Upper Cave skeletons to the formation of the
Chinese people in historical times. According to Weidenreich’s idea, if the ancestors of the modern Chinese were
already existent 20,000 years ago,\fn{ Professor Hallam L. Movius, Jr., of Harvard University has written to tell me that, in his
opinion, “the time when this locality (that is, the Upper Cave at Chou-kou-tien) was occupied would fall closer to 10,000 B.C. than it
would to 20,000 B.C. This fact is conclusively shown by the fauna.” } they were certainly not represented in the Upper Cave of
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Chou-kou-tien. The concluding paragraph of his interesting paper published in the Bulletin of the Natural History
Society of Peking includes the following remarks:
As to the origin of the Chinese—in so far as it is permissible to use this designation in determining a race—the
discovery of Chou-kou-tien population failed to shed any light. Even so, one cannot conclude that the Chinese did not
already exist during the Upper Palaeolithic time\fn{Very broadly between 50,000-10,000BC} because there is evidence
that Melanesian and Eskimoid types were in existence at that time. It is possible that the Chou-kou-tien family
belonged to a migrating tribe foreign to the country and that the actual settlers who attacked and exterminated them
were the real representatives of that Chinese race.

Professor E. A. Hooton, while agreeing with Weidenreich’s major diagnosis, expressed his dissension on one
point. He believed that the Old Man of the Upper Cave, whom Weidenreich classified as primitive Mongoloid,
looks like a primitive European White, with more than a dash of the archaic Australoid features and can be
duplicated almost exactly in the skulls of modern Ainu.\fn{E. A. Hooton, Up From the Ape, New York, 1946, p. 402}

Professor Hooton’s remark is the more interesting because it serves to link the discovery of the Upper Cave not
only with modern anthropology of the Far Eastern region but also with some curious tales transmitted from early
China.
Among the strange tales told in the Mountain and Sea Classics, there is one story about a Hairy People in
Book 17.\fn{Shan-hai-ching (in Chinese), Part II, Book 17, p. 80. Ssu-pu-ts’ung-k’an edition (Shanghai, 1919-1929) } This book is
devoted to the folklore of the northeastern region of the Ancient East, covering approximately the territory of
modern Manchuria, eastern Siberia, and the islands of Sakhalin and Japan. The description of the Mao-min of this
region, that is, the Hairy People, includes some statements about both their physical appearance and their food
habits. An explanatory note attached to the term Mao-min by a fourth-century commentator says that the faces and
bodies of these people were all covered with hair.\fn{ Ibid., “Notes on ‘Mao-min,’” by Kuo P’o}
It is obvious that both the author of Shan-hai-ching (that is, the Mountain and Sea Classics) and its
commentator must have been more or less familiar with the appearance of the Mao-min, as their descriptions of
these people almost exactly fit the modern Ainu, still surviving in the northern part of Japan.
Even more significant than this interesting tale about the Mao-min is a statement occurring in the chapter on
anti-phrenology of Hsün-tzu,\fn{Whose work was published as volume XVI in Probsthain’s Oriental Series (1928)} the great
Confucian philosopher of the third century B.C. In his scathing criticism of the practice of, and the superstitious
beliefs in, phrenology, Hsün-tzu said: “In Hung Yao’s physical appearance, no skin is visible on his bodily
surface,” meaning that the strange appearance of Hung Yao did in no way check his eminent career. Hung Yao, as
is well known to students of ancient Chinese history, was one of the ten most prominent ministers who composed
the brain trust in the court of the founders of the Chou Dynasty.\fn{ 1046-256BC)
If his face was all covered with hair, it would be by no means too speculative to take him as one of the kinsmen
of the Ainu’s ancestors or, perhaps, a descendant of the Old Man of the Chou-kou-tien Upper Cave, if one were
inclined to accept the opinions of the late Professor Hooton. Since the Ainu have been classified as one of the
Palaeo-Asiatic peoples, the assumption is certainly well justified that they played an important role in the
formation of the Chinese people in the proto-historical period.\fn{ I.e., the time prior to the advent of written records:H } But
evidently they were in a small minority, as in the time of Hsün-tzu their hairiness was already considered more or
less unusual.
As to the Melanesian elements, it is also interesting to speculate as to when they became “exterminated” by
representatives of the Chinese, as Dr. Weidenreich has put it. We know almost for certain that there were still
Negrito survivals in South China as late as the ninth century A.D., and perhaps even later, a fact that tends,
indirectly at least, to confirm what the French archaeologists found in the pre-historical sites of Indo-China, the
presence of pre-Melanesian skulls. On ancient Chinese bronzes, one occasionally finds, among their profuse
decorative patterns, the casting of the human face realistically done; the Melanesian appearance is by no means
rare. The most illuminating example is from the Sumitorno’s collection,\fn{ There is a reproduction in plate XVI of Albert
J. Koop’s Early Chinese Bronzes (London, 1924)} a yu wine vase cast in the form of a tiger embracing a child; the face of
the child shows a decidedly Negroid countenance with which the designer of this bronze must have been
intimately acquainted. A big bronze tetrapod, weighing many hundred pounds, was dug out during World War II
by a group of peasants in the neighborhood of the ancient capital of the Shang dynasty.\fn{ Anyang} This, too,
shows, on the two standing lugs above the rim, a decorative pattern consisting of a human head, Negroid in
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appearance, placed between the heads of two tigers standing on their hind legs and arranged antithetically. Other
instances of this kind need not be repeated.
But down to the close of the Neolithic time in North China, the people who dominated this area were
Mongoloid and, according to the study of Davidson Black, “conformed to a type essentially similar to that
represented by the present-day Northern Chinese.” Three years later Black again said, in the concluding chapter of
his study on the Kansu and Honan Aeneolithic skulls:
As a result of the foregoing investigations into the group, measurements and form relations of
the Honan and Kansu pre-historic crania in comparison with recent North China material, it
would seem to be established beyond any reasonable doubt that the prehistoric populations
represented were essentially oriental in physical character. Further, the resemblances between
these prehistoric and recent North China populations would appear to be such that the term
“proto-Chinese” may with some propriety be applied to the former.\fn{ Davidson Black, “A Study of Kansu
and Honan Aeneolithic Skulls and Specimens from Later Kansu Prehistoric Sites in Comparison with North China and Other Recent
Crania,” Palaeontologia Sinica, Ser. D, Vol. VI, Fasc. 1 (1928), p. 81. See also Black’s earlier report in 1925, “On the Human Skeletal
Remains from Yangshao Ts’un in Comparison with Recent North China Skeletal Materials,” Palaeontologia Sinica, Ser. D, Vol. I,
Fasc. 3 (1925), p. 98}

It is to be observed that from the time of the Old Man of the Upper Cave of Chou-kou-tien to the Late Neolithic
of North China, the time interval is more than 10,000 years. Modern archaeology has not yet been able to supply
any material for a study regarding the emergence of the proto-Chinese or to fill up the gap with an evolutionary
series of the Mongolian race from the primitive Mongoloid to the formation of the Chinese people in historical
time, except for the find of a single tooth of Upper Palaeolithic time in the Ordos region; discovered by Licent and
Teilhard de Chardin, and described by Davidson Black as a “shovel-shaped upper incisor.”
This isolated find, on account of its unique morphological character, has aroused a great deal of interest among
both anthropologists and historians. It is doubly significant because on the one hand this morphological feature
seems to be related to Sinanthropus pekinensis, according to Franz Weidenreich, and on the other hand to the
modern Chinese. Weidenreich’s study on the “Dentition of Sinanthropus Pekinensis” devoted fully two pages to
discussing the problem of shovel-shaped incisors in recent mankind and made the following remarks:
As to the occurrences of these types in recent mankind, the essential point is not that they may be found to a certain
extent in all races in a minor percentage, but that they occur in special races up to almost 100 per cent; as, for instance,
in Eskimo and Chinese, at least as far as the lateral incisors are concerned; and the same percentage must be taken to be
characteristic for Sinanthropus.\fn{Franz Weidenreich, “Dentition of Sinanthropus Pekinensis,” Palaeontologia Sinica, New Ser.
D, No.1 (1937), introductory chapter}

It is not my purpose to discuss any possible relation between the Sinanthropus and the Mongoloid or the
Chinese. But it is important to note that Professor Weidenreich’s statement about the frequency of the shovelshaped incisors among the Chinese has recently been confirmed by an examination of the incisor teeth of
freshmen of the National Taiwan University. Among 803 male freshman students examined in 1952, more than 90
per cent possessed shovel-shaped upper incisors; the same was true of 121 female freshmen. In both sexes the
incisors of less than 1 per cent showed a non-shovel-shaped appearance.\fn{ Chang Kwang-chih, “Notes on Some
Anthropometrical Measurements of the Freshmen of the National Taiwan University,” Bulletin of the Department of Archaeology and
Anthropology (in Chinese), No.3 (1954), p. 43, gives a tabulated summary of percentages of occurrence of the shovel-shaped incisors }

In addition to the above confirmatory evidence it is to be further noted that Davidson Black, in his note on the
Ordos tooth, made use of a number of the upper lateral incisors recovered from the Aeneolithic sites in North
China for comparative study. He said that in all these specimens, whether Early Bronze and Copper Age or
modern North China, we are dealing with well-formed incisor teeth, conforming in all essentials and most details
to a type aptly described by Hrdlicka as shovel-shaped.
Thus modern archaeology and modern anthropology have jointly established a case that in Eastern Asia the
evolution of Hominidae, from the time of early Pleistocene down to the modern age, is accompanied at different
stages by a persistent morphological characterization: the invariable presence of the shovel-shaped upper incisor
teeth. It is a phenomenon quite peculiar to this region, which so far has found no parallel anywhere else.
There seems to be little question that the origin of the ancestors of the Chinese is tied up with the origin of the
Mongoloid; and the Mongoloid race, on the evidence now available, must have evolved east of the Ural
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Mountains. With this background as a working hypothesis, we should be better prepared for an interpretation of
early Chinese history.
*
I propose to start the discussion of early Chinese history with the Neolithic phase, as it is only at this stage that
there is something definite to work upon.
It is well known that pre-historical researches in China started with the Swedish geologist, Dr. J. G. Andersson,
who not only discovered the Chou-kou- and the first trace of Peking Man\fn{ The fossil remains of which were at the time
(1929) estimated to be between 300,000-500,000 years old:H } but was also the first scientist to find the existence of a widely
distributed pre-historical culture of the late Neolithic phase in North China. The interest shown in this discovery
by archaeologists all the world over is mainly due to the possible relation this culture might have had with the
West. This fascinating question, however, could hardly be settled at present on the basis of available data; so let us
confine our discussion to the field of the Chinese area.
In the last thirty years archaeologists have located the presence of the Painted Pottery culture along the major
portion of the Yellow River Valley basin in North China, with, however, a marked exception in the province of
Shantung. Its sphere of influence reached Manchuria in the east and Sinkiang in the west; its zone of
concentration is located in the section of the Yellow River Valley between T’ung Kuan and Taihong Shan that
divides the province of Honan from Shansi
It is precisely within this zone that the simplest type of painted pottery, in shape as well as in patterns of
decoration, is located. Liang Ssu-yung, followed by G. D. Wu, was of the opinion that the painted pottery
discovered by him at Hou-kang in Anyang represented the earliest stage—at any rate earlier than the Yang-shao
group. Wu went a step further and assigned definite dates to the Hou-kang cultures in his chronological table of
Chinese pre-history. It seems to be quite definite that, as far as present knowledge goes, neither in the northwest
from Kansu to Sinkiang nor in the northeast from Hopei to the Liaotung Peninsula has there been discovered, up
to the present time, any painted pottery culture simpler and more primitive than that found in Hou-kang, located
in the northernmost part of Honan province.
What is particularly baffling in regard to the distribution of the Yangshao culture is its complete absence in the
province of Shantung. In spite of the many efforts made by a number of archaeologists to find Neolithic remains
in this peninsula, no trace of painted pottery has ever been discovered there. Shantung is China’s Holy Land, not
merely for the reason that Confucius was born there; it was also, as many historians would testify, the cultural
center of China in the first millennium B.C. And, what is even more important, it was most probably the
homeland where the culture of the Shang dynasty had its early growth.
It was precisely in this province that another phase of the pre-historical culture of North China was discovered
by the young archaeologist Wu Gin Ding (G. D. Wu) in 1930, just after he was graduated from the Tsing Hua
Research Institute. This phase is known as the Lungshan culture after the name of the village near which the first
and the type site is located. The most characteristic feature of this culture, as of the Yangshao remains, is its
pottery; but unlike the Yangshao pottery the Lungshan ceramics are mostly monochrome, of which the most
distinguished group is pure black, lustrous, and thin. Subsequently it was found that this culture also covered a
wide area in eastern and northeastern China, extending northward to the Liaotung Peninsula and southward to the
delta region of Hangchow Bay.
*
Following this discovery arose the chronological problem of the relative sequence of these two pre-historical
cultures in North China as a whole. The basic work in the field that determined the time relation of these two
cultures was carried out in the Anyang region by members of the Archaeological Section of the Academia Sinica.
Here were discovered many sites in which three distinct types of cultural remains were found in successive
deposition; they were: (1) the Painted Pottery culture, (2) the Black Pottery culture, and (3) the historical culture
of the Shang dynasty, of which the white pottery has received the most attention from antiquarians.
In the stratified area of the Hou-kang site, three types of relations of the three different types of cultures were
observed: the superposition is either the Shang over the Yangshao, or the Shang over the Lungshan, or, thirdly, the
Lungshan over the Yangshao. These orders have been found to exist wherever intact stratified cultural remains
have been located. The reverse of such orders was not reported in any of the excavated areas within this region.
So the sequence thus determined may be given as: the Painted Pottery culture as the earliest, followed by the
Black Pottery culture, and then the historical Shang culture.
But it must be made clear at once: this established sequence has its geographical limitation.
Now about the earliest historical Chinese culture, the culture of the Shang dynasty.
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For quite some time it was thought that, from the latest phase of the Neolithic culture discovered in North
China to the earliest phase of the historical remains discovered in Anyang, there was a close and almost
immediate succession. The cultural sequence established in Anyang and confirmed in a number of other places
has been usually taken as a positive proof of the closeness in time of the Lungshan and the historical Shang
cultures.
But a more critical examination of their detailed contents, especially the pre-Shang and the Shang remains
found in Hsiao-t’un, reveals the existence of a gap which might have been caused by interrupted development, a
discontinuity which might be an indication of some time interval. What distinguished the historical remains of the
Shang at Hsiao-t’un from the pre-Shang deposits found quite extensively in Anyang, including Hsiao-t’un, are the
following six groups of cultural traits:
1. New development of ceramic industry
2. Employment of bronze to cast tools, weapons, and sacrificial vessels
3. The presence of a highly developed writing system
4. Chamber burials and human sacrifices
5. Use of chariots
6. Advanced stone carvings
None of the above six cultural traits could be linked, as far as is known, in even a remote way to the Yangshao
and the Lungshan cultures. They also differ among themselves in the degree of the suddenness of their emergence
from a total obscurity in the Neolithic time to the foreground of the historical scene.
Of these six groups the ceramic craft especially needs some discussion. The nine types of pottery which
occurred most frequently in the Shang (Yin) stratum were all novel as compared with the pottery forms of the
black pottery in the bottom deposit underneath the Shang stratum. The prevalent six types of the gritty and the
black wares of the pre-historical period disappeared almost completely in the cultural stratum of the Shang period.
The Shang potters discarded altogether the fine and delicate craft of producing the thin, lustrous, and beautifully
turned black ware. They went on experimenting with some inventions of their own and introduced for the first
time in the history of ceramic art the use of kaolin clay with which they produced the famous white pottery. They
also made the earliest attempt to cover the external surface of the stoneware with an extra coating of glaze. It is
true that methods used by potters of the preceding periods were still continued in the Shang time to produce
certain types of wares for daily use, but there was a distinct change in both the style and the method of production
of the more refined articles.
Of the other five cultural elements which made their first appearance in the Shang Dynasty, the writing system
and the bronze may be discussed together. The general impression has been that these two cultural activities seem
to have started almost simultaneously. As I have tried to show in another connection, their simultaneity is more
apparent than real; and both of them must have had an earlier development from which their Hsiao-t’un phase was
evolved. Taking first the problem of the bronzes found in Hsiao-t’un, it is obvious to anyone who has examined
this problem that an earlier background must be postulated in order to explain the stage of development which the
bronze of Hsiao-t’un attained. Among the Hsiao-t’un remains themselves, evidence was by no means lacking to
show that the history of bronze foundry in this locality is divisible into two sub-stages; and the earlier sub-stage
may lead back to a still more primitive phase.
The writing system of the Hsiao-t’un stage as found on the oracle bones, like the Hsiao-t’un bronzes,
represents a development on a comparatively advanced level. It is of course a well-known fact that the Hsiao-t’un
scripts are 1,600 to 1,800 years later than the earliest Sumerian writing; and in this time interval the idea of
keeping some written records might have migrated from the valley of the Tigris and Euphrates to the valley of the
Yellow River. Still this does not explain how such a highly complicated system as the earliest known Chinese
writing, composed of more than 2,000 characters and totally unlike the cuneiform scripts in either form or
structure, should have appeared all of a sudden on Chinese soil. It is to be remembered that in the middle of the
second millennium B.C., east of the Ural Mountains and the Indian peninsula, North China was the only literate
spot in the whole region bordering on the Pacific. Even the most earnest diffusionist must prove his thesis by
gathering evidence in the intervening region between Mesopotamia and the northeastern China plain before any
convincing arguments can be made to support the idea of complete borrowing.
Personally, I am more inclined to believe that the birth of all great civilizations, in the past as well as the
present, is due to cultural contact. But before we accept this as true of any particular civilization, no effort should
be spared to collect all available data in order to examine in detail the process of actual growth. In China’s past,
only a small area has been properly investigated up to the present time, and, even in this area, the task is hardly
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half done. In fact, just when scientific data were being accumulated in the middle 1930’s, the endeavor was
brought to a sudden end by the Japanese invasion. And now, after a lapse of almost twenty years since World War
II started in the Far East, we are still dependent upon the materials collected in the brief span of nine years (19291937) when the Academia Sinica excavated in Anyang and its adjacent region.
In many key areas, although there have been plenty of fruitful lootings, hardly any properly conducted
archaeological excavations have taken place. There is scarcely any doubt that our urgent problem is still to look
for new facts so that the sudden emergence of the bronze industry, as well as the writing system, may be explained
on a more substantial basis.
2
In the last thirty years field archaeology in China has uncovered the remains of the Shang Dynasty, datable to
the middle and the latter part of the second millennium B.C. It has been found that Chinese civilization as
represented by these remains, located in the northernmost part of Honan province and north of the Yellow River,
was very advanced and had already attained maturity, with a complete mastery of the technique of casting bronze,
the possession of an independent writing system, and an efficient and complicated military and political
organization; it was also characterized by an abundance of material well-being, a remarkable manifestation of a
highly sophisticated decorative art, an exacting social system, and a theocratic religion dominated by an excessive
devotion to ancestor worship. It was a civilization full of vitality and vigor; although not without elements of
cruelty and monstrosity, it had nevertheless adequately prepared the ground for the coming of a humanistic
philosophy that found its ablest exponents in Confucius and his school in the following Chou dynasty.\fn{ 1100221BC}
Is the civilization of the Shang dynasty homogeneous, autochthonous,\fn{ Of an indigenous nature:H} and entirely
independent of outside influence? My answer to this question is an emphatic no. Let me discuss it in some detail.
*
It is a well-known fact that, at the close of the Neolithic age, North China was divided into at least two cultural
zones, with a possible third one which still needs further clarification by more archaeological evidence. In a paper
which I read before the Eighth Pacific Science Congress in 1953, I pointed out the fact that during this period:
In the northwest and along the Sino-Mongolian border was the culture first developed by the Painted Pottery people,
and most probably further elaborated by the Hsia, the first of the Chinese dynasties, which preceded the Shang. To this
dynasty the earliest Chinese bronzes and bronze foundry were usually attributed both according to the historical
narratives and the antiquarian’s account. Most probably also, the people of this dynasty believed in and practiced
totemism, in the light of some recent interpretations of certain folk literature that survived in the various compilations
of the Chou philosophers.
The center of the second tradition is to be located near the Eastern Coast and was represented by the Black Pottery
folk who survived in the historical time as the Eastern I, also known as the Squatting Barbarians in the early documents
…
But the forerunners of the Shang dynasty could not, by any historical or archaeological evidence, be positively
identified with either of the above traditions. The founders of the Shang dynasty were probably the earliest Chinese
who developed the kneeling posture into a sitting habit, known later among the Japanese as seiza. Whether they learned
this from the Egyptian scribes or developed it independently remains to be investigated. It seems to be pretty certain
that at first the ancestors of the Shang dynasty conquered the Eastern I and absorbed some of their art tradition; in
return, they also taught them a new technique of warfare, on the condition, of course, that they should fight under their
leadership. With this newly trained army, the Shang conquered the Hsia further west, and subsequently learned from the
Hsia whatever was worth their while learning.
So the dynastic splendor of the Shang is the result of the coalescence of three distinct cultural traditions: the Eastern
I, the western Hsia, and the proto-Shang.

The foregoing statement was based mainly on the study of the decorative art of the Shang dynasty, especially
the two fragments of human figures carved in stone, recovered respectively from the dwelling site of Hsiao-t’un
and the cemetery site of Hou-chia-chuang, with additional confirmatory evidences from bone carvings and pottery
decorations.
The economic conditions of the three types of community in the Aëneolithic and proto-historical periods—the
Yangshao, that is, the Painted Pottery culture; the Lungshan, the Black Pottery culture; and the Hsiao-t’un, the
Shang culture—are clearly reflected in the faunistic remains collected from these sites. The fauna of the Yangshao
remains consist only of pigs, dogs, and cattle; neither sheep nor horses were found. In Ch’eng-tzu-yai, the type
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site of the Black Pottery culture, the list of the animal bones includes those of pigs, dogs, sheep, oxen, and horses.
In both Yangshao and Ch’eng-tzu-yai, deer were also found; whether they were domesticated or not is not clear.
On the whole, bones of wild animals were rare in both of the pre-historical sites. This is certainly an indication
of a quiet sedentary life, devoted entirely to agriculture and the keeping of a few domesticated animals; if there
was any game hunting, it was limited to the hunting of a few deer. But the faunistic assemblage from the Shang
remains at Hsiao-t’un is much more remarkable, not only for its greater variety of domesticated animals—for it
includes oxen and buffalo, sheep and goats, dogs and horses, and two varieties of pigs—but there is also an
impressive list of wild animals, ranging from monkeys to whales, and comprising bears, tigers, leopards, tapirs,
elephants, rhinoceroses, many varieties of deer, foxes, badgers, and so forth.
The whole list of the mammalian collection, including both the wild and the domesticated group, numbers no
fewer than twenty-nine species, according to the latest estimate of the eminent palaeontologists Dr. C. C. Young
and the late Pierre Teilhard de Chardin.
The great abundance and variety of the faunistic remains from Hsiao-t’un, especially of the undomesticated
group, may be taken as an unmistakable index to the life of a people given to wild game hunting. So it is obvious
that the ruling house of the Shang dynasty must have been somewhat different, culturally at least, from the
peasants of the Aëneolithic Yangshao and the Lungshan periods. This is confirmable not only by the obsequies of
the members of the royal families but also by the oracle bone inscriptions. In Archaeologia Sinica,Number Two,
lIB, 2908, there is on record the following inscription:
Divine on the day Wu-wu
Ku made the inquiry
We are going to chase at “Ch’iu”; any capture?
Hunting on this day, (we) actually captured:
Tigers one;
Deer, forty;
Foxes, one hundred and sixty-four;
Hornless deer, one hundred and fifty-nine;
And so forth …

Following the above records are some more inscriptions not yet decipherable. The inscription quoted is a
sufficiently clear example that bears witness to the royal passion for hunting. This particular record is attributed
by Professor Tung Tso-pin to the reign of Wu-ting of the fourteenth century B.C. In another inscription of the
same period, it is recorded that two tigers were captured; the largest number of deer shot in one chase during this
reign is 162.
Hunting records are frequently found in the oracle bone inscriptions; they were taken down from various
periods and by different kings; this passion for big game hunting was really a tribal habit shared in common by all
the members of the royal house instead of being the idiosyncrasy of an individual king.
The royal passion for sports may be also testified to by the fact that, underneath the wooden chamber where
the royal coffin was placed, there were always sacrificial pits in which large dogs accompanied by big adult
human males were sacrificed. These men and dogs were the king’s company in his lifetime; as they followed him
in his moments of pleasure, so they accompanied him to another world.
Thus it could not be considered as a mere coincidence that with the coming of Shang there was a sudden
efflorescence of animal art. This art must have been developed with a whole tribal tradition behind it: the passion
for hunting and also for keeping wild animals alive; then, at the death of the master, all followed him to eternity.
Once correlated with this tradition, the animal art of this period becomes much more intelligible.
*
If the Shang culture was totally different from the Yangshao and not exactly the same as the Lungshan, the
question naturally arises, where was this culture first developed? The question sounds complicated, so the answer
requires a ramified search.
In my paper on the “Diverse Background of the Decorative Art of the Shang Dynasty” which I have cited
above, I tried to show that the animal art found on the Shang bronzes was most probably derived from wood
carvings. The imprints left on the pounded earth in the royal tombs were originally the decorative parts of
perishable materials, made up mostly of leather, textiles, and wood. Although the wooden chamber which housed
the royal coffin has vanished with only minute fragments left here and there, still these are sufficient to prove that
the inside of the chamber was originally decorated. So the existence of a wood-carving art is beyond dispute.\fn
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{The late Mr. Liang Ssu-yung, in his copious field notes on the Hou-chia-huang excavations, mentioned positive evidences proving that
inside the wooden chambers that housed the coffins in all the big tombs within this cemetery area there were elaborately carved and painted
decorations} A study of the imprints on the pounded earth from the various tombs proves that the Chinese

decorative art at this stage of its development was already a commingling of several traditions; a similar condition
is also reflected in the bone and stone carvings.
Among the sundry traditions, the one with an obvious Western affiliation usually attracts the attention of the
archaeologists first. Several important examples under this category may be mentioned; of these the fei-i monster
developed as a decorative pattern with one head t’ao-t’ie fashion and two intertwining bodies, may be taken as the
first instance. This pattern was traced out on the top of the wooden chamber in HPKM:1001 of the Hou-chiachuang royal cemetery, and is certainly the earliest example of its kind in the art history of China. The pattern
underwent an evolution in China and was transmitted in various versions in later times. It reappeared in the
famous Wu Liang Tz’u’s two incised human figures, the lower parts of which are made up of two long tails
intertwined with each other.
But the earliest example of this pattern as found in the royal tomb was already more than a thousand years later
than those discovered in the Middle and the Near East. So its ultimate origin must be traced to the Mesopotamian
region; and it is quite likely that, like the gold-foiled handle from Gebel el Tarif of Egypt, decorated by two
intertwining snakes, which Henri Frankfort thought was of Sumerian derivation, the fei-i pattern of the Shang art
was inspired from the same origin, modified to some :tent to suit the Chinese tradition.
Another motif that appeared among the traces of the perishable wood-carving art is a pair of tigers, arranged
antithetically with tails pointing toward the center and an animal face between the tigers near the top. The whole
pattern was badly decayed and most beyond recognition, but careful tracing work recovered it. The accuracy of
the tracing was proved by the discovery of a similar pattern on a big bronze tetrapod recovered in a village very
near to the royal cemetery. This is evidently a degenerated version of the famous Hero and Beast motif, which
also originated in Mesopotamia and was then transmitted to Egypt and later immortalized in the Mycenaean time
by the famous Lion Gate.
It is clear that, as it appeared on the Chinese bronzes, the motif of the hero subduing the beasts had already
undergone important changes. In place of the figure of the hero, the character wang, meaning the king, might
appear; and the lions on both sides were replaced at first by tigers, and later by a pair of boars or even dogs. In
some cases the hero was given an actual human figure but was also accompanied by an additional beast placed
under the figure of the hero. In other cases some other character, not yet decipherable, was substituted for the
pictorial character for the king. All these versions, which appeared as incised symbols on many bronzes, were, it
seems to me, simply variations of the original Mesopotamian motif.
The most interesting proof of China’s contact with the West in the second millennium B.C. or even earlier
comes from some pottery forms. The example I have in mind for illustration is a jar cover, in the shape of a flower
pot, with a phallic-shaped handle standing upright in the center inside the pot. This type of cover, as made known
by McKay and publicized by Gordon Childe, was also found in Jemdet Nasr and Mohenjo-daro. Comparing the
pottery forms of the Shang period with those of the Middle East and the Near East regions, one may find a
number of instances that exhibit close resemblances; but I take this one as the most indisputable example
indicating cultural contact, as no imaginable reason could be conceived for the independent invention of covers so
similar in structure in two different and widely separated parts of the world.
All, these evidences, however, show only the existence of some contact between the cultures of the Near East
and the Far East. The nature of such contact could scarcely be inferred from the above evidences; it may have
been a very remote one resulting in partial imitations, such as most of the instances cited actually were. The real
foundation of the Shang culture was still in the Asiatic East, which also gave rise to and inspired the major art
tradition of the whole Pacific basin. The source of this tradition is most probably to be found in the lost art of
wood carving of Ch8ina’s past. I have dwelt elsewhere on the main features of this particular tradition in some
detail; as they are so important in the present connection, let me cite some of the samples used for the illustration
of this thesis.
The unique bone handle which I first uncovered in 1929 still remains the most important example of its kind
that is nearly complete. The most remarkable features of this handle are the ornamental patterns. It is about 15 cm.
in length and almond-shaped crosswise, with a socket at the smaller end that measures 16 mm. deep; the cross
section of the socket, which is lentil-shaped, measures 16 mm. by 8 mm. at the maximum. The outside of this
handle is completely carved from top to bottom, on both sides and in five units; three of the units are composed of
t’ao-t’ie\fn{Animal-head} masks, each consisting of a pair of such masks joined at the back and facing opposite
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sides. These three units are separated from each other by two longer and slenderer units of t’ao-t’ie in profile,
each with a body attached to the head. These five units of decorative patterns, essentially similar to one another,
pile up on the handle with a vertical succession that reminds one of the arrangements of the animal heads carved
on the totem poles found on the northwestern coast of Canada, except that the composition of the Hsiaot’unhandle seems to carry a more subtle rhythm.
The decorative patterns and their arrangement described above suggest three principles which have been found
to be basic in most Pacific arts; besides the piling up of similar designs in vertical succession, there are the
junction of profiles of the animal body, split into two symmetrical halves on a curved surface or a flat one, and, in
addition, a rigid symmetry and a regular rhythm. All these three principles found their fullest expression in the
bronze works of Shang and later times and in many of the wood carvings of the Pacific region.
Let me give some more examples from the excavated bronzes of Anyang. Of this collection there are many
square yi on record. Each of the square sides was cast like a flat piece of wooden plank. All the sides are fully
decorated with the head of an animal either with or without a body as the central motif, surrounded by some
minor decorative patterns. The main theme on the yi illustrated is the treatment of the animal’s head; it is an
attempt to render a three-dimensional object on a two-dimensional background by cutting the head into two
profiles and joining them together in a perfectly symmetrical arrangement. The effect is almost exactly the same
as that of the house-front painting of the Kwakiutl, cited by Franz Boas in his work on primitive art. On the
Chinese bronzes, such animal heads have been called t’ao-t’ie, but they evidently had more realistic names in
earlier times, names more suggestive of the true nature of these animal representations.
The square yi of the Shang time is almost always fully decorated. In one of my earlier papers, I have tried to
show that, as far as the shapes of the excavated bronzes from Hsiao-t’un are concerned, the majority of these in
the round-bodied group derived their origin from the pottery forms, while the angular type—both the square and
the quadrangular bronzes—copied their forms as well as their patterns of decoration from some wooden
prototypes. It was also pointed out in this paper that the angular type was always fully decorated, while the round
type was fully covered only rarely, and more frequently left completely plain. An obvious inference from all these
discoveries would be that the angular-bodied bronzes not only inherited the shapes of the wooden prototypes but
also carried on the method and patterns of decoration of the wood carvers, while the round-bodied articles cast in
bronze, shaped mainly after the ceramic tradition, acquired their ornaments much later.
It may be further inferred that, as the members of the ruling house of Shang were probably all genuine lovers
of wild game hunting, such habits were very likely nurtured in a forest environment, which would also be best
fitted for the development of a wood-carving art. It is most interesting to compare the types of animal patterns on
the bronzes with the hunting records in the oracle bone inscriptions. Tiger and deer motifs were constantly met
with on the chariot pieces as well as on the big bronzes; the tiger was frequently found on musical stones, inlaid
and painted decorative pieces, of which the substances had disappeared long go but whose impression had been
left on the stamped earth. The abundance of deer is proved not only by the hunting records; it is even better
testified to by their skeletal remains, quantitatively second only to the domesticated pigs among the remains of
Hsiao-t’un. These animals, as we know, are essentially woodland creatures; wherever they roamed, their presence
may be taken as an indication of some forested region not far off.
The dominance of the animal motifs, however, did not succeed in obliterating completely the geometrical arts
which prevailed in North China before the Shang. Authentic Shang bronzes were sometimes covered exclusively
with spirals or zigzags. The most important example that testifies to the survival of geometrical decoration in the
Shang dynasty is a fragment of a stone human figure in a kneeling-sitting posture, fully dressed in robe and skirt;
the border of the garment and the skirt and the cuff of the sleeve are all ornamented with a band composed of
double chevrons and interlocked T-patterns. All these patterns are incised in narrow lines, hardly wider than 1
mm.; most of the lines thus rendered are short and straight, and at each turning the incision usually starts anew.
There is no continuous curvilinear line in the whole composition.
This kneeling-sitting posture, as distinguished from the squatting-sitting stone torso discovered at Hsiao-t’un,
is singularly significant in that it serves to link the daily habit of the ruling class of the Shang dynasty with the
decorative art found at the closing phase of the Neolithic time, especially in the Black Pottery region. In the
historical period, as we have noted, the indigenous inhabitants who inherited the old territory of the Black Pottery
people on the eastern coast were known as the Eastern I, or the Squatting Barbarians. In other words, while the
Shang people adopted the decorative art of the coastal culture to a limited extent, the native inhabitants of the
coast had stuck to their old habit of squatting instead of aping the seiza posture of their conquerors.
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The squatting form from Hsiao-t’un, however, cannot be identified with the coastal culture, if we take the
Black Pottery tradition as its main representative. Unlike the Hou-chia-chuang figure, it is entirely devoid of any
sartorial covering, except perhaps an apron in the front below the waistline. All four limbs are covered by carved
tattooing marks of disintegrated patterns reassembled around an eye design near the joints.
Tattooing as a cultural trait survived among many indigenous tribes south of the Yangtze River in early China.
The first century B.C. historian, Ssu-ma Ch’ien, made it known that the native people of Chekiang, whose culture
the uncles of the founder of the Chou dynasty adopted, practiced tattooing. In the classic Li Chi there occurs this
general statement:
“The Easterners are called I; they let their hair loose, and tattoo their bodies.”
On the basis of this statement, it seems to be justifiable to identify the Hsiao-t’un torso with the squatting
Eastern I; however, additional evidence is needed to show that the tattooing patterns found on the torso of Hsiaot’un were evolved from a pre-historical prototype before such identification can be confirmed. The southern origin
of this particular custom is probably indisputable, as many of the aboriginal tribes south of the Yangtze River are
still tattooing their bodies.
This leads us to another aspect of the culture of the Shang dynasty as a whole. How large a portion of its total
content may be considered as related to the south or of southern origin? Twenty years ago, I stated in the
Preliminary Reports of Excavations at Anyang that the shouldered belts, tin ingots, rice, elephants, and buffalo
were all apparently related to the south. As the matter stands now, and after twenty years of discussion and
reflection, it seems proper that the case should be restated. Rice was cultivated in northern Honan as early as the
Yangshao time; however, no domesticated buffalo were discovered contemporaneous with this cultivation. In the
Shang time, on the other hand, according to recent interpretation of some passages in the oracle bone inscriptions,
not only was there rice cultivation but the fields were actually ploughed, and the ploughs were drawn by
domesticated buffalo. The character for rice was identified in the oracle bone inscriptions. In this connection it
might be fitting to quote the authentic opinion of the authors of “On the Mammalian Remains from the
Archaeological Site of Anyang.” In a note at the end of their report, they said:
The discoveries from western Honan, northern Shantung, and eastern Szechwan support the idea that in Anyang,
Bubalus mephistopheles represents an old indigenous type (artificially prolonged by domestication) rather than an
imported foreign form.

So it would seem that, although the rice cultivation may have originated in the south, it may have been
improved and further developed in the Yellow River basin. The statistical study of the faunistic remains of Hsiaot’un by C.C. Young shows that Bubalus mephistopheles is one of the three mammals that ranked highest
numerically in our collection, the individual specimens exceeding 1,000 in number. Yet buffalo were never used
for sacrificial purposes; in the sacrificial pits, only Bos exiguus was found.
The problem of the tin remains the same as twenty years ago; no new data can be added. It may be emphasized
once more that the very fact that this mineral was stored in ingot form is an indication of its being imported from
some distance. The copper was evidently smelted right at the spot of the foundry near the site of Hsiao-t’un, as
malachite ore was more than once discovered. This ore was apparently brought to the foundry without any
preliminary reduction. If the tin was imported, the further question is whether it was imported from the south or
from some other quarter. Old gazetteers reported the production of tin in North China within the radius of a few
hundred kilometers of Anyang. Mining geologists are not totally prepared to accept such reports, but neither are
they prepared to deny their accuracy altogether.
Elephants, like buffalo, might have been native Anyang beasts, too, at least in the Shang time. As for
shouldered belts, they might have inspired certain types of bronze weapons of the Shang dynasty.
In addition to the 1933 list, one item of real significance should be added, namely the tortoises whose plastrons
were used for divinatory purposes My colleague Professor Shih Chang-ju recently argued for an independent
origin of plastromancy, as a contrast to the practice of scapulimancy of the Lungshan culture. Whether one agrees
with him or not, the southern origin of Testudo anyangensis seems to be indisputable. If these shells were sent to
the royal court as tributes from various vassal states, as abundantly proved in the oracle bone inscriptions and
recently elucidated by Tung Tso-pin, it is a sure proof that the Shang Empire had a large slice of territory south of
the Yangtze River, over which it might have exercised some political control.
To sum up: my thesis is that the culture of the Shang dynasty is a very composite affair and represents a fusion
of many cultural streams. The fundamental stratum upon which the Shang culture was built is rooted deep in the
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pre-historical past; the development of the rice culture and the whole complex attached to it illustrates the fact that
the economic basis of the Shang Empire is typically Eastern Asiatic and developed in situ, as shown by the
various eminent workers in the field, such as Andersson, Teilhard de Chardin, and Young, and reaffirmed by the
oracle bone inscriptions. The ruling house of the Shang dynasty had a passion for big game; in the royal park at
Hsiao-t’un, the collection certainly included tigers, elephants, monkeys, many species of deer, foxes, wolves, wild
boars, and such rare animals as Budorcas taxicolor lichii. Their hunting territory must have covered a very large
region including large tracts of heavily forested region and extending to places like eastern Mongolia and southern
Manchuria. From these quarters, and also from the eastern seaboard, the ancestors of the Shang dynasty acquired
some vague know1edge of foreign countries. The Shang people might have been the earliest Chinese to make
extensive use of chariots both for hunting and for war purposes, although it is as yet impossible to prove that the
Shang people were the first to introduce metals. But it is beyond any doubt that they improved the art and craft of
the bronze-casting industry enormously; and the chief use they made of the alloy was to cast ceremonial vessels
which were never equaled in any other parts of the world.
The basic problem concerning the genesis of the Shang culture has to do with the still undiscovered pre-Shang
phases of the evolution of the Chinese scripts. In this connection, it must be remembered that, so far, only a very
small area of North China has been properly investigated; if other key areas could be studied as thoroughly as the
valley of the Huan River, it would certainly be only a matter of time until such fundamental problems would be
solved.
3
The Bronze Age of China, as far as present knowledge goes, ranges from the middle of the second millennium
B.C. to the middle of the first millennium B.C. Actually, of course, it lasted much more than one thousand years.
But it is difficult to fix a definite date either for its beginning or for its end. In the past, students of Chinese
bronzes were so completely charmed and dazzled by the splendor of the ritual vessels that they scarcely found any
chance to ponder upon the possibility of a humbler history for these antiquities. But, like every other craft and
institution, the bronze industry of China never was a gift from heaven; it emerged gradually and developed step
by step. At least, modern archaeology is proving this to be the case.
The most reliable set of data available for a scientific study of this problem is no doubt the collection of
bronzes from the Anyang excavations. Of the various localities which were excavated in Anyang, two are the
most important. They are the dwelling site of Hsiao-t’un and the cemetery site of Hou-chia-chuang.
While it was from the dwelling site that practically all the written records on oracle bones were recovered, it
was from the tombs that the significant collections of bronzes were made. During the Shang dynasty, the
northwestern part of Hou-chia-chuang was used exclusively as a burial ground. In Hsiao-t’un, burials of a
sacrificial type were also discovered; although not comparable in magnitude with the Hou-chia-chuang big tombs,
they were evidently contemporaneous with them. From these burials, a number of important bronzes were also
recovered.
So the great majority of the bronzes from Hsiao-t’un and Hou-chia-chuang are tomb furniture, buried together
with one or a number of persons. Only occasionally was a hoard of bronzes discovered in a storage pit. Such
hoards constitute only a small fraction of the total collection; specimens from the storage pits are not only limited
in number but are also limited in typology.
For a long while, the exact relation of the tomb bronzes to the inscribed oracle bones, uncovered mainly from
the cultural stratum of the Shang dynasty, at Hsiao-t’un, remained an enigma to the field workers in Anyang.
\fn{With the exception of a small lot [only 7] of inscribed oracle bones discovered in the southern part of Hou-chia-chuang and one piece
found at the site of Hou-kang, all the inscribed oracle bones in the Academia Sinica collection were excavated from the dwelling site
Hsiao-t’un} In fact, although more than a thousand tombs in Hou-chia-chuang and Hsiao-t’un were opened by the

Anyang excavation party, none of them contained any inscribed oracle bones. A few inscribed bronzes discovered
in the tombs, which seemed helpful for identification purposes, are again too meager for detailed investigation, as
none of these inscriptions contains more than ten characters.\fn{ Of the excavated bronzes from Hsiao-t’un and Hou-chiachuang, only one piece bears an inscription of four characters; it is a big basin-shaped container, placed at one of the passages in one of the
big tombs. The four characters read: h’in (sleeping), hsiao (small), shih (chamber), and yü (basin)} (Thus the inscribed oracle bones

and the beautiful big bronze vessels, in the opinion of the field archaeologists at Anyang, were only indirectly and
partially associated.)
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This partial association was determined by a careful study of the content of one storage pit, discovered at
Hsiao~t’un in the fourth season of the Anyang expedition (1931). In this pit a large number of inscribed scapulae
as well as plastrons, in addition to a small hoard of well-preserved bronze tools and weapons, were found
together. As weapons and tools similar in type to this hoard were also found among the burial goods of Hsiao-t’un
and Hou-chia-chuang, E16 has served as a strong connecting link which definitely proves the contemporaneity of
the bronze with the oracle bone records.
This link, however, connects these two cultural traits in only a general way; it supplies no details as to how
closely the different stages of bronze development are related to the various periods of oracle bone inscriptions. It
is fairly obvious that the industry of bronze foundry underwent a process of evolution during the time that the
Shang dynasty had its capital at Hsiao-t’un. But by what criteria besides typology are these sub-stages to be
divided?
The answer to this question depends much, of course, upon our knowledge of the underground condition of the
occupation site at Hsiao-t’un. The earliest settlers in this place were the pre-historic Black Pottery people, who
lived in huts partly underground; besides pottery, they manufactured bone and stone implements, but they
possessed no knowledge of bronze or copper. This cultural stratum at Hsiao-t’un was first worked out by the
Anyang excavation party; they discovered further that on and directly above this cultural stratum were the
deposits of the metal-using Shang people!
This observation, however, is susceptible to two interpretations. It may be asked: Are the immediate successors
of the Black Pottery culture at Hsiao-t’un the dynastic Shang people, or their forerunners?
The establishment of Yin (namely, the locality at Hsiao-t’un) as the capital of the Shang Empire in the time of
P’an Keng is an important historical event long familiar to students of antiquity and Chinese history; traditional
chronology attributed its occurrence to the fifteenth year of P’an Keng’s reign, which was approximately 1384
B.C.!! Modern archaeology is naturally concerned with the problem of whether Hsiao-t’un was a deserted village
or a populous city when P’an Keng cast his eye on that place and made the momentous decision to establish there
the royal seat of administration. Hsiao-t’un continued as the capital city until the end of the Shang dynasty—a
period of 273 years, about seven years longer than the total reign of the Manchus.
It has been assumed, on a very substantial basis, that P’an Keng’s new era coincided with a series of novel
architectural activities, which left abundant traces among the ruins of Yin-hsü. The new method of building
introduced in this new era was the adoption of pisé, which the field archaeologists in Anyang call hang-tu. It is a
method that is still extensively employed in all parts of China, wherever the clay is of a kind that can be stamped.
The underground deposit of Hsiao-t’un, when uncovered, exhibited extensive foundations built of pisé; around
these foundations were located many sacrificial pits, in which were buried both human and animal victims,
accompanied in a number of cases by bronzes, pottery, and articles of bone and jade. Underneath the pisé
foundations were found many subterranean pits and caches and sometimes even the remains of dwelling floors,
which were undoubtedly earlier than the overlying stratum built of hang-t’u. The artifacts excavated from the
various pits in the sub-strata often show no appreciable difference from authentic Shang finds but are decidedly
different when compared with the pre-metallic remains of the Black Pottery period.
Thus, in many respects, the transition from the pre-dynastic Shang period to the dynastic Shang period at
Hsiao-t’un happened without any concurrent changes of the material culture. The question is further complicated
by the fact that the hang-t’u remains were built in several different periods, so it frequently happened that early
dynastic Shang pits might be overlaid by late dynastic Shang hang-t’u buildings.
It is not my purpose here to disentangle these intricate relations between the pre-Shang and dynastic Shang
underground conditions. Suffice it to say that differences actually existed and have been found. Professor Shih
Chang-ju, field director of the last three seasons of Academia Sinica’s archaeological expedition to Anyang, says:
The normal stratification under the surface soil of Hsiao-t’un is composed of subterranean pits, caches, or houses as
the lower layer, overlaid by a stratum of hang-t’u foundations. There are many instances of this type; they are quite
extensively distributed under the surface soil of the Hsiao-t’u site.

As to the time interval that separates the two strata, Shih is of the opinion that it is, as yet, not ascertainable.
Shih is also of the opinion that, before this place was chosen as the capital city, it must have been already
occupied by the pioneers of the Shang settlers for a considerable length of time. The culture of the dynastic period
is profusely represented by abundant archaeological remains; in addition to many magnificent bronzes, whose
date we shall discuss at length, there are the oracle bones, the chariots, wooden chamber burials, and many pieces
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of stone, jade, bone, and ivory carvings, and so forth. Most of these can be dated on a fairly accurate basis and
assigned to the period from the reign of P’an Keng to the downfall of the Shang Dynasty.
But the cultural remains do not seem to terminate at the same time as the fall of the Shang. What followed the
Chou conquest of this ancient capital has also for a long time been a matter of speculation. According to available
historical accounts, the capital must have been thoroughly sacked by the Chou soldiers after the last king of the
Shang dynasty, King Chou, burned his palace and his own body. Ssu-ma Ch’ien put it on record that when Chi
Tzu, the elder brother of King Chou, who surrendered and received a title from the new dynasty, revisited the old
capital some years after the conquest, he found only beautiful crops of wheat or millet growing all over the ruins
of the destroyed palaces and acestral temples. …
1877

210.1 Excerpt from East-West Kaleidoscope, 1877-1946: An Autobiography\fn{by Weiching Williams Wang (18771950)} Hongkew District, Shanghai, China (M) 10
Born in Hongkew, Shanghai, China, on April 2, 1877, I was the fourth of the then living sons of the Rev. Y. K.
and Mrs. Yen. The house we lived in, now demolished, was one of a row, on Boone Road, with three floors,
including the basement, rather a novelty in those days, and was known locally as “Three-storied House.”
Our grandfather came from Fukien Province to Shanghai as a child refugee during the Taiping Rebellion.
Stranded in that northern port, he grew up with the help of fellow refugees and founded a family, leaving two sons
and a daughter.
Both my father and uncle attended the American Church Mission school and were later sent to the United
States to be educated, graduating ultimately from Kenyon College, Gambier, Ohio. They were proteges of Bishop
Bedell while in America. Father was known at Gambier as Ngan Yung King, Ngan being the Shanghai
pronunciation of Yen, which was adopted by him after his return. Both he and later our eldest brother were
members of the Alpha Delta Phi fraternity at college. Speaking of names, we sons and daughter all received
foreign names, in honor of American friends of our father. I was christened Weiching Williams after Bishop
Williams of China and Japan, and my younger brother, Strong, after a Mr. Strong of New York, father’s classmate
at Kenyon. Our only sister, youngest of all, received the name of Julia, in honor of Mrs. Bedell, wife of the
Bishop of Ohio, at the time of the American Civil War.
Returning to China in 1861, my father first engaged himself in business, then joined the Shanghai Municipal
Council as secretary. Much interested in Mission work, he taught in the Sunday School and became a lay reader,
and upon the advice and persuasion of the Bishop prepared for the ministry, being ordained ultimately as priest
and working with the American Church Mission in Shanghai, Wuchang and lastly, Shanghai again, when I was
born. For some years Principal of St. John's College, he, upon the relinquishment of that post, became rector of
the Church of Our Savior in town. In the Mission he was not only senior member of the Chinese clergy, but also
the outstanding modern educated Chinese (M.A. from Kenyon) in those days. As professor of theology, he taught
a number of students who later became deacons and priests of the then primitive Church.
Much interested in public affairs, he debated against foreign opponents in his day, both in the Literary and
Debating Society of Shanghai and in the correspondence columns of the Shanghai English press. Always a
champion against injustice and oppression, he put up a steady fight against the Shanghai Municipal Council for
discriminating against our people, such as excluding us, for instance, from the Public Garden and from the Bund
grass plots. The creation of the Chinese Public Garden was a direct result of his cry for equal treatment. He also
urged the election of Chinese members to that civic organization.
A number of important books, including Spencer’s Treatise on Education, were translated by him, and when he
taught the medical students of St. Luke’s Hospital of Shanghai, he had to revise almost completely an existent
translation of Huxley’s Physiology in Chinese, which was found to be quite inaccurate. Nearly all the earlier
American-educated Chinese acknowledged him as their leader and guide. He would give them all the assistance in
his power to find positions for them during those very difficult days in the 80’s after their return from the United
States.
Our home was the meeting place of many foreign missionaries and visitors, desiring to consult our father in
church and lay affairs, and at Missionary Conferences his voice was listened to with respect and consideration.
*
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In the early ’90s there was a series of anti-Christian riots in the Yangtze River ports, which attracted
widespread attention to missionary activities. The authorities were harassed by demands of foreign Governments
concerned not only that punishment be given the rioters and local officials for failing to protect adequately the
missionaries and their converts, but also that reparations be made for lives lost and property destroyed.
Missionaries in those days were not popular with the Treaty Port foreign merchants for various reasons, mostly
selfish and personal, and in the columns of the English press at Shanghai many anonymous letters were published
criticizing missionary activities in general. The most vigorous and serious attack against them came, however,
from a correspondent, who signed himself “A Chinese,” but whose identity was obvious, on account of the
language and pedantic style of the letter. While numerous rejoinders were sent in by the missionaries themselves,
one of the weightiest came from the pen of my father, who spoke as another Chinese. As a scholar he read very
extensively, and our home was perhaps the only one in those days with a small library of English books—largely,
of course, theological.
He was a great walker and drove his own low dogcart, something quite novel in those days, from Jessfield, the
seat of St. John’s College, to the Church of Our Savior on Broadway, in Hongkew, some five miles away, where
he preached on Sundays. To the end of his days he retained his American training and habits. Our home was
always more or less “foreignized,” as regards furniture, arrangements, decorations, etc. Our food was semiforeign, and from our childhood we were accustomed to European ways of preparing and serving food. We never
took old-style Chinese medical advice, as our parents were profound believers in western medical science.
As a missionary worker, our father received a small salary, much smaller than he would have done, if he had
continued in his lay career, and the cost of our education compelled the family to live in a frugal manner. Our
father used to say to us that he could not promise to leave us any wealth, but that he would assure us of a good
education, which he did. A good business man, he proved to be of great help to his parishioners, many of whom
asked his advice in, or entrusted to him, matters regarding their savings and their domestic problems, so that in
material as well as in spiritual affairs he became their mentor and guide.
Exceedingly ingenious and versatile, when he reverted to the national costume, he introduced certain
adaptations and improvements, such as false white collars and cuffs, and shorter sleeves. He engaged a Chinese
artist to draw a series of watercolor pictures of Christ’s parables, such as the stories of the Ten Virgins, the
Prodigal Son, the Good Shepherd, etc., with Chinese figures. Always fond of scientific instruments, such as the
telescope, microscope, camera, etc., he was often asked by friends to buy them from America. Thus he
encouraged them in their interest in modern inventions.
In those days an American missionary was engaged by the Chinese Government to draw up lists of scientific
terms in Chinese and to translate books at the Shanghai Arsenal School. In connection therewith there was
established a Science Institute in the International Settlement, where popular lectures on modern scientific
subjects were delivered to Chinese scholars. Father took a lively interest in the Institute, and his lectures on a trip
around the world illustrated by about a hundred colored magic lantern slides attracted much attention.
He always showed eagerness to have his children see all that was possible in the way of modern inventions and
undertakings. He used to take us on board American and Chinese warships, or to visit an early paper mill,
managed by an American friend, or the Shanghai Waterworks Company. We went to every circus that came to
town, as well as to the English plays of the Shanghai Amateur Dramatic Club.
My father felt the habit of opium smoking was abominable, and his indignation reached the boiling point
against the opium trade. In the early 90’s the Anti-Opium Society in England having heard of his activities against
this drug, extended an invitation to him to visit England and to conduct a speaking campaign. His tour of the
principal cities of England and Scotland turned out to be quite successful and attracted much attention on the part
of the people as to the iniquity of the whole business. It was a number of years later, however, before the British
Parliament adopted a resolution to the effect that the opium trade was morally indefensible, and it was not till
1911 that the final Sino-British Opium Agreement was signed.
*
My father returned to China via the United States and had the rare pleasure of greeting Mrs. Bedell in New
York, the lady who was like a mother to him during his school and college days at Gambier. Our mother came
from a farming family by name of Chi, of Pootung (across the river from Shanghai), and attended an American
Missionary School for girls at West Gate. Our father decided after their betrothal to send her for a year to Hong
Kong where she greatly improved her knowledge of English at a school. A typical Chinese mother, she was very
devoted to us children. She taught us the rudiments of both our own and the English language. She rendered very
great assistance to our father in his pastoral work, attending especially to the social side, which is so important in
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Chinese life. On account of her solidity of character and sympathetic nature, she often became the confidante of
American lady missionaries who would pour out their petty worries and domestic troubles to her.
Hers was no easy task, what with the comparatively large family she had and the many church members, not a
few belonging to the poorer classes, that she had to listen to. She did her best to convert the servants, especially
the women, to Christianity, teaching them how to read and write Romanized Chinese. They always participated in
our family prayers. The departure of her children, one after the other, to foreign lands to study doubtless caused a
severe wrench to Mother’s maternal love, but she was too intelligent and too unselfish to oppose us. She died one
year after our father died, and both deaths took place when two of us younger sons were far away from home.
Our parents were very strict regarding the material, cut, and color of our clothes, and until we were sixteen, we
were not allowed to wear fur gowns or coats. For everyday we were allowed to wear cotton stuff only, although
silk was so cheap in China. As to cut, we were denied anything very fashionable, such as ultra-close-fitting, very
narrow sleeves, fancy borders or fringes, etc. The colors were limited to dark and somber ones, because not only
were those more modest, but also they would not soil so easily. The hardest thing to bear was that to avoid our
gowns becoming too short as we rapidly grew in height, they would be tucked around the waist, so that the length
could be increased by untucking! Sometimes this, to us, disgraceful sartorial proceeding would show, because
there would appear a difference in the shade of color of the newly released part. At any rate, it was the conviction
of our parents that in childhood and youth nothing in the way of luxury, foppishness, or effeminacy could be
allowed.
We were taught from the earliest days how to “build up the family” through economy and sobriety. The use of
bad language, rather a common practice in China, was absolutely tabooed, while untruthfulness was regarded as a
very serious offense. Attending church services was of course obligatory, twice on Sunday. It must be confessed,
it was sometimes very dull and dreary for us children. Nevertheless, we got into the habit of going, which is a
good one, and which together with curiosity, has taken us hundreds of times into churches in foreign countries, to
see the building and spend a quiet hour listening to the music, if not the sermons.
Our only aunt was married to the Rev. Mr. Dzau (Ts’ao), of the Southern Methodist Mission. He also studied in
the United States, in Tennessee, I believe, where he adopted the American name of Marshall. A large jovial man,
he came often to our house, though his work was in Soochow. Through self-education and experience, he was
practicing medicine part-time in connection with the mission hospital there. As he had been in America at the time
of the Civil War, he had enlisted in the Confederate Army. In this connection it is interesting to recall that a very
good friend and colleague of my father, the Rev. H. N. Woo, was in Ohio, also in the sixties, and enlisted with the
Union Army. However, near the end of the war, and after three months in the training camp, my uncle was
honorably discharged, and received citizenship papers for his military service.
When Uncle Marshall visited America again in the ’90s he stayed in a New York hotel. He was wearing
Chinese clothes. One day as he was coming down the stairs, an American in the lounge greeted him jocularly,
“Hello, John,” whereupon Uncle rolled up the sleeves of his long gown, and shouted,
“Take that back, or you will have to settle with me!” The American seeing that Uncle was not to be trifled
with, apologized at once.
Near our home in Hongkew lived the Han family from Ningpo, wealthy coal merchants, whose son-in-law was
a bachelor of arts. As customary with our scholars in those days, he conducted a private school of about ten pupils
to occupy his time between examinations for the higher degrees, which would qualify him to enter Government
Service. My younger brother and I became his pupils and were initiated into the mysteries of Chinese classics for
beginners. The other pupils including a girl were the children of our neighbors and relatives. When we first joined
the school, we kowtowed to our teacher, and twice a month, on entering the school room, we had to bow before
the tablet of Confucius. The teaching was in the old style, that is, we had to memorize the Three Character
Classic, the Hundred Surnames, the Thousand Character Treatise, and the Classic on Filial Piety, besides having
daily practice in calligraphy.
The idea of the sacredness of the written word was instilled in us: no scrap of paper with anything written on it
should be treated with disrespect by being thrown on the ground or employed for an unclean purpose. Individuals
and associations put up baskets on the streets to collect such waste paper, which would be ultimately incinerated,
while its defilement by students and scholars would endanger their chances of successfully passing the
government examinations—such was the superstitious belief, based no doubt on the tremendous value of literacy
among a people largely illiterate.
Our teacher was very severe, and woe to the pupil who forgot the lines he had to commit to memory. The
oldest pupil, who was much more advanced than we, had to repeat from memory every day so many pages from
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each classic he had studied. I remember distinctly how one day the teacher pinched his ears, because he failed to
repeat correctly all that was required. It was also customary to beat a pupil’s palm with a ruler of hard wood if the
teacher found him to have committed some serious mistake or been negligent in his studies. However, in spite of
his old-fashioned ways, perhaps in contravention of all modern ideas of education, he proved to be a
conscientious teacher and thoroughly instilled in us the rudiments of our written language and literature.
Kiangwan Village, with its short and narrow creek, was the Mecca of Shanghailanders, when dragon-boat
races took place there every fifth day of the fifth moon. Our uncle, who was rector of the church, and his family
were then living in that village, so we often went there in our youthful days. Hongkew, in spite of its roads and
new buildings was an ugly spot, and we children enjoyed ourselves immensely visiting the Chinese Walled City,
with its picturesque tea-house in the center of a miniature lake, the bridge with nine zig-zags leading to it, the
private gardens, and the City God Temple. Though born and brought up in a semi-foreign city like Shanghai, we
preferred our own culture and surroundings.
In the ’80s, my father was appointed Principal of St. John’s College, and we moved out to Jessfield, where we
had a very pretty home on the campus. The building, in semi-foreign style, had three large rooms downstairs and
three upstairs, besides the kitchen and quarters for servants, and stables behind. In front was a small garden,
where there stood two large persimmon trees, yielding hundreds of pieces of that delicious fruit. In addition, there
were many flowering plants and grassy plots.
As was always the case with Chinese houses there was a high surrounding wall with a grandiose gateway. But
of course, in those days we had neither running water nor gas or electricity. The neighboring Soochow Creek and
a well supplied us with all the water that was needed, and kerosene lamps kept the house fairly bright. We
children were fascinated with an American student lamp, which slid up and down a rod on a stand. The oilsupplying mechanism was on one side. The lamp, with a circular wick, was on the other of the upright rods. The
green shade was something very novel to us too.
As a number of American families lived in the same compound, they engaged a governess from the United
States to teach their children. I also became a pupil of hers, together with a number of American children. I
believe that she returned later to the United States, got married and had a son who later became a Hollywood star.
An American lady teacher in the College took particular interest in me, and in an English primer which she
prepared for her students, inserted the amusing sentence
“Weiching has a nice hen!”
The College in those days did not have a high standard in English or the sciences. The boys objected in fact to
modern subjects, and quite a few received small stipends just to encourage them to learn English. At any rate very
few would remain after finishing the 4th reader and only learned enough arithmetic to join the Customs or the
Telegraph Services. The other English teachers were mostly our people who had studied in the United States. It
will be remembered that the young men who were sent to America under the charge of Dr. Yung Wing, 120 in
number, and recalled in the ’80s found great difficulty in securing suitable positions on their return, so several
joined the St. John’s teaching staff (at c.$30 a month), remaining for some time until they found better posts under
the Government or in business houses.
They became thoroughly Americanized while in New England and I remember several events which
demonstrated this fact. One was a baseball game between them and a team from an American warship, which took
place at the Shanghai Racecourse some fifty odd years ago. The figure of the first baseman, a tall, gaunt man with
unusually long arms, stands out clearly in my memory. Our team had special uniforms made for the occasion, and
put up an excellent game, the score being something like 2-2.
Another occasion was a social evening at the Shanghai Lyceum Theater, about that time, when four of them
sang some American songs excellently. As a young boy I was present at the wedding of one of them (who was
later the father of two celebrated medical doctors), when his old college mates sang at the top of their voices and
in general created roughhouse.
A number of amusing anecdotes have been related in connection with some of them. For instapce, Mr.
“Money” Chung, who went to Yale, was coxswain of the University crew and steered his boat to victory against
Harvard. He was very popular at College, being a member of the D. K. E. fraternity. Once while the Harvard crew
was being entertained, a member rather in disdain of the “Chinaman” remarked that he was surprised to hear that
Chung was a member of the Yale crew, for he could not remember having seen him. Chung quickly replied,
“Of course not, for my boat was too far ahead of yours!”
Another member of the Mission became Minister to Berlin not long before our Revolution. It happened that a
baseball game was taking place in that city, and the American Ambassador, a college professor, knowing that his
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Chinese colleague had studied in America, thought that the latter should be invited to see the game. As they sat
together in the box and as the game got underway, the American Ambassador wishing to be courteous to his guest,
explained with a great deal of effort the duties of the players and the niceties of the game. After having done so
for almost half an hour, he remarked,
“Now my dear colleague, I hope you can follow the game with intelligence and interest.” The Chinese Minister
smiled, thanked his host for his kindness, and then continued,
“But, my dear Ambassador, some of your explanations were quite wrong, I know because I was pitcher of the
Andover baseball team for two years.”
Of the American missionaries in our childhood days, I can recall the then Bishop of the Mission. He was much
beloved, but very few of us ever understood his sermons, which he delivered in mumbling Chinese.
Then there was the Archdeacon, who created a sensation by riding a bicycle with a high saddle and large flat
pedals moving upward and downward. He was also an excellent personage, but very indecisive in his views. At
that time the Mission had a standing committee of three, including my father. Often he and the Archdeacon would
talk over beforehand questions coming up in the meeting, but although they arrived at an agreement of views, the
latter almost always changed his mind at the meeting, siding with the third member.
Another missionary, later Bishop of Japan, was very good to the children of the compound, often playing the
part of Santa Claus at Christmas parties, entertaining us with his Punch-and-Judy show, or acting as a wonderful
magician, thus making himself a great favorite with us.
Christmas was always a happy season for us children. It was celebrated most heartily in our family, after the
American fashion, with a decorated and candle-lit tree, and with numerous presents from our parents as well as
from friends. American friends often sent us children’s books, which were read with much gusto, and we were
taught to write short letters of thanks in English, which in the case of books, always contained the phrase “not
only interesting but also instructive.”
We were very fond of indoor games, and father, a good checkers player taught many games to us. Delightful
evenings were passed in spelling out English words from a jumble of letters, a game which improved our
knowledge of English words. We took great joy in the making and flying of paper kites, some of them as tall as a
man and requiring the strength of several boys to keep them from escaping. At night lanterns flew up the heavy
cord to almost as great a height as the kite itself.
The introduction of American athletics into China represented one of the most important achievements of
missionary labors, and St. John’s was perhaps the very first to receive this privilege. Some of us played a sort of
primitive baseball, without gloves, masks or other protective paraphernalia, on an unorthodox diamond, with a
homemade ball and improvised bats. The game accorded more or less with baseball rules, but the principal
pleasure derived from the game was the opportunity to throw the ball at the runner, he being considered “out,” if
he was hit. One such ball struck me on the temple, as I was running, and it hit me so hard that I actually became
unconscious for several minutes, to the great alarm of the other players.
As in many Chinese homes, we had our pets. We kept numerous pigeons and some canary birds, as well as a
few white mice, which would playfully tread inside an open wire sphere. A beautiful white poodle dog,
“Snowball,” was unfortunately run over by a dogcart driven by some foreigner and killed, causing us much
sorrow. We spent much time capturing and feeding various singing insects, including a kind used as an ingredient
in a tonic wine, and in fighting crickets. Every spring we reared hundreds of silkworms, later watching them make
cocoons or spit their silk over paper-covered rice bowls into round doilies.
Our future eldest sister-in-law lived in our house, and we were never tired of listening to her narrating from
memory or from a book the famous Chinese historical romances: the military exploits of Hsieh Jen-kwei while
conquering the Eastern Region, and of to Sung driving away the barbarians on the northern frontier, the history of
the Three Kingdoms, or the life of General Yueh Fei, of the Sung Dynasty.
On the southeast corner of the college campus we had as neighbor a small village, whereof the principal
farmer-storekeeper went by the name of Chu Tang. He had his house and vegetable garden bordering on the
college wall, but in spite of all efforts to induce him to sell his property, so as to round out the college campus, he
steadily refused, although he had made a great deal of money from the students with his little store, selling cakes
and sweetmeats.
Near his house was the village common, where after the harvest, a covered stage would be built, on which
shadow plays were given for the pleasure of the village people. A screen of white paper would be erected in the
front part of the stage, lit up from behind by large bean oil lamps. The musicians sat behind, together with the
manipulators of the figures. These were made of thin painted leather, soaked in oil to make them transparent, and
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attached to long slender bamboo sticks, wherewith they were pressed on to the transparent screen and manipulated
at will. These figures were not only men, women, and warriors, mostly historic and heroic, but horses, chariots,
sedan chairs, houses, even bridges. Indeed, all kinds of stage properties, were employed to make the plays
realistic, while the songs and instrumental music, suitably adapted to the occasion, added to the attractiveness of
the whole thing.
Such spectacles would last all night, and did we children not consider it a rare pleasure to watch them? At
home, we endeavored, with only paper figures and an improvised stage made with a stool turned upside down, to
reproduce this outdoor shadow theater. The most remarkable and sometimes exciting event of such village shows,
which as far as the troupes were concerned, were limited in number, was the attempt of neighboring villages to
kidnap the players for the benefit of their own village. Fights would take place between the local and the
marauding villagers, and if the latter succeeded in seizing the screen during the invasion, it meant that the troupe
must give the show on the succeeding nights at their village. As a consequence; whenever such plays were given,
the local villagers prepared to defend themselves against marauding parties.
The return of my eldest brother from Kenyon College, Ohio, in the late ’80s, caused great excitement on the
campus. He was met by father in town, and brought home fairly late in the evening, while students of the College
crowded our verandah to have a look at him. Having been a member of his College Glee Club, he played a guitar
very well, and we were all thrilled with his music of endless college songs. The bicycle which he brought back
appeared even stranger than that of the Archdeacon’s, for it had a huge wheel in front and a tiny one behind. Some
people were displeased, because he and his future wife went out spooning in the moonlight American style.
Their wedding was a great affair for the Yen family, and was remarkable in that the bride did not arrive in a red
sedan chair, but walked down from upstairs. Nor did she wear the traditional red veil, because the wedding was a
modern, Christian one. The guests were not permitted, as was customary, to tease the bride, as my father frowned
on such vulgarities.
My second brother returned in the early ’90s, after graduating from the New York Law School. He was sent
first to an English public school in Sussex, but finding the life there too rough (see Tom Brown’s School Days),
changed to New York, where he matriculated at Columbia University. In the year of his graduation, there took
place a withdrawal of the law students. A new school was established, from which he graduated. Father felt
somewhat grieved when he failed to graduate from Columbia, but became consoled that he came back with a
sheepskin\fn{Diploma} from the other school.
The arrival at St. John’s College of the Rev. F. L. Hawks Pott, of New York marked an important date in the
history of that institution. My father, who was getting aged, desired to be relieved of the post of Principal and
return to pastoral work, so Mr. Pott, then a young bachelor, succeeded him. Full of enthusiasm and energy, he
commenced his lifework of transforming the College to a university, in name and in fact. He took a direct and
personal interest in the students, and in addition to teaching them in the classroom and preaching to them from the
pulpit, on Saturday evenings he invited the different classes in turn to his bachelor home, where he entertained
them and taught them to play all kinds of American indoor games. In this manner he succeeded not only in
meeting the young fellows in an informal way, but in gaining their confidence and affection. The students always
looked forward with eagerness and pleasure to those delightful parties.
Mr. Pott even grew a queue and wore Chinese clothes, first spending a year in an inland city to master our
language and learn our ways. He took great pains to improve the singing at church services, and organized quite a
successful choir, with the help of Miss Wong, who was in charge of St. Mary’s School, located practically in the
same compound. Once a week we choir boys met in his home to practice, with Miss Wong at the baby organ, and
in this way a romance grew up between the two, culminating later in their marriage. Members of the choir prided
themselves in having been the “go-betweens” of that Chinese-American match. Mrs. Pott contributed much to her
husband in his lifework and her death was deeply mourned by all who knew her.
Learning to sing hymns and chants in foreign music meant a rather difficult task for the boys, but we bravely
tried our best, though it must have been a trial of patience for Mr. and Mrs. Pott to teach us. To make sure that
every one of us was really singing, sometimes one or two were selected to do so by themselves. The girls from St.
Mary’s, who sat in the transepts of the church, so as not to be visible to the boys in the nave, sang very well and
often outsang the choir. With the gradual introduction of high church ritual (father was low church), the services
became more colorful and attractive.
The Church of our Savior on Broadway, Hongkew, was an old building in Gothic style, with a high tower in
front, on the top of which was the big bell. It always gave us boys a thrill to climb the ladder and the stairways to
the open roof and view the town from there. The tower must have been seventy or more feet high, very lofty
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indeed in those days. Inside the church, everything was simple and severe in style, with the exception of a large
pipe organ with pedals and the stained glass window behind the altar. The pews with cane seats and backs, stood
for ease and comfort.
It was said that once when the English service was being held, an American sailor was present who, more or
less intoxicated, fell asleep in one of the comfortable pews. The preacher had commenced his sermon before the
mariner dropped off, but after half an hour or so, when the latter woke up, the reverend gentleman was still going
strong, whereupon to the scandal of the congregation, he yelled out,
“Shut up, you fool!”
As there was no church hall of any kind, my father had a small room built at the entrance of the church
grounds, and it was used partly as a waiting room and partly for holding small gatherings of expectant converts.
An arrangement was also made, whereby the front half of the church was curtained off and used for the meetings
of church members in a social and literary way. I remember one meeting in particular when father gave a
summary of the principles of evolution, which deeply amazed and impressed the audience.
As the only Chinese member of the Shanghai Literary and Debating Society, father wanted to encourage the
young men of Dr. Yung Wing’s Education Mission to the United States, to organize a similar society, and one
evening some twenty or more were invited to our house for a meeting. But high-brow entertainment was not very
attractive to them, and they never met again.
Mother took much interest in Western music, and insisted that two of us boys learn to play the piano, so for
two or three years, we received lessons from two Eurasian ladies. Mother used to sit at our side watching us
practice and took intense pride in our progress. We were obliged to play simple pieces to admiring guests and
were greatly embarrassed.
Her wisdom however was subsequently proved by the fact that we not only found great pleasure in playing for
ourselves, but also in my case I became useful as organist at church services and prayer meetings. When the
Seamen’s Mission borrowed the church for services, the English chaplain, finding no one to play the organ for
him, asked for and secured my assistance. I played for them for a year or so, when I was only sixteen years of age.
There was a choir of Eurasian boys, fully surpliced, and the service was in English.
The organ had pedals, which of course I did not know how to use and which were somewhat annoying, for
when accidentally stepped upon, they would produce a loud discordant noise. It was worked by a coolie behind,
with a pump-like handle, and as he sometimes dropped asleep between chants and hymns, there was difficulty in
waking him up. At other times he did not pump hard enough, and the music would suddenly droop like a tired
flower. For me it was quite a task to follow the music and the English words at the same time, and it sometimes
happened that the organ stopped when it should have continued or vice versa. However, it was believed that the
chaplain, a former sea captain, was fairly satisfied with my honorary services, and I felt extraordinarily elated
every Thursday to receive a notice from him announcing the numbers of the hymns for the coming Sunday and
addressed to
“W. W. Yen, Esq., Present.”
Our schooling in town was conducted at that time at the Anglo-Chinese School of the Anglican Mission. The
schoolmaster was a famous cricketer. We two brothers were so advanced that we found ourselves alone in our
respective classes. The books selected for us included Peter Parley’s General History and Familiar Science,
arithmetic texts and later algebra.
After a couple of years, our teacher expressed his regret that he could not continue to instruct us, as it took too
much of his time and was not worthwhile for only two pupils, so we shifted to the Tung Wen College, run by
another Englishman. There we continued our studies in English: Huxley’s Physiology, and Green’s Short History
of England, mathematics, translation, and composition. Finally, the Englishman also thought he had nothing more
he could teach us, and we left.
As I was preparing to go abroad, father gave me some instruction himself in algebra and Latin. Nearly all of us
brothers received education from him, usually in mathematics in which he was very good. In fact, he told us that
on his return voyage from America, he qften assisted the ship's officers in the daily taking of the ship's bearings,
which he did very well with his knowledge of mathematics, and astronomy. How- ever, he did not find us very
clever in algebra and geometry, and many were the evenings he had to spend in coaching us.
At that time, the son of an old friend and colleague of his, the Rev. N. N. Woo, had just returned from Kenyon
College, as a full-fledged Bachelor of Science. As he was unengaged, he acted as our tutor for a whole year.
Father wisely decided that we should spend the next whole year studying Chinese classics before our departure
abroad. An old style bachelor of arts was then engaged, and we spent six hours a day with him, learning our own
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classical literature, and essay writing, as well as penmanship. I believe that I must have made good progress, as
our tutor suggested that instead of going abroad, I should attend the Government Examinations and take up an
official career. He diligently instructed me how to compose the Octopartite Essay\fn{ As the eight-legged essay is
officially called} and even poetry, so as to qualify me for the examinations.
The Octopartite Essay, a highly formal literary composition, consisted of the Definition (2 parts), the
Introduction (1 part), the Development (4 parts) and the Conclusion (1 part) of the theme or subject. However,
father decided against it.
In our early teens we browsed a good deal among the magazines and books of father’s library. Puck, Judge,
and St. Nicholas, were the publications which amused and edified us most in our childhood. Later, as we grew in
age and knowledge of the English language, Harper’s Weekly and the Forum followed in their wake. We also read
Tolstoy’s Short Stories and My Religion, and most of the novels of Dickens, Thackeray and Walter Scott. Oliver
Twist made us very sad, but we could never appreciate Bleak House, which we commenced several times, but
never could finish. Lamb’s Tales of Shakespeare was much enjoyed, and the story he told in one of his books,
about the origin of the Chinese roast pig seemed very funny to us. Looking Backward described a world too unreal
and marvelous, but today the world’s progress, at least in inventions and scientific discoveries, has far surpassed
the author’s dream. Macaulay’s History of England, with his description of London before the 18th century gave a
picture of city conditions not far different from those of a Chinese town in our days. There was a good collection
of Addison’s works, and among poets Milton occupied a prominent place.
However we never cared much for foreign poetry, as we always found it difficult to read and understand. I
remember very well the set of Legge’s translation of the Chinese Classics, which we consulted when our Chinese
tutor was somewhat vague in his explanation of the more difficult passages. In philosophy there was a complete
set of Herbert Spencer’s works which was far beyond our intellectual reach. Many volumes were sermons of
famous preachers, including those of Bishop Brooks.
As youths we read all the Chinese novels that we could get hold of, mostly historical or dealing with knights
and heroes. A few were romantic, with the principal characters a highly talented young scholar, often poor,
meeting surreptitiously with the beautiful daughter of a wealthy family, and ending with a wonderful wedding.
Daily papers and periodicals in our own language were rare in those days, but there was a lithographed, illustrated
news review, which appeared three times a month, and which was always a bone of contention among us children,
when it arrived.
Our childhood days were saddened at intervals by two deaths that took place in our immediate family. First,
my third elder brother died when he was about fourteen, of meningitis, I believe. The most clever and handsome
of us all, he was naturally the favorite son, and was the only one who could satisfy father in his mathematical
studies, so quick and so successful was he with the solution of the problems before him. He was buried in our
family cemetery in Hongkew, next to our grandfather. The other death was that of our uncle, at St. Luke’s
Hospital of the American Church Mission, at a comparatively young age.
During our boyhood we often visited that Hospital, which had a medical training school attached, of the
simplest and most primitive character imaginable. Every afternoon at two the work of the dispensary began, when
about a hundred outdoor patients sought relief from their ills. The three principal drugs, dispensed by the men
nurses after a question or two, were tincture of iodine for external maladies, epson salts for stomach derangements
and quinine for fevers. The American doctor spent his time in the operating room and we had no way of learning
anything of his achievements, though we knew that the wards were always full with in-patients. Before the
dispensary commenced doling out the medicine, the patients sat for about an hour listening to a talk on
Christianity. When we recall the incidents of those olden days, can we help but marvel at the strange way things
were done in those ancient missionary institutions?
When we were young lads father took us on several trips along the Yangtze River and the coast, for he thought
travel was good for us. We visited Chinkiang, where we saw a wonderful procession of the city God, with many
figurative stands or fiestas. There were people walking on stilts, and men paying their vows by carrying heavy
incense burners, suspended to the skin of their arms by means of small hooks—a really painful sight.
In those days the American consulates had Chinese vice consuls, who acted as secretaries and interpreters. A
member of Dr. Yung Wing’s Mission, the incumbent at Chinkiang, entertained us very hospitably. We next visited
Wuhu, where father knew the manager of the China Merchants Steamship Company, who had also been a student
in America at one time. He took us up a creek to a temple, one day, for a picnic in his foreign styled boat, rowed
by four sailors. On another occasion father took my younger brother and myself on a trip to Tientsin where our
eldest brother was secretary to the Manager of the first railway in North China. Tientsin was the seat of the
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Viceroy of Chihli, the famous Li Hung-chang, the most powerful official in China in those days. Li had gathered
around him the best talent of the Empire, and it was there, in the metropolis of that region, that the largest number
of modern educated men from America, England, and France found service under him. Among them were Messrs.
Wu Ting-fang, Feng-Iu, Tseng Lai-sun, Su-mei and other future distinguished diplomats.
Chinese, as a people, are deeply devoted to the family system. All families, that is, of the same surname, have a
common family tree, with hundreds of volumes of genealogy, including the names of practically all the members
even though these people may be separated by hundreds of miles. In some cases, all persons of the same
generation have one common character or word in their given names, so that a glance at the name would indicate
immediately the relation of the bearer to the other family members. Often a series of sixteen words is adopted, to
be applied to the names of sixteen generations, and when exhausted another series begins. These characters are
generally taken from some classical book and connote happiness, prosperity, success and other auspicious
conditions or various virtues.
Our grandfather came to Shanghai when he was a mere boy, so he could later recall neither the exact place of
his origin, nor where the other members of his family lived. When our father grew older and had time to think of
these things, he decided to go to the province of Fukien to trace his family origin.
When I was about eleven years old he and I went first to Foochow, where we lived for a month with the richest
Christian of that city, the proprietor of a large department store. He associated a great deal with the local
authorities, and was highly respected by the foreign missionaries, not only on account of his generosity to
Christian institutions (for instance, he gave ten thousand dollars, then a huge sum, to the Anglo-Chinese College,)
but also because he was very pious and a model man in his way. He always held daily family prayers, including
his guests who would all be invited to pray in turn. Although I was only a young lad, he suddenly called on me
one evening to pray at the meeting.
I was greatly embarrassed by his insistence, but I believe I mumbled a few words after a long hesitation and
saved the situation.
After a full-month’s enquiry, father could find no trace of our family, though we enjoyed the visit immensely.
We made a trip to the neighboring famous hill resort, Kuliang, where we saw a wonderful Buddhist temple, with
five hundred priests. In the court of the temple there was a very large bell, which tolled mechanically, day and
night, there being a series of buckets attached to a wheel connected with the bell, so that when each bucket was
filled with water from a running stream, the weight caused the wheel to move, turning the bell at the same time.
Missionaries built bungalows on the mountain and in summer the place was quite lively. Tigers abounded in the
neighborhood and it was rumored that often at night if you looked through the slits of the wooden shutters in the
French windows, you might see the glowing eyes of the Chinese King of the Beasts.
Proceeding to Amoy, the next town on the coast, we stayed for a week with one of father’s old friends, a senior
Chinese member of the Maritime Customs staff. His house was built on the sea beach, partly on stilts, and at high
tide the water flowed below. It faced the beautiful island of Kulangau, a familiar name since the Japanese invasion
as it seems to have been the only piece of free territory in that region, being administered as an international
settlement. Even in those days, some fifty years ago, the place was beautifully laid out, almost like a public
garden, while Amoy itself was very dirty, with narrow streets and ugly shanties on the outskirts.
Father and I went around to various places in the neighborhood, enquiring for families having the surname
Yen, which is rather rare in China. Our earliest ancestor is supposed to be Yenfucius, the beloved disciple of
Confucius, whose home was in Chufu, Shantung. His direct descendant is Duke Yen, about my age, who called on
me once in Peking in the twenties. Several centuries ago, one branch of the family went south and settled down in
Fukien and Kwangtung, and our branch, it was said, lived near Amoy. We did find some families of that name, but
none of them could remember distinctly any member that left for Shanghai during the Taiping Rebellion.
It was discovered, moreover, that not a few were opium smokers or in other ways undesirable, and father being
a person of high morals and strict upbringing did not contemplate with any satisfaction or pleasure being brought
into close relationship with them!
Thereupon we returned to Shanghai, having failed in our mission. Our one consolation was that the Yen family
was growing rapidly in numbers. After three generations in its new home, perhaps, after all, it could build up a
new and strong and healthy branch by itself.
One strange experience in my youth was being an English teacher. A lady friend of our family, married to an
Englishman, kept a day school for some thirty students of English. One summer she desired to take a holiday in
Japan, but did not want the school to be closed during her absence, so I was asked to take her place for a month or
so. My youthfulness was so evident to the students, some of whom were ten years older than myself, that they
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determined to test my ability on the first day of my arrival. Their knowledge of the English language was not very
advanced, the senior ones being only up to the fourth reader. However, one of them came up to my desk with an
English word written on a slip of paper and demanded its meaning. He thought the word must be unknown to me
and so my ignorance would be at once unmasked. The word was “Forget-me-not!” I smiled at him, and said,
“Why, I am surprised that you should not recognize such a simple word. It is the name of a flower!”
After that there was no more trouble in the school, and I left it highly respected by the boys.
How far-reaching human relationships can be often created through accidental meetings and, so to speak, out
of the air, is illustrated in the following case. One afternoon as I was leaving the school where I was locum
tenens,\fn{One who temporarily substitutes for another} a gentleman walked in and introduced himself as the
compradore\fn{Chinese assistant} of a big German firm. He said that he was looking for a tutor in English and asked
to be presented to the principal. Upon hearing my statement of the situation, he took a fancy to me and engaged
me right there and then. I went to his home in the vicinity every afternoon after school hours, and taught him for
an hour or so. After a month, he said to me:
“The grandson of Viceroy Li Hung-chang is living in town and is learning English. Would you care to teach
him, say, every afternoon after giving me my lesson?”
Of course I was very happy to find another opening, and for a few months, I went to the Li residence, had
supper with the boy and his father, an Imperial academician, and then taught the boy till about ten o’clock in the
evening. That was the beginning of my acquaintance with the Li family, of which Li Hung-chang was the most
distinguished member.
When it was decided that I should start on my trip abroad, I asked the Li family to accept my elder brother as
my successor, which they did. Moving later to Yang-chow the Li family started a family school, with the same
teacher, and among the pupils were the grand-nephews of a very high official in Peking. The eldest brother of the
boys, very progressive in his ideas, wanted to introduce western industries into China. Later, when I was studying
in Virginia, he and my brother made a tour of the United States, and bought machinery in Milwaukee for, I
believe, the first flour mill in Shanghai and in China itself.
The comparatively short war between us and the Japanese, which ended to our disaster by the humiliating
terms of the peace treaty, took place shortly before my departure for the United States. Both the Chinese and
English press in Shanghai reported promptly and in some detail the course of the war, which took place entirely in
North China. I still have the impression that though the provincial authorities of Kiangsu took certain
precautionary measures against possible attacks by the Japanese forces, the people at large were not deeply stirred
up by the events. Compared with recent happenings and their reactions on our people, the contrast is indeed
startling, showing how rapidly and profoundly have nationalistic and patriotic sentiments taken root in China. …
197.146 Excerpt from Sao-Ke Alfred Sze: Reminiscences Of His Early Years\fn{by Sao-Ke Alfred Sze (1877-1958)}
Ch’un-hsiao-li, Chen-tse Village, Kiangsu Province, China (M) 8
The surname Sze was bestowed on our clan after Sze Fu gave birth to Sze Po-Kung. This was when the
surname originated. After that the clan became proliferous and branched out to various districts. Ts’ai-shih, my
ancestor of the seventy-third generation, settled in 1650 in Ch’un-hsiao-li, Chen-tse village, Kiangsu. He was the
immediate forebear of the Li-tse branch of the Sze family. I am of the eighty-first generation.
I was born in Ch’un-hsiao-li on the twenty-seventh day of the second month in the Ting-ch’ou cycle according
to the lunar calendar, in the third year of the Kuang-hsu period (i.e., April 10, 1877).
Chen-tse village is located on the T’ai Hu (lake) shore bordering Kiangsu and Chekiang provinces. The fertile
soil and mild climate are favorable to the harvesting of bumper crops of rice, silk, and tea. The natives of the
village are known to be prosperous. Our family had been in the silk business for generations. My late father
Ching-an was engaged in the buying and shipping of silk. My late uncle Shao-ch’in was stationed in Shanghai to
trade directly with Western merchants; he was known as a “silk trader.” Our livelihood depended on the silk
business.
My late grandfather Yu-Yü, who believed in rigid education, tutored his six sons personally. They were all
noted for their literary attainments. A late uncle of mine, Shan-jung, became the editor of the Shun-pao, the most
widely circulated newspaper in Shanghai at that time. His writings were so sententious that he was often
consulted for important legal briefs. My late father was a very kind and generous man, zealous in public welfare.
My late mother, née Hsü, was a diligent and frugal homemaker; she was respectful to elders, kind to children, and
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well-liked. Both my parents were sober-minded, self-restrained and generous to others. These qualities have
become our family creed.
At the age of five, I was enrolled in the village school. On the first day I was carried to school on a square stool
on which my family placed a piece of wheat candy wrapped with red cloth. This was a local custom signifying
that in learning one should be studious and persevering without intermittence in the same way as molasses
adheres firmly to the stool. My mother, accompanying me to school, told the teacher,
“You may whip my son if he ignores your admonition. I shall not complain even if it hurts.”
After the Opium War and the Sino-French War, realizing the severity of the defeat, our countrymen began to
make efforts to find a way to strengthen the nation. It was quite usual for the village elders, while at leisure, to get
together to talk about the ways and means to enrich the nation and to strengthen its military might, and for the
youngsters to harbor the ambition to travel afar to the coastal cities to study new systems of government. The
elders used to relate that during the Sino-French War, the Chinese army covered the coastal area with bamboo
poles to trip the enemy, and that inasmuch as the Frenchmen could not bend their knees (a misconception of the
Chinese of that era), many of them, when tripped, were unable to rise and were captured after landing. The elders
deemed this move as a superior stratagem of our country to overcome the enemy. Conceptions of this sort are
fallacious and reveal the gross ignorance of my compatriots in international affairs.
My third brother, Sing-tse (Sheng-chih), at an early age went to Shanghai to study English and current events
at St. John’s Academy and the Telegraph School. On his recommendation, I enrolled in 1886 in the Chiang-ning
Prefectural Language School at Miao-hsiang-an in Nanking. This school was just being established and was
therefore very poorly equipped. The English and French languages were taught, but more emphasis was placed on
the Chinese. The recitation method was mainly employed. The curriculum consisted of “Introduction to French”
and “Introduction to English.” Examinations were given on the first and fifteenth days of each month. The
superintendent of this school often rode a black donkey to school. It was very damp in Nanking, and I soon
suffered from rheumatism and could not stay on; so, after one year I left for Shanghai.
Upon my arrival in Shanghai, I called on Mr. Yen Yung-ching, President of St. John’s Academy. He promised
me that I could enroll in the following year. Mr. Yen was the father of my friend Yen Hui-ch’ing (W. W. Yen). In
his youth the elder Yen had studied in the United States. He went there by a sailing vessel, and the voyage took 70
days. Trustworthy and studious, he was a very ambitious man. At that time he was already gray at the temples. Mr.
Yen also told me that he would be transferred next year as pastor of the Episcopal Church in Hongkew, and that
Dr. F. L. Hawks-Pott, an American, who was being married to Miss Huang on that day, was slated to succeed him.
The decorations in the school compound were in celebration of his wedding.
When I arrived in Shanghai to enroll in St. John’s Academy in 1887, the president was already Dr. Hawks-Pott.
He was very strict but kind. In the three years under his tutelage, I profited greatly.
There were about seventy to eighty students at St. John’s Academy at that time. Scholarships were granted to
Christian students, whereas non-Christians had to pay tuition, which at first was eight silver dollars a year; later it
was increased to ten; and by the time I left school, it had been increased to twelve. Besides room and board, every
year the school provided each student with a cap, two pairs of shoes, two blue cotton long gowns, and one cottonpadded jacket. At vacation time each student was given one hundred “cash” for transportation fares. Books and
medical expenses were also provided by the school. These privileges were granted in order to recruit more
students, since the enrollment was small. As time passed, the use of English in commercial firms gradually
became popular; graduates from the academy could find employment in foreign firms, which offered liberal
wages; consequently, enrollment in the academy increased.
Dr. Hawks-Pott grew a long queue and wore Chinese gowns. His behavior was strictly conventional like that
of the Chinese gentry. Stern and sincere, he was very conscientious in his work. During his incumbency, the
academy was developed rapidly.
At that time the emphasis in that school was to spread the Christian gospel. Bible study was conducted daily
from Monday to Friday, both in the mornings and in the afternoons. On Sundays it was conducted at noon and in
the evening. On Saturday afternoons, when there were no Bible classes, the students engaged in physical exercises
and played ball games for recreation.
There were about ten teachers in the academy. Dr. Hawks-Pott, though president, also taught history. A Briton
taught English; a Canadian both taught physiology and was the school physician. Others on the faculty were
Chinese: one taught mathematics, one taught English, and the rest taught Chinese.
During the three years I was at St. John’s Academy, two things impressed me very deeply. One day when Dr.
Hawks-Pott in his history class was lecturing on the meaning of war, he said,
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“Warfare is not necessarily a bad thing. It is an essential instrument in fighting for justice for mankind and
world order.”
I then thought—the traditional Chinese notion against warfare is not entirely correct. From that time on I had a
new understanding of the meaning of war.
On another day I was in Dr. Hawks-Pott’s office when two American missionaries called on him. They related
how they were stoned by Chinese children when they passed through Ts’ao-chia-tu. (Ts’ao-chia-tu was outside of
the Concession, but a road was built through it by the Concession authorities even though it was Chinese
territory.) This incident occurred on a day in mid-summer.
The two missionaries, Ingle and Logan Roots, shielded their faces with circular fans against the sun while
riding on rickshas to Jessfield Road. Some Chinese children threw stones at them, broke their fans, and inflicted
wounds on their foreheads. I asked them what they did to the Chinese children. They said that they stopped and
admonished the children not to indulge in such an impolite act, and that they did not punish the children at all.
I was impressed, and I admired the tolerant attitude of the two missionaries. At that time many foreigners in
China were rude and impolite, therefore most Chinese had an unfavorable impression of them. This incident,
however, changed my viewpoint on the character and the virtue of Westerners.
Once during those three years I wanted to pursue my study in Hong Kong, but was dissuaded by Dr. HawksPott. From 1890 for two years I studied Chinese at the Chinese Language Academy conducted by Mr. Hu Weihsien.
2
In 1893, Yang Ju, whose courtesy name was Yang Tzu-t’ung, was appointed Minister Plenipotentiary to the
United States, Spain, and Peru. I accompanied him as a student-interpreter, arriving in the United States in August
of the same year. I was then sixteen years old.
Staff members of the Legation at that time were: Second Secretary Ho Yen-sheng; Third Secretary Hu Wei-te;
Second Interpreter Mo Chen-fan; Third Interpeter Chung Wen-yao; and three Attaches: Su Chien-chao, Mr. Hsü,
and Mr. Shang. Mr. Shang served as the clerk and Mr. Hsü was responsible for drafting routine documents. There
were two student-interpreters: Li Tan-lin and myself. There were also two servants (one of them was a barber),
two cooks, and two tailors. The Legation’s quarters had just been moved from the Dupont Circle area to the
corner of 14th and Yale Streets, Northwest. (Yale Street is now\fn{ 1962} known as Fairmont Street).
At that time, China’s Minister to the United States served concurrently as Minister to Spain and to Peru. The
term was three years: in the first year the envoy was stationed in the United States; in the second, in Spain; in the
third, in Peru. When the term was up he was either reappointed or transferred, or recalled. At the time of his
appointment, the envoy was given in a lump sum the funds for three years, together with round trip fares. Staff
members of the Legations and Consulates in the three countries as well as those of the Documents Dispatching
Offices in Shanghai and Peking, totalling more than fifty persons, were all appointed by the Minister, who had the
right to allot the appropriation without accounting. Staff members of legations who had finished their three-year
terms abroad were given “special recommendations,” whereas those who had served three years in the Documents
Dispatching Offices in Shanghai and Peking were given “ordinary recommendations.” (The Documents
Dispatching Offices in Peking and Shanghai were responsible for the transmission of documents and telegrams of
the Legation in the United States, Spain and Peru.) At that time there were strict regulations concerning the
promotion of government officials; and to obtain a recommendation for promotion was a difficult proposition.
Staff members who accepted positions in the legation abroad just to obtain “special recommendations” for
promotion would return to the homeland at the beginning of the third year when the recommendations were made.
This would result in a reduction in personnel with fewer salaries to pay in the third year, so that toward the end of
the Minister’s term there always was a surplus of funds. Therefore, officials regarded the position of an envoy
abroad as a lucrative one.
When an envoy’s term expired, his next appointment would depend upon favoritism played in the capital. In
this regard, the presenting of “ice” and “coal” donations during festivals played an important role. The so-called
“ice” and “coal” presents referred to gratuities given at the three festivals of the year, when envoys were expected
to present gifts of money to their superiors and colleagues in the capital. In the summer, such a contribution was
known as “ice present”; in the winter, “coal present.” The envoys were also expected to present tribute to the
Empress Dowager and Emperor Kuang-hsü at the festivals and on their birthdays. These customs were abolished
after the establishment of the Republic.

1091

Minister Yang paid great attention to foimal official ceremonies. Outside his office stood two servants.
Whenever a staff member called, he should be announced by the servants, and when he left, he should request
permission to do so. During office hours, two interpreters were in attendance. On the first and fifteenth days of
each month the staff members would assemble and pay their respects to the Minister; this ceremony was known as
“having an audience with the superior.” When all were present, the servant would produce a “memorandum”
announcing them to the Minister, who would then say “Dismissed,” whereupon the audience was ended.
On the occasions of the Dragon Boat and the Mid-autumn festivals, as well as the birthdays of the Minister and
his wife, staff members were required to give presents for the celebration. After the gifts were accepted by the
Minister, a feast would be given in return. The Minister’s family, as well as the families of staff members, lived in
the Legation. The cooks prepared all the meals, and the staff contributed to the expenses from assessments from
their salaries; the Minister and his family, however, did not contribute anything toward their board.
Minister Yang and his wife liked to accept outside invitations. Mrs. Yang, a Manchu, had unbound feet, and
she dressed well. She was the first among the wives of Chinese Ministers to attend outside parties. Yang’s
predecessor, Minister Ts’ui Kuo-yin, was a reserved man, and during his incumbency he seldom went out for
social functions. When the Office of Foreign Affairs learned about Ts’ui’s unsocial inclination, Yang was
appointed to replace him. Minister Yang was a tall man, well-dressed and, like his wife, very sociable. When he
left China, he was given a very liberal allowance for social activities.
Although Yang accepted numerous invitations, he never reciprocated by inviting people to dine in the
Legation. Instead, he gave presents of silk and tea at Christmas time. Before every Christmas, the Chinese
Legation would distribute gifts, in a rumbling horse-drawn carriage. When that vehicle appeared, people would
think of it as the gift-bearing vehicle of the Chinese Legation.
When the Chinese Imperial Court sent an important emissary to investigate conditions abroad, Minister Yang
would head the staff of the Legation, all wearing Chinese ceremonial gowns, to welcome that official at the
railway station upon his arrival in the capital. A table holding an incense burner was set up at the station. Upon
seeing the emissary, all the Legation staff knelt and knocked their foreheads on the ground as a sign of homage
and respect to the Empress Dowager and the Emperor. On behalf of the Throne, the emissary would acknowledge
the reception and convey the wishes of the Court. During the ceremony, all members of the Legation would
remain on their knees, with Yang in front facing the incense burner and the others in a row behind him. Yang
would call aloud:
“Your servant (Yang, being a Manchu, used the word ‘servant,’ not ‘subject’) Yang Ju and all members of the
Legation respectfully inquire after the health of the Empress and the Emperor.” The imperial emissary facing the
table, answered in a loud voice,
“Healthy.”
This ceremony had to be performed as soon as the emissary arrived. Therefore, before each ceremony the
Legation would notify the stationmaster. During the ceremony many spectators gathered around and found it
amusing. This ceremony was abolished only after the establishment of the Republic.
During the incumbency of Minister Yang, I personally witnessed one incident which might be called a “court
proceeding.” There was at that time a dispute between the Chinese Consul-General in San Francisco and the
Board of Directors of six Chinese organizations (“tongs”) in that city. The Consul-General requested that Minister
Yang write to the Governor-General of Kwangtung and Kwangsi asking him to detain relatives of the members of
the Boards of the organizations in order to intimidate the Directors. But among the Directors there was one adept
writer who thought the Consul-General was unfair; and he wrote and complained to Minister Yang. Thereupon
Yang summoned the plaintiffs to Washington and held court proceedings at the Legation.
On that day a rectangular table with an incense burner was set up. The Minister sat in the center and the
councilors and the attaches stood on the two sides. In front of the table were two servants. When the Directors
arrived, the servants ordered them to be on their knees. After a very exacting interrogation of more than one hour
they were dismissed. All four Directors were old men around sixty years of age. After kneeling for a long time
they had difficulty in standing up.
Upon their return to the hotel, newspaper men inter- viewed them. But they were reluctant to speak out. The
next day the papers said that although they did not know what had transpired at the “court,” their correspondents
noticed that the Directors had difficulty in walking, and they suspected that they had been subjected to
punishment. This incident illustrates that in the Manchu regime the officials tried to exercise jurisdiction over the
overseas Chinese.
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While I was a student-interpreter I also attended the Central High School in Washington. The classes were
from 8:30 in the morning to 2:00 in the afternoon. My daily routines in the Legation were to translate items
concerning current events and to interpret when Minister and Mrs. Yang attended dinner parties. There were two
regular interpreters: Chung Wen-yao interpreted for Minister Yang and I interpreted for Mrs. Yang. The Americans
were full of curiosity, and, as Mrs. Yang dressed resplendently and was very sociable, there were many
invitations. We four always attended dinner parties together. I was kept so busy that I could not find enough time
for my homework. Furthermore, because of my insufficient background in mathematics, and because French and
Latin were required courses, I carried an extraordinarily heavy load of schoolwork. The reasons why I picked
Central High School were: it was the largest high school in Washington; it was centrally located; and convenient
transportation was available. I was the first Chinese to graduate from that school.
When I first enrolled, my knowledge of English was insufficient. I tried to enlarge that knowledge during
summer vacations. In the first year I studied under Mr. Reichelderfer, who later took up medicine and eventually
became a Commissioner of the District of Columbia. In the second year I studied under Miss M. Ella Morgan, an
English teacher. For tutoring, she charged me $1.50 an hour. But every time she voluntarily extended the time to
two hours, and charged me for only one. She was very strict, and everyday she ordered me to recite one or two
short stories or essays. She marked in pencil the words which I mispronounced and had me correct the mistakes
until I pronounced them correctly. On the next day she would ask me to review the old lessons before starting the
new ones. She corrected my compositions very carefully and pointed out in detail my errors. I was greatly
indebted to Miss Morgan for the progress I made in the English language.
Although Miss Morgan was strict in teaching, she was very kind and generous. In her old age she lived alone
and, enjoying company, she often invited Chinese students to stay at her home. My younger brother, Thomas
(Ping-tse), roomed and boarded there for four years when he studied in Washington; and he paid only a nominal
fee. After he left, I recommended Mr. Sun To-yu, who later became the General Manager of the Kailan Mining
Co., to stay with her. Thereafter, when one guest left, another would be recommended to take his place. When I
studied at Cornell University, I spent my vacations in Washington and roomed in Miss Morgan’s home.
In 1913, my brother and I were working in Peking. Being in comfortable circumstances by then, we invited her
to travel in China for a year. My nephew, Philip (Tsan-yüan), was assigned to accompany her to visit many places
of interest. She said:
“I enjoyed my visit with you very much. I am especially happy to see you are enjoying your pursuits and are
working hard.”
We invited her to stay in China for another year, but, as she was not feeling very well, she wished to return to
Washington. In the following year, we invited her to travel in Europe for a year, again in Philip’s company.
In her old age, she found herself in financial straits. Every year we brothers sent her money for a summer
vacation, but she never used it. When it accumulated to a certain amount, she returned it; and we did not insist on
her accepting it. However, in memory of her, we used it to furnish the “Morgan Room”—in the Central High
School—with Chinese furniture and decoration.
Miss Morgan was sincere in her love for China. She always encouraged the Chinese students to build up good
character and to study hard. There were always Chinese students staying with her. She died with a smile, in the
presence of a Chinese student who was with her at that time.
During my days as a student interpreter, I was inside the Department of State only twice, since the student
interpreters were responsible for interpreting at social functions only. For official purposes, the second and third
class interpreters accompanied the Minister to the Department of State; therefore I did not have much opportunity
to go there.
My first visit was when I accompanied Mr. Mo Chen-fan, Second Class Interpreter, to call on W. W. Rockhill,
then Assistant Secretary of State. Mr. Rockhill was a scholar on China and was noted for his book on China’s
population. Later he became United States Minister to China. After his retirement he was appointed as an adviser
to the President of China, Yuan Shih-k’ai. When Rockhill was U. S. Consul-General in Korea, Yuan was the
Chinese Commissioner there; they knew each other very well and they were acquainted also with Sir John N.
Jordan. After Yuan became President of the Republic of China, Jordan was appointed the British Minister to
China.
There was at that time much diplomatic negotiation between Britain and China, and Yuan appointed Rockhill
as an adviser to help in the negotiations. On the occasion when Mr. Mo and I called on Rockhill, he asked me
what was my duty in the Legation. At the same time he picked out a Chinese document from the pages of the big
Giles’ Dictionary on the revolving shelf and asked me to translate it into English. I did it orally, sentence by
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sentence. After listening, he said that I had rendered it faithfully and intelligently, and that he considered me a
competent translator. This was my first visit to the Department of State.
My second visit there occurred on the eve of President McKinley’s inauguration. I went there to watch the
fireworks, in celebration of the occasion, opposite the rear garden of the White House. The southeastern side of
the Department of State was adjacent to the rear garden of the White House. (The present Budget Office is located
in the building which was at that time occupied by the State, the War, and the Navy Departments.) From a higher
elevation one could see all the view. On that occasion I ran into Mr. A. A. Adee, Assistant Secretary of State. Adee
said,
“The new President will be inaugurated tomorrow morning. All the higher officers in the Department have
resigned; I am the only one who remains here.” He then asked me whether I was familiar with Longfellow’s
poems. He said that there is a good line which seemed to have been written for him. It reads:
“Men may come and men may go, but I go on forever.”
For Adee had been at the Department of State for a long time and he was familiar with all diplomatic
procedures. The successive Secretaries of State all relied on him and kept him for consultation. He was a man of
great ability, and he is reputed to have had such a sense of humor that he could jest even about his own deafness:
it was well sometimes, he remarked, not to have “heard” all that had been said.
In 1897, Minister Yang was transferred to Russia. Wu T'’ing-fang was appointed to succeed him as Minister to
the United States, Spain, and Peru. I remained in Washington as an attaché. After graduating from Central High
School that summer, I resigned, and enrolled as a student at Cornell University, in Ithaca, New York.
Wu T’ing-fang was appointed Minister to the United States by Li Hung-chang. When Li had negotiated with
the Japanese, in Japan, after the Sino-Japanese War, he had been accompanied by Wu T’ing-fang and Lo Feng-lu.
Li and the Japanese Premier Ito Hirobumi were old friends. After the conference they talked about ways of
enabling China to become a powerful country. Ito said,
“Wu and Lo were my old schoolmates in England; they were men of refinement and ability. Now I have
become the Prime Minister of Japan, but they are still subordinate officers. Why don’t you appoint them to
positions of responsibility?”
Li was very much impressed. After his return to China, he recommended Wu T’ing-fang as Minister to
England and Lo as Minister to the United States. Wu, having been a British subject, was not acceptable to
England; therefore Lo was sent to England and Wu to the United States. Wu was the first Chinese Minister since
the first envoy was appointed (in 1878) who could speak English. Among the Chinese envoys in the past, only
Vice-Minister Yung Wing had been able to speak English, but he did not serve very long in his post.
Wu, after his arrival in the United States, was very busy in his social activities and in giving speeches. A man
with a sense of humor, he was highly regarded by the American public. Two important achievements marked his
incumbency. First, the United States remitted a part of the Boxer Indemnity—to be used for educational and
cultural purposes in China. Second, there was constructed the Chinese Legation’s quarters at 2001 19 th Street,
Northwest, in Washington.
Another interesting fact during Wu’s tour of duty was that Wu was the first envoy among those stationed in
Washington to use an automobile. Motor cars were just then being introduced and were not widely used. The
diplomats were accustomed to the dignity and rumble of the two-horse carriages which were then in vogue. Wu
used the automobile, which was presented to him by a friend, and he called on the Secretary of State regularly
every week. Sitting nonchalantly side by side with the chauffeur, he was the talk of the town.
The reason why I selected Cornell University was because its President, Andrew D. White (who later became
U. S. Minister to Germany) advocated freedom of religion.
There were no chapels on the Cornell campus. President White was in favor of elective courses and advocated
reduction in the number of the required courses. Ithaca was enveloped in a scholarly atmosphere, and the
university was liberal in outlook. Furthermore, expenses there were low and the entrance examinations were
comparatively simple. My annual expenses were between $700.00 and $750.00. In my last year at college my
older brother Sing-tse was a contractor of the Peking-Hankow Railway, with a good income. He sent me
$1,000.00, and I was therefore affluent that year. Ordinarily, room and board there cost $3.00 a week, but I paid
$3.50 for mine and I therefore was very well fed. I was the first Chinese to be educated in Cornell.
I enrolled in the College of Liberal Arts and was greatly benefitted by Professor Henry Morse Stephens of the
History Department and Professor James Hart of the English Department.
Professor Stephens was then teaching modern European History and was an inspiring teacher. Once he asked
me,
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“What is your objective in coming to study in the United States?” I replied,
“China has been weak and many nations have taken advantage of her. I wish to help her to recover her rights,
to wipe out her disgrace, and to make her strong.”
He approved of my objective, and he encouraged me to search for a broad, liberal education and to study
psychology in order to know how to deal with people. He maintained that cooperative and concerted efforts are
essential for the success of all endeavors. He often wrote letters of introduction for me to visit eminent professors
of other universities. He advised me not to stick too closely to the text books. He often said that in the study of
history, one should pay attention to the record of the strength and weakness of each nation, and study how it
became strong and how it overcame weakness; this would mean much more than merely memorizing dates. For
Chinese students who come to the United States three historical dates were significant: (1), 1066, William I
conquered England; (2), 1492, Columbus discovered America; (3), 1644, the Manchus subjugated China. Other
dates need not be memorized; one should only bear in mind that history is divided into ancient, mediaeval, and
modern periods. Professor Stephens also asked me:
“How would you start wiping out China’s disgrace and making her strong?” I replied,
“China has repeatedly suffered defeats at the hands of foreign countries. Her people have lost self-confidence
and self-respect. She should fight once more with a foreign country and win the war. Then she would regain her
self-confidence and self-respect, and thereafter struggle for more lofty goals.” He then asked me with which
country should China fight. I replied,
“With Portugal, in order to regain Macao.” Professor Stephens said,
“No, don’t you know there is a mutual defense pact between England and Portugal concerning their colonies?
If China were to fight against Portugal, England would come to Portugal’s aid. Furthermore, Portugal is a small
country with a small population. International sympathy would not be with China if she were engaged in a war
with Portugal. It would be better if China fought with France in Indo-China. France is a large nation in Europe,
but Indo-China is domestically weak and the French Army and Navy stationed there are especially corrupt. If
China were to fight there, she would win.”
I enjoyed having discussion with Professor Stephens of many problems.
After I had been in Cornell for two years, interpreter Lu Cheng-hsiang of the Chinese Legation in Russia under
Minister Yang Ju was taken ill. Yang therefore wrote and asked me to go to St. Petersburg to assist him; he also
wanted me to go with him to the Disarmament Conference at the Hague. This happened in 1899, when I was 22
years of age.
Before I started for Europe I bade farewell to all my professors. They all congratulated me on my acceptance
of the new appointment. Professor Hart was the only one who voiced disapproval; he advised me to finish my
studies. I appreciated his advice, but I could not very well refuse Minister Yang. I had to go to Russia, but I fully
intended to return later to the United States to continue my studies.
I stayed as Minister Yang’s interpreter in the Russian capital, St. Petersburg, and at the Hague for one year, and
was kept very busy. Being anxious to return to the United States to my college, I then resigned. Minister Yang
insisted that I should remain with him, so we parted rather unpleasantly.
I returned to Cornell in 1900 and graduated with a Bachelor of Arts degree in the following year. Professor
Stephens encouraged me to continue for another year. He said,
“Chinese students who come to this country to study usually return hurriedly to their homeland upon
graduation from college. If they could stay on for one or two more years for advanced study, they would be better
equipped in both knowledge and experience.”
I followed his advice and stayed on for an additional year. In 1902 I received my Master of Arts degree, and
then, in the summer, I returned to China.
While I was in Cornell I made many friends and knew every classmate. I was often impressed by the fact that
the United States was a powerful country despite her small population, whereas China was a weak nation though
she had a large population. The reasons for their strength and weakness, respectively, must lie in their national
characteristics and their ways of life.
To understand the good points of the United States and to learn from them, I was in close contact with the
American people. My classmates and my schoolmates all treated me very kindly. When I was in my junior year, I
was elected to be the editor of the yearbook, with an annual stipend of $100.00. It was a good opportunity for
service, with a financial reward. But since I answered the call of Minister Yang to work in Russia, I was, with
regret, not able to accept the editorship.
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When in 1926 our class celebrated its 25 th anniversary at Cornell, the Sze-Straight Scholarship Fund of
$2500.00 was set up to honor Willard Straight and myself in recognition of our achievements. Straight, a former
United States Consul-General in Mukden and later an Adviser to President Wilson, was a brilliant man.
Unfortunately he died prematurely (in 1918). After his death, the Willard Straight Hall for social and recreational
use by the students was erected on the campus in his memory. Later, an alumnus, John L. Senior, contributed an
additional $7500.00 to make up the sum of $10,000.00. The annual interest, $400.00, was used for scholarship
purposes. Members of the Sze family have priority in applying for the scholarship, but since few of them have
gone to Cornell, the fund has been used at the discretion of the University.
Among my classmates was Willis H. Carrier, who became a pioneer in the refrigeration industry. Many years
ago he said to me,
“I am working hard in designing an engine to condition the air. The public will be benefitted and I shall
become a millionaire.”
He added that the air in the theater was foul; it depended on two electric fans at each end for circulation, and
these were not sufficient. His invention would enable fresh air to be drawn in and stale air to be blown out, in the
summer. In the winter, clean, warm air would be supplied. I replied that this plan was impractical, because the
letting in of fresh air would result in many people catching cold. He explained that this was not so, because fresh
air would gradually rise from below the seats. Being indirect, it would be not harmful but beneficial. His plan was
finally presented to the United States Mechanical Engineering Society in 1911. When I saw him at the 45 th
Anniversary of our graduation, in 1946, his enterprise had been firmly established. Having been poor when he
was young, he had suffered from the effects of malnutrition. As he had over-exerted himself, he was in his middle
age physically weak with a heart condition. It is regrettable that shortly after that reunion he died. But his
achievements have endured. He was the only member of our class who became a wealthy industrialist. A resolute
man, he was sincere, a hard worker, and well liked.
When I graduated in 1901 I was elected by my classmates as the Marshal, and I led the procession to the
auditorium for the commencement exercises. I was elected Marshal also in 1902 when I obtained my Master’s
degree. When I attended in 1951 the 50 th class reunion, only 300 of the more than 700 of my classmates were still
living. In this reunion I was again elected as the Marshal. The ceremony which took place at Barton Hall called
for following the band and walking around the hall three times, then walking to the baseball field to watch a ball
game. In view of the fact that my classmates were all old and many of them would find it hard to walk such a
distance, I suggested that after the band marched around the hall twice we should join the procession and walk
only one lap before going to the ball park. In that way we could conserve our strength. But my classmates insisted
that they were not old, and we stuck to the original plan of marching three laps. This was an interesting sidelight.
While at Cornell I went to hear one of the speeches given by the retired President, Dr. White. (White had
resigned to serve as the United States Minister to Germany. After retirement from public service he lived in Ithaca
and frequently visited the campus.) He said that since he left Cornell there had been much progress in the
University. But there was one sign of regression, and this was that between classes the students would sit on the
steps and smoke pipes; some even chewed tobacco and spat. This was not only unsanitary but it was also
unsightly. It was, he thought, very discouraging. He also said that he had commenced smoking only after he was
forty years old. It is not late, according to Dr. White, to start smoking after one is forty, when he has established
himself in his chosen field. In my youth I never acquired the habit of smoking, because of his influence. In my
middle age the non-smoking habit had already been formed, and so I never took up smoking. …
1878

281.108 Excerpt from The Autobiography Of A Chinese Dog\fn{by Florence Wheelock Ayscough (1878-1942)}
Shanghai, China (F) 8\fn{The author evidences an unnatural passion for inverted commas, and I have edited out many of these as
unnecessary to the meaning of the English. Similarly, she capitalizes normally uncapitalized words, and I have suppressed this tendency as
well. I have also modernized certain spellings endemic to the 19 th century—to-day becomes today, tho’ becomes though, and so on; and I
have differentiated her borrowings from other literary efforts by indenting them from her text and printing them in a lower-point typeface—
something she does not do, and which is necessary in order to clearly separate her words from those of other people, out of deference to
future computer analysis (this being, as it were, merely the Collecting Phase of the Protocol):H }

I was born in China, in a little hamlet among the rocky mountains of Shantung Province “East-of-theMountain,” and a very noted province too. We Chinese believe that creatures partake of the nature of the soil they
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spring from, and that the most noble are born among hills. I do not doubt that there is something in this belief. The
great Confucius was born in Shantung, so was his disciple Mencius, and in their days, dogs of my breed, the Losze, were used in the pursuit of game, so naturally I have a love of the chase in my very blood.
Whether mother had this love or not I really do not know. She could not leave us puppies at first, and I started
on my life of travel when but two months old. It was the period of White Dew in early Autumn, and during the
daytime the sun was so hot that we puppies often sought shade after our game; the little boys wore scarlet
embroidered aprons, their summer clothing; the little girls, long wide silk trousers and no coats.
The fields were full of waving tall millet nearly ready for cutting and the pomegranates were beginning to
ripen. Soon the threshing floor would be in use, but meanwhile it was a grand place for children and puppies to
explore.
Our hamlet was called Li Chai, or the home of the Pear-Tree clan, and one day I heard old grandmother say
that her son Pear-Tree Three was coming home to see her. She was inordinately proud of Pear-Tree Three, who
had gone away from home to study foreign medicine.
Pear-Trees One and Two cultivated the family land and reared wild silkworms on the scrub oak of the hillsides;
they looked the honest farmers they were, but Pear-Tree Three—ah, he was very different! When he climbed the
hill to our little house dressed in strange clothes,\fn{ The author is probably referring to his Western-style clothing:H } I could
not imagine who he was, but my mother knew him and greeted him joyfully. He was evidently very fond of her;
he stroked her gently, and admired us, her babies, one by one.
At sundown when the air began to be chilly, we puppies snuggled up to mother and she lay close to Pear-Tree
Three while he ate his evening meal, ignoring the Confucian tenet that meals should be eaten in silence. On the
contrary, he talked steadily; about the busy place he came from, the strange work he did; and then he remarked
casually that the foreign doctor’s little girl wanted a ha pa, or “short-mouthed laughing dog” which is what the
country people call us Lo-sze.
I hardly noticed his words at the time. I was sleepy and mother was nice and warm. Three days later, however,
when the sun’s light was still concealed behind the hills, Pear-Tree Three bent over mother, stroked her gently,
murmured a few words to her, and then—why, then he picked me up from by her side, pushed me into the breast
of his coat, and carried me away; and when the sun rose above the far horizon, its level rays shone full in the eyes
of Pear-Tree Three who was following the “bird’s path” leading from the hilltops to the sea. He carried me, a tiny
yellow puppy, in his arms, and I suddenly realized that I was the ha pa dog destined for the foreign doctor’s little
girl! I felt very very small.
*
She was not so bad. Of course she did not look like my dear little dark-eyed, black-haired Golden Bells with
whom I used to play on the threshing floor. Oh, no—quite different—why, Nellie’s hair was the colour of straw,
and her eyes pale, like washed-out blue rags—but she was very nice and I loved her dearly.
Golden Bells had called me Little Apricot, because of my beautiful color, but Nellie called me Buster, I don’t
know why; at all events we played together all day, and I slept in a basket at the foot of her bed all night, and we
were happy as the months rolled by.
I grew from a puppy to quite a respectable dog; the cold Winter passed, Spring with its blossoms came and
went, Summer arrived, and then something dreadful happened. The house was all upset; boxes and trunks were
brought in; Nellie and her mother went away. Everybody seemed too busy to bother about me or my food. I felt
very very lost.
*
Wei-Hai-Wei, the place we lived in, lay by the sea, and this was fortunate, as when my meals were too sketchy
I could hurry to the beach where I was sure to find a fishtail or two amongst the rubbish at the high-water line;
and because of my loneliness I consoled myself by playing with the dogs of very mixed ancestry who haunted this
same beach. It was quite amusing.
One rainy afternoon I was searching the water line for titbits when I noticed two foreign ladies strolling on the
shore. One said to the other,
“There is the dog you are to have—that brown one on the beach.”
The other lady made an ejaculation and hurried away. However, before I had half finished my fish-tail she
returned, and with her came the doctor’s house-boy.\fn{ In the text, Doctor’s House-Boy; Boy continues to be capitalized
througout:H} He picked me up in the most undignified manner—had I realized his intention I should have run away
—the lady carried my basket, and we started off together up the hill to a house I had never seen before, and there
the boy put me down.
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The lady, I will admit, tried to be nice to me, but I couldn’t bear her. Humans are most extraordinary; they
expect a dog to be quite ready to make friends on the instant. I wouldn’t eat her supper. I didn’t like her room.
There was a string around my neck or I should have gone home at once. Bedtime came and she said, “I think
Buster will sleep well in his basket,” and then took off the string.
She was right. I was so tired from annoyance that I did sleep—until dawn. Then, feeling quite fresh, I
determined to take matters into my own hands and leave.
The verandah\fn{My italics: this is a foreign word, taken directly from India:H} was nicely enclosed with
mosquito netting, but after all it is not very difficult to scratch a hole in netting. I made a very large one, and
before long was hurrying home. The boy seemed surprised to see me, and not at all pleased; in fact he was very
short, and calling coolie sent me up the hill again!
That night I determined to make a vocal demonstration. This I did at one A.M. The lady had worked hard to
amuse me all day long, but when I began to scream she picked me up, and threw me out into the starlit night,
exclaiming,
“I hope I shall never see you again!”
But she did. I reached home only to be scolded by Boy,\fn{Here used as a title—shortened from “Number One
House-Boy”} caught by [a] coolie, and carried up the hill once more. This time the lady seemed no more glad to
see me than I was to see her, and goodness knows if we ever should have made friends if I had not fallen ill.
We Chinese dogs are like that; we make friends very slowly, but friends once made are friends forever.
I was very ill. I decided to die. Missuss, however, made me change my mind by pouring egg-flogs down my
throat. I screamed when she did it, but I had to lick my chops afterwards; there was quite a pleasant taste of sugar
and whisky, and I began to feel the glow of returning health.
*
The coast-line of China is not especially jagged as coastlines go, but between the thirty-sixth and thirty-eighth
parallels of latitude, the promontory of Shantung thrusts its bold outline into the depths. At this point the water of
the Yellow Sea is no longer coloured by sediment from the Great River, but sparkles in the clear atmosphere,
larkspur blue. Flat-bottomed coast steamers move in a very strange manner as they round the point and passen gers
are as a rule extremely glad to reach the deep-cut bay which stretches to the South and East of Wei-Hai-Wei—
Outpost-of-Defence-by-the-Awe-Inspiring Sea. High hills encircle it West and North, so the little walled city lies
in a veritable sun-trap, and even cold winter days are tempered, while Summer heat is mitigated by the Southwest
monsoon, which sweeps across the water, cooler here than it is South of the promontory.
Even so, it was fairly hot and during the sun-high hours of day, we were apt to stay indoors. I had a delightful
shallow round basket which Amah called my official residence; and I cannot imagine that in the wide world more
comfortable baskets can exist than those found in the Outpost of Defence. They are pretty, too, in their weave, and
Missuss always covered mine with a square of deep purple raw silk, most becoming, in colour, to me.
Staying indoors was therefore no hardship; I simply curled up and dozed. While I dozed, Missuss studied with
Mr. Cultivator-of-Bamboos, whom she called hsien shêng, “prior-born”—a term my country-people apply to
fathers, elder brothers, or people who instruct them. As a rule he and she translated Chinese poetry together, and
many letters travelled back and forth between Missuss and a person to whom she seemed very devoted. Mr.
Cultivator-of-Bamboos always referred to this person as Love-Poetry-Mother’s-Friend.
I learned that her surname was Lowell and her name Amy. It seemed that she rendered into English unrhymed
cadence the translations which Missuss made, and she was always asking questions about Chinese poetry and its
composition. She wanted, for instance, to know exactly what the form called fu was like, because she thought it
resembled polyphonic prose, a medium she used herself. So Missuss wrote her what a Chinese writer had to say
on the subject:
There is no hard-and-fast pattern for the “tones” in a fu, but words must flow naturally from the lips in a smooth
and musical manner. A fu must be like a good road on which there are no rough places or inequalities. Phrases may
be long or short; phrases may be many or few; but the rhymes in each group must be of the same “tone”—that is,
either p’ing, level, or tsê, oblique; and each rhyme can only be used once.

We Chinese cite six laws which govern fu: they shall possess:
firstly, variegated colour, generously laid on; secondly, a display of scholarly ornament; thirdly, perfection of literary
style; fourthly, they must set forth aims, desires, and ambitions; fifthly, a fu must stir and exalt the emotions; and
sixthly, it shall induce passion.
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A great master of fu was the one-eyed Emperor Yuan, of the Liang Dynasty, who lived A.D. 508-554. He was
doubtless a very learned man, as he possessed one hundred and forty thousand ancient books. He loved them so
much that when he realized that his enemies were about to kill him, he set his library on fire and burnt them every
one.
Personally I felt but very little sympathy with him. He is supposed to have expressed a hope that no
earthenware dogs should be placed in his grave—saying, in a supercilious manner, “Dogs will not be able to
guard my grave,” a man of but little imagination indeed. He seemed, however, to understand birds better than he
did dogs if one can judge by the Mandarin Duck fu which Missuss sent her friend.
When not translating poetry, Mr. Cultivator-of-Bamboos chatted about Chinese history ancient and modern,
and one day Missuss asked what had inspired him to play the active part which he did in the Revolution of 1911.
He replied instantly, “the life of Yo Fei”: he then proceeded to talk at great length about this hero of the twelfth
century, who devoted his life to the defence of his country, and who, finally, died through treachery.
The teacher described, too, in a most vivid way, the ceremony which took place at Peking in 1915 when the
spirit of Yo Fei was raised to an equality with that of Kuan Ti, the Patron Saint of Bravery—generally called by
Europeans the God of War: at the same time the spirits of twenty-four other celebrated military leaders and
patriots were admitted to the Military Temple as their associates.
This reorganization of what may be called the Cult of Heroes was prompted by the desire to raise in public
estimation the profession of arms, and it is before the Military Temple that present-day soldiers are supposed to
take their oaths. There are no images in the temple, but simply plain narrow strips of wood each bearing the spirit
title of the hero it represents, and the tablets of Kuan Ti and Yo Fei, which stand in the centre, are larger than the
others.
Kuan Ti is called the Marquis of Martial Dignity, and Yo Fei, to whom Young China especially turns its eyes,
is named the Prince of Loyalty and Courage.
Now Missuss, who was growing very fond of me, had often spoken of changing my name Buster to some thing
more in keeping with my personality. It appeared that her pets were always called after famous people; a strange
Western custom which is incredibly disrespectful in the eyes of my country-people. She had been undecided as to
which Chinese hero should provide me with a suitable cognomen; but she was undecided no longer; stirred by Mr.
Cultivator-of-Bamboos’ words, she rose from her chair, crossed the room to my basket, and, bending over me,
exclaimed impulsively,
“Prior-Born, we will call the little thing Yo Fei.”
*
We Chinese feel very strongly on the subject of names, and look upon them as something to be literally lived
up to; we often change them during our lives as new avenues open to us, so it seemed quite natural to me that,
when my condition changed greatly, my name should change too.
Not that I entirely approved of all these changes. At first some things in my new life were most irksome. The
jinrickshaw coolies, for instance, annoyed me to a turn; they were forever “keeping an eye on me,” and I found it
difficult to escape their attentions, except at night. Naturally I longed to visit my old haunts, but after I had given
our coolies the slip, several evenings running, they insisted that I have a harness with bells.
The bells were brass and very pretty. The character for King was moulded on them, thus suggesting the tiger,
King of beasts, and a protection against evil influences. My brindle coat added to this illusion; and as I jingled
through the villages, children called after me, “there goes the little tiger.” I realized that the bells added to my
appearance, so rather liked them in the end, and they were certainly a great comfort to the jinrickshaw coolies.
A coolie is, speaking literally, a person who earns his living by the exertion of k’u (bitter) li (strength). A
jinrickshaw, as all the world knows, is a funny little carriage on two wheels drawn by a man who runs between the
shafts. What all the world does not know, however, is that these little carriages are not a Chinese convey ance at
all, but were brought to my country from Japan where they were invented by an American missionary.
The word jinrickshaw is a corruption of the Chinese name for this vehicle, jên li ch’ê, “man’s strength
carriage.”
In cities the life of a rickshaw coolie is very dreadful, and the people whom he draws in his carriage are often
thoughtless and cruel; urging him on, swearing at him, prodding him, and sometimes striking him. Even if his
passenger be kind, the conditions under which he works are dreadful. In Winter, between fares, he must sit, all
perspiring though he be, in an icy wind or driving rain, with only the scant protection afforded by his blue cotton
coat; in Summer he must strain every muscle to run in the devastating heat.
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Some kind-hearted people will not hire rickshaws—and then the coolie starves.
Modern Chinese poets feel industrial conditions deeply, and that brilliant young reformer Hu Shih writes
vividly about them. Some person, unknown to me, has translated a little poem of his called The Rickshaw Man:
“Rickshaw! Rickshaw!”
Clattering it comes.
Eye I the rickshawman—
my heart of a sudden numbs.
Ask I the rickshawman:
“Tell me, how old are you?
How long been pulling a shaw?”
Rickshawman answers:
“Fifteen this year;
three years pulling away at this job—
I’m telling the truth, the whole.”
I to the rickshaw man:
“Far too young are you.
Use your shaw? not I!
If I used your shaw,
there’d be an aching in my soul.”
Rickshawman to me:
“Half a day I’ve pulled no fare;
I’ve eaten not one roll—
Your noble aches of heart
bring me no rice-filled bowl!
Young though I still may be,
the cops don’t give a hang—
why trouble your lordly soul?”
Enough! I mount the shaw:
“To the city—pull, you rascal, pull.”

In Wei-Hai-Wei conditions were very different. As the roads were hilly, Missuss had two coolies, who were in
her sole employ. One ambled in a dignified manner between the shafts and the other, a loose-limbed giant, pushed
the little carriage from behind.
Towards dusk every day we always went out, and we often took the shore road. Arrived at the beach the
coolies would put down the rickshaw shafts and we all watched the fishing boats, painted to resemble monsters of
the deep, as they made for home before the sunset breeze.
Tall coolie was loquacious and conversed fluently as he pushed. Before I came to Missuss she had hunted in
the hillside villages for a “short-mouthed laughing dog,” and the coolies had pushed her from one hamlet to the
next, between the fields of sweet potatoes, ground nuts, and millet; both tall millet, of which I have already
spoken, and short millet with curled ears like green caterpillars. Tall coolie was anxious that Missuss should have
a puppy; “otherwise,” he said, “the ha pa will not understand your words.”
Now this was very sensible on his part. Humans seldom stop to consider that animals who are accustomed to
hearing one language, do not necessarily understand another. Missuss has a book about circuses, called Under the
Big Top, and in it is an extraordinary story of an elephant. The American circus manager Harry Tammen wrote to
Carl Hagenbeck for an elephant.
The answer to the order was an almost tearful letter from Hagenbeck. Because of his friendship for Tammen, he was
giving up his greatest prize, Old Mamma, his pet elephant!
She was more than just a mere trained beast, he wrote. The children played with her, and she was all but a nursemaid
to them. It was as though Carl Hagenbeck were parting with some dearly beloved relative or a faithful servant, instead
of a circus animal …
Then Mamma arrived! The first report came with the sight of a sweating, cussing animal man who plodded wearily
to the circus lot. … He sought the owner.
“Of all the rotten, no-good bulls I ever seen in my life,” he growled, “that new Hagenbeck elephant’s the worst! She
won’t do nothing. Come on down and look for yourself.”
Harry Tammen went, and Harry Tammen looked. He retired to his circus car that night disappointed and disgusted.
The wonderful elephant trumpeted and squealed and stared blankly at the shouting animal men—but obeyed not a
single command. Such was Mamma’s arrival on the circus, and such was the daily programme. Then Hagenbeck came
to America and Tammen met him in St. Louis.
“A fine elephant you sold me!” he blurted. “It hasn’t got a brain in its head!”
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Hagenbeck almost wept.
“Ach Gott, Harry!” came excitedly. “Dot Old Mamma elephant—she iss human! All day long she played with the
children, unt ven they gif her a piece of cinnamon cake—ach Gott, she’d get on her knees to thank them. I come along
to her unt I say: ‘Wie gehts, Mamma,’ and—“
“Wait a minute!” A great light was beginning to break in on Harry Tammen. “What would you say?”
“Wie gehts! or, Vas ist lohse? Or—”
“That’s enough!” came from the circus owner. “You win! We’ve been trying to talk English to something that
doesn’t understand any language but German.”
The next day Tammen approached the Hagenbeck importation.
“Wie gehts, Mamma!” he exclaimed. “Vas ist lohse?”
You’ve seen a dog welcome his master after a long absence. … Magnify that dog into a poor, lost, three-ton elephant
in a strange land—then suddenly finding a familiar tone of speech—and you have Old Mamma when she caught that
sentence in German. … She had been captured by German-speaking members of a Hagenbeck expedition, trained by a
German, and received her every command in German, and it was not until patient animal men, giving first the
command in German and then repeating it in English, had “taught” her the language of her new home that she became
of value. … Today it is Mamma who leads the elephant herd of the big circus, … who is first to catch the trainer’s
command in the ring.

I wish that every human would read that story! As for myself I understand Chinese and English, of course, and
a few words of French such as mon petit chou, and other pleasant terms which Missuss uses.
I suddenly realize that I have not yet described my own appearance. The k’an kuan, (officer who scans carefully) a term we Chinese use when an Englishman would say “gentle reader,” must wonder what manner of dog I
am. The pictures my Aunt Douglass has made will help him to visualize me, but I will also quote part of a letter
which I once wrote to a gentleman Missuss met when she was travelling on the Great River. Later my Aunt
Douglass met the same gentleman, and found that he had been much interested in me. I therefore wrote him as
follows:\fn{I have not indented this “letter” as it is simply a literary device, created by the author:H }
*
Dear Mr. Consul X
I was very much touched with the message you sent me by my Aunt Douglass. I like appreciation and never
forget my friends, so when she came and told me that you wanted my picture, I was glad that Missuss had taken a
new roll of photographs, some of which are quite good. I enclose them herewith.
Of course I cannot feel—and I am sure you would agree with me, were you in a posi tion to judge—that they
do me justice. Nor is it for me to tell you about my lovely brindle coat which shines with such a sheen that
Missuss calls me her “gold silk ha pa”; of my silver paws—you know, I suppose, that the Chinese consider a
yellow dog with white legs a “dog of luck”; of my enormous brown eyes, that sometimes gleam with a green or
red light; my sable ears; my coal-black muzzle; my immaculate white waistcoat; my deep frog mouth; my little
white teeth; or my astounding intelligence; Aunt Douglass will do all this.
There is, however, one point which she may miss; a point of which I am duly proud—my tail. It is a perfect
ch’ih wei which means “owl tail”; that is the name of the lovely creature which holds the roof spine of houses in
its mouth, and throws its tail into a perfect circle above its head.
Do you know about this beast? It is a huge fish. When its tail comes out of the water, waves rise, and floods of
rain descend, so it is naturally a great protection against fire, and that is the reason it is used, as it is, on housetops.
Now my tail makes a perfect circle, and more, and the tip for an inch or two is silver white. You can imagine
how lovely this looks with my orange coat!!
I wish we might meet. Missuss told me what pleasure it had given her to travel with you, and from what she
said I feel sure that you would enjoy taking me for walks. When I see a dog, no matter the size, I put my head
down, and raise the hair on my back, then advance on him going faster and faster every second. He generally runs
and I have a glorious chase, but if he doesn’t I hurl myself at him and bite him in the seat of the pants and that of
course annoys him a good deal.
The other morning, however, I had rather a bad time. I did this to a lady dog (forgive the mark, it is a
misnomer), and if you will believe me she turned on me, seized me by the neck, and hurled me into the air. I came
down plop—it was awfully painful; I didn’t enjoy the rest of my walk especially, as, in addition, I was nearly
drowned.
Do you know that dreadful weed which makes a pond look like a lawn? Well, I jumped onto what I thought—
any dog would have done the same—was a lawn, and, God bless me, it was a pond! Naturally I can swim, and
like to, but what the reason was I do not know, my hindquarters would not come up, and Missuss says, that when
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she turned, she was horrified to see me pawing the air with a look of desperation in my wonderful eyes; she
realized that I was rapidly sinking! The water was up to my nose. Imagine how she felt!!
She hurled herself on her face, and caught me by the hair of my head—very painful, but I didn’t realize it at
the time—and hauled me out of the water onto dry land. It was a relief!!
You see my life is varied but on the whole is pleasant. My humans are very well trained, both those above, and
those below stairs,\fn{A period reference to Masters and Servants, respectively; since the virtual disappearance of house-servants as a
class, together with the world they served, the expression has passed into the archaic and dropped out of everyday usage—not, of course,
when the author was born:H} and Missuss knows that to have a perfectly obedient dog she must never ask him to do

anything he does not want to; I am thankful to say she lives up to this principle.
My Uncle Peter, her Lord and Master,\fn{ So capitalized in the text: another expression largely swept away by the advent of a
more progressive age:H} is very fond of me and gives me all sorts of titbits; besides, he often takes me walking, and
when I ask to go out in the motor car says,
“Oh, let the little devil come.”
So I go, and wear my green silk harness from the Burlington Arcade. The rest of the household is even more
under my paw. You will see my greatest friend Amah, photographed with me. She de-fleas me, brushes, combs,
and washes me. The last process is hateful, but one is comfortable afterwards, don’t you think so?
Missuss sends her very kindest regards and hopes she will see you again some day. Believe me I am quite
sincere when I say I should like to meet you—though at first sight I should probably try to eat you. That would
pass off.
Yours truly
Yo Fei
*
Missuss received a lovely present while we were in Wei-Hai-Wei. It was a tea-set made of the local black
pottery decorated with cut pewter. Mr. Cultivator-of-Bamboos composed the design for the pewter, and the design
was naturally symbolical.
The character ai, Missuss’ surname which means “love,” was shown in four of the ancient seal character
forms. It is an ideograph especially suitable for a tea-service.
Bamboo leaves in groups of three formed the border decoration and were symbolical of all sorts of things. To
start with the bamboo has seven virtues of its very own: it is clean and unspotted in itself; a sheath covers the stem
as it pierces the dark earth so the bamboo has protection from “the world”; being hollow it is symbolical of an
“empty”—that is, a pure heart; it is strong and unyielding; the stem being divided into segments is “orderly”; the
stalk is pure green without blemish; and is, lastly, eternal or “long-enduring.”
When the leaves are shown in groups of three the plot thickens and eight further meanings are added to the
picture.
Firstly, it suggests the three things feared by the Perfect Man, which are Heaven’s Orders, the Great Man, and
the words of the Enlightened.
Secondly, Happiness, Longevity, and Posterity, the three desires of mankind are alluded to.
Thirdly, a woman reads in the grouping an allusion to the three persons she is supposed to “follow”— her
father, her husband, and her son.
Fourthly, the little leaves are a symbol of the Three Powers, Heaven, Earth, and Man; and fifthly, of the three
Enlightened Ones, Fu Hsi, Wén Wang, and Confucius.
Sixthly, they suggest the three qualities in which a man should examine himself daily—loyalty towards all
men, fidelity towards his friends, and attention to the words of his instructor.
Seventhly, they bring to mind the three sins which should be forgiven; those committed from ignorance, those
which are past, and those committed from forgetfulness.
Eighthly and lastly, they are a reminder of the three advantages of friendship; complete openness, complete
sincerity with one’s friend, and the great advantage of being able to “listen to his words.”
Tea-drinking with my country-people is a very important matter, and the day Missuss received her tea-service I
heard Mr. Cultivator-of-Bamboos tell her the story of a wealthy man named Hu who had made a perfect cult of
tea-drinking. He was evidently very fussy and meticulous, so the rain-water for his tea, which was carefully
collected and saved, was stored in sealed earthen-ware jars, and each bore a tag on which the date of the sealing
was written.
One hot morning in early September, a wood-cutter came down from the hills, and, while he was waiting in the
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courtyard for the Master of the House, quenched his thirst with amber tea from the rose-red porcelain cup,
standing upon a polished flowery-wood table. Presently Hu bustled out and exploded with annoyance when he
found his empty cup.
“Who has taken the tea made with my water?” he exclaimed.
The wood-cutter rose and admitted with quiet dignity that he was the culprit; he explained that he had not
realized that the tea was for some special person, nor had he thought that a drink to a tired and thirsty man would
be begrudged. He apologized, however, for his temerity, and then added,
“But the tea was very poor.”
“Very poor!!!!!”—further explosion and exclamation from Hu—”How do you mean poor?”
“The flavor was poor—the water cannot be good.”
“Water not good!!!!! Why, I store and preserve it with the greatest care!!!!—not good!!!”—the old gentleman
seemed likely to explode in literal fact. The wood-cutter remained calm, and when the torrent of enquiries had subsided
said,
“If the East-Household Master will stop his chariot at my lowly hut of red grass, among the mountain peaks, and
honour me with a visit, I will offer him tea, in an unworthy cup it is true, but made of water which does justice to the
flavour of the leaves.” Hu hesitated for a moment, and then, with the curt remark, “On the bright morrow I come,”
turned and entered the house.
The period of White Dews had arrived, and day dawned the next morning on a wide wet world. Hu rose and started
for the hills in his comfortable sedan chair. Before long, however, the distress of his chair-bearers obliged him to
abandon such a luxurious method of progression, and take to his own feet. As he toiled up and up, lines from the poem
of Li T'ai-po, that great lover of the hills, sprang to his lips:
How the road coils and coils
through the Green Mud Pass!
With nine turns to a hundred steps,
it winds round the ledges of the mountain crests.

Surely the poet must have visited this very spot. Another turn! Another ascending vista! Hu groaned aloud, and
quoted further,
Alas! How endless a road for man to undertake!
How came he to attempt it!

Only the irritating thought of that calm, composed wood-cutter, one of the uninstructed people who had presumed to
boast of his own tea, goaded the stout old gentleman to further efforts, and eventually he did arrive at the red-grass hut
among the jagged peaks, where he found the wood-cutter waiting.
Fussy and meticulous as he was in daily life, Hu yet possessed the true Chinese love of peace and soli tude, and,
while his host prepared tea, sat speechless before the wide view of hills and water which stretched at his feet. The place
reminded him of the scene described in vital ideographs on a “written picture” he possessed, and as the wood-cutter set
a tea-bowl before him on the rough wooden table, he murmured:
The faint snuff colour of trees
Closes the horizon.
All about me
Sharp peaks jag upward;
But through my window,
And beyond,
Is the smooth, broad brightness
Of the setting sun.

His mind thus attuned, Hu lifted the bowl and put the fragrant liquid to his lips. He drank it all in silence, and after a
pause said humbly in an awed tone,
“It is good—good to the extremities of Heaven and Earth! Dare I ask the name? Is it Black Dragon, or White
Down”? No, the flavor is more like that of Bird’s Tongue or Before the Rains.” The wood-cutter smiled and then said,
“My lord is mistaken in thinking that the variety of tea is all-important. Of course the leaves must be properly
treated, but what gives the flavor is the water used. My lord can never have tea like this because he cannot obtain such
water.
“Does he see that dip in the mountainside? Beyond that ridge there lies a lake fed by an everlasting spring; in the
lake ten thousand lotus plants spread their wide leaves and bring forth their blossoms, white and rose-red. I rise in the
light of the still-concealed sun, and make my way by a bird’s path to the shore of that lake, and, wading in the shallow
water, drain from the heart of each leaf, one by one, the crystal dewdrops collected there.
“With these dewdrops I infuse my tea.”
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Such was the tale as it fell from the lips of Mr. Cultivator-of-Bamboos, one bright Summer day on the shore of
the Yellow Sea, and so Missuss repeated it in the Summer of the next year to the Lady-of-Fine-Perception in New
England. They stood in the willow walk by the brink of her lotus pool which lies, not among jagged peaks, but in
her Enchanted Garden on the shore of the broad Atlantic.
That was in nineteen hundred and twenty-one. Last year Missuss visited the Lady-of-Fine-Perception again,
and as Biggs, the butler, set the tea-table before them on the wide verandah, the Lady said,
“Do you remember the story you told me about the dewdrops in the lotus leaves? Well, a curious thing
happened this Summer. When I returned from abroad the tea was undrinkable. Biggs declared that it was caravan
tea such as we had always had, but day after day I sent it away untasted. I knew that the water-works in the town
were being enlarged, and that the water drawn temporarily from a new source was very hard, but did not think of
this in connection with the bad tea.
“However, one day, to my surprise and delight, the tea was perfectly delicious. I called Biggs and
congratulated him on having made it properly at last. He smiled and said quietly,
“‘Madam told Gardener a story which Mrs. Ayscough had told her, about water collected from lotus leaves.
The lake supply we are getting now is useless for tea; this is made with dewdrop water from the lotus leaves.’”
*
Autumn came again and I was a full year old. It was during the period of Cold Dew that we took a ship to go
South. When we went on board, I wore my harness, and although the bells were beautifully polished, I think that
my gold coat shone even more brightly than they did.
A very large man, wearing dark blue clothes and buttons as bright as my bells, approached us as we stood on
deck. He touched his cap to Missuss and said,
“Ah! I see you have a canary.”
“Yes,” answered Missuss, “and canaries of course travel in one’s cabin?”
“Why, certainly,” he replied and passed on. These cryptic remarks seemed to give Missuss much satisfaction,
and she said,
“Let’s hurry below, Yo Fei, before he changes his mind.”
I was quite comfortable in the cabin, as Missuss had brought my basket, but she went to bed in a sort of box
fastened to the wall! It is my habit when surprised or puzzled to ask questions by sitting up on end, and when I
saw Missuss tucked up in that strange contraption I promptly hopped out of my basket and sat an astonished sit.
203.63 Autobiographical excerpts from The Revolution Of 1911: A Great Democratic Revolution Of
China\fn{by Kuo Sung-t’ao (1878-1966)} Yunghsten, Szechwan Province, China (M) 14
1
… After the failure of the Reform Movement in 1898 my interest in the “new learning” did not diminish; on
the contrary it grew steadily. Besides continuing to read new periodicals I began to read books such as T. H.
Huxley’s Evolution and Ethics. The theories of “natural selection” and “survival of the fittest” expounded in this
book stimulated the thought of many intellectuals. At that time they seemed to sound a warning to us to guard
against the danger of national destruction and to struggle for survival. Evolution and Ethics explains social
phenomena by the theory of evolution as found in nature.
That is, of course, wrong. Huxley’s theory was later developed and used by the imperialists as a basis for their
aggressive actions against the smaller and weaker nations. During the early years of the 20 th century, however,
Evolution and Ethics did play a positive role in China. Students of history must not ignore the fact that the same
thought may have different effects under different historical conditions.
From 1900 to 1901 I was a tutor to the children of a big landlord living in the county town. In 1902 I went to
Weiyuan to continue my studies. By this time the periodicals New People’s Journal and New Novels had appeared
and I was very fond of reading them.
It was the custom for students to attend the competitive examinations. Although I was no longer interested in
these examinations, nevertheless, I had to take them. Fortunately the method of examination had changed. In 1901
the stereotyped “eight-legged” essay had been abolished and the expository style was adopted instead. I made full
use of my knowledge of the “new learning” in writing essays for the examinations.
It was necessary to take three examinations to obtain the degree of licentiate—the county and prefectural
examinations and the one given by the commissioner of studies. There were five tests each in the county
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examination and in the prefectural examination which lasted for about two weeks, and it was quite an ordeal for
the students.
In 1902 I took the examinations for the licentiate degree. I did admirably in the county and prefectural
examinations. In one of the tests in the prefectural examination I was first on the list and the official who read my
essay wrote a lengthy laudatory comment on it. I was then about to take the examination given by the
commissioner of studies. As I had been second in the last test at the prefectural examination, my paper was to be
read by the commissioner of studies.
But the essay I wrote during the commissioner’s examination was too long and as I did not finish writing it on
time, I failed. I did not feel badly about my failure though my relatives and friends were sorry for me. I now look
upon it as my good fortune to have failed in that examination because it launched me on to the path of revolution.
I had a good friend whose name was Chou Hsien-teng. He was very interested in the “new learning” and was
one of the progressives of the time. He had been a licentiate, and after passing the provincial examination in 1903,
he received a provincial graduate degree. Then he attended China’s last metropolitan examination held in Kaifeng.
Although he did not pass this examination, he was sent together with many provincial graduates and palace
graduates to study in Japan. It was precisely because he was successful in his literary career and blindly followed
the reformist doctrine of Kang Yu-wei and Liang Chi-chao that gradually he became reactionary and opposed the
revolution.
*
Failure in the examination made me all the more eager to seek new knowledge. In December 1902 I went to
Luchow and enrolled in the Chingwei School there. The Chingwei was supposed to be a school of the “new
learning” but in reality it was a school of the “old learning”. It even used the feudal classic Book of Ritual for a
course of study and made quite a fuss about the teaching of feudal etiquette. It also gave a course in English but
this was only intended as an ornament.
The slow method of study was exasperating, only six letters of the alphabet being taught in a week. Unable to
stand this, I stayed at the school for two weeks, and left for home in a temper. After that I no longer thought of
attending any “modern school” in Szechuan again.
Towards the end of 1902, when I was feeling very depressed about my future, my elder brother returned from
Chengtu. He and Huang Chih, one of his schoolmates in the Tsunching Academy, had already made the necessary
arrangements to go to Japan to study. Hearing that there was an opportunity to study abroad, I was extremely
excited. At that time I had been married for six years and had a four-year-old daughter and a two-year-old son. My
wife and children were dear to me and I hated to part with them, but with thoughts of saving the motherland and
of working for my own future I did not hesitate to carry out my plan.
My eldest brother did everything possible to find money for our expenses, even selling some of our farmland.
Finally he managed to get together about 200 taels of silver. This was not enough for our expenses but we were
not discouraged. It was decided that I should first go to Shanghai with my elder brother and wait there for a
chance to go to Japan.
*
On February 9, 1903, while people were happily celebrating the Spring Festival with drums and gongs, a group
of nine of us quietly left our home county and set out, by boat, with a noble aim and strong determination like
Hsuan Tsang of old, who undertook the long journey away from home in quest of sacred scriptures. Passing
Chungking we arrived at Hsinglungtan where a landslide had just occurred and sailing was very dangerous, but
we were undaunted. Full of inspiration and courage we were not afraid of any danger. Sailing on smoothly we
arrived at Ichang in eastern Hupeh Province. Passing through the Three Gorges of the Yangtse we were enchanted
by the beauty of our motherland and became quite poetic. Using “Thoughts on My Way to Japan” as a title we
began to compose poems in order to express our feelings. I remember that my poem contained these two lines:
Say not that all are backward in the East;
Standing up in Asia are the people of the yellow race.

At that time I did not know how to look at things from the viewpoint of class analysis. Moreover, under the
influence of Kang Yu-wei and Liang Chi-chao, I still believed that China should follow Japan’s example and
imitate Emperor Mutsuhito’s reforms. I had, however, little respect for the Western imperialist countries and felt
highly confident about the future of China.
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In Shanghai I learned that not much money was needed to study in Japan. I changed my original plan and
decided to go to Japan right away with my brother.
We stayed about a fortnight in Shanghai before sailing. During that short stay I had some extremely valuable
experiences. Previously I knew only the reformist doctrine of Kang Yu-wei and Liang Chi-chao, but in Shanghai I
began to hear more about the theory of bourgeois revolution as advocated by Dr. Sun Yat-sen, Chang Tai-yen and
others. Although I only understood a little of it, that was enough to show me that it was a much more cogent
theory and my faith in Kang Yu-wei and Liang Chi-chao was severely shaken.
On my way from Shanghai to Japan I made the acquaintance of a woman named Lin Tsung-su. Coming from
the hinterland of Szechuan I was surprised to see a woman going abroad for her education. Listening to her
conversation, which was mostly about the theory of revolution, I regarded her with great respect. Quite
inadvertently, I began to feel the pulse of the times and the tide of revolution began to break down my reformist
ideas.
We arrived in Tokyo in March 1903. By that time the tide of revolution was on the flow again in China and the
Chinese students in Japan, co-ordinating their efforts with those of all the people in China, were engaged in a
struggle against tsarist Russia’s occupation of China’s northeastern territory. This was the famousl Resist-Russia
Movement which I joined immediately after my arrival in Tokyo. My life had entered a new phase. … [pp. 52-57]
2
… When we arrived in Japan there were not many Chinese students there, the total number being only about a
thousand. The number of Szechuan students was much smaller. Only about thirty were present at the welcome
party given us by the Szechuan students. We all felt it necessary to ask the people of our home province to send
more students to study abroad and we decided to write an essay entitled “On the Advantage of Sending Students
to Study Abroad”. We sent a petition to the provincial authorities of Szechuan asking them to send one or two
government-supported students from each county to study in the short-term normal schools of Japan so that they
would be able to establish modern schools when they returned. We also proposed that the county governments
subsidize the self-supporting students. These two documents played a great role in helping the Szechuan people to
realize the importance of sending students to study in Japan.
Thus, beginning from 1904, the number of Szechuan students studying in Japan rapidly increased and once
reached the record number of three thousand. Our plan to promote the sending of students to study abroad was
adopted in many other provinces, especially after 1904 when the competitive examination system had been
abolished and, following the opening of modern schools, teachers were urgently needed in all parts of China.
Consequently, students were sent to study in the Japanese short-term normal schools from counties in various
provinces. The number of Chinese students in Japan increased so rapidly that by 1905 it exceeded 10,000.
*
On our arrival in Japan my brother and I had to decide which school we should enter. This was an important
question. My elder brother decided on the Kobun Normal School. I wanted to study for a longer time and planned
to begin in secondary school and then go to college to study science and engineering. At that time there were two
Szechuan students studying these subjects in the Seijo School. They said to me, “If you want to study science and
engineering you must have a good foundation,” and advised me not to enter a private school because many were
badly run and it would be a waste of time to study in them. They said that I would be very lucky if I got into the
Seijo.
Previously the Seijo had been a preparatory school for the Military Academy and admitted only a small
number of students who wished to study the arts. But now as a juvenile military school had been established in the
preparatory school for the academy, the Seijo was to become a five-year secondary school and would not enrol
Chinese students. Considering the Seijo was strict in discipline and had good teachers the two Szechuan students
thought it a great pity that Chinese students could not enrol.
I thought so too. Consequently I asked them to have a talk with the principal of the school and request him, to
continue the two-and-half-year short-term class in arts for the benefit of the Chinese students. The principal
agreed but said that there must be at least twenty students before the class could be opened. I tried my utmost to
find twenty students for the class, several times being on the verge of success but at the last moment I failed.
Failure, however, did not discourage me.
Finally I succeeded in getting twenty and even more students for the class. The Seijo was really a very good
school, and the teachers were very strict with the students. All the students boarded at the school and were not
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allowed to go out except on Sundays and on Wednesday and Saturday afternoons. The teachers were competent. I
remember that there was a teacher of mathematics, a research student in a teacher’s college, who taught very well.
He made me realize that although old teachers with rich experience command respect, young teachers with zeal
and knowledge are invaluable in a school.
Under his tutorship my mathematics greatly improved and the solutiqns to problems worked out by myself
were almost as correct as those demonstrated in the lectures. Thanks to the strict training provided by the school,
the courses which usually took five years were completed in two and half years, and with good results. The
admirable teaching method in the Seijo left a deep impression on me and I am sure it conformed with correct
educational principles. As an old Chinese saying goes,
“If the teacher is not strict it means that he is lazy.”
From time immemorial the Chinese people have believed that only strict teachers can produce good pupils. It
behoves modern educationalists to think over this. When this first short-term class at the Seijo proved to be
successful students began to stream in. After that several hundred Chinese students attended the Seijo every year
and thousands graduated from the school.
*
The Japanese government established the Shinbu School which only admitted Chinese students preparing for
the Military Academy. Only government-supported Chinese students were admitted to the Shinbu School and the
Military Academy. The opposition parties in Japan established the private Tohin School for self-supporting
Chinese students who intended to study military science. There was also the Hosei University in Tokyo which was
attended by a large number of Chinese students. Practically all the provincial graduates who took the last
competitive examination held in Kaifeng in 1904, no matter whether they were successful or not, went to Japan
and entered this university. Thus the students were largely youths from high officials’ families.
While studying in the Seijo, although school work was heavy, I did not stop carrying out revolutionary
activities. I was the monitor of the first class in the Seijo School and a staff member of the Overseas Chinese Club
for Students, responsible for liaison and entertainment. I was busy with a great many social activities both within
and without the school.
Most of the money which my brother and I had brought from home was used up by the beginmng of 1904,
when my brother returned to China, and I was left in extremely straitened circumstances. I was frequently in
arrears in the payment of my tuition fee and when my schoolmates learned of my plight they wanted to petition
the government of my county for a subsidy on my behalf.
I had gone to Japan at a comparatively early period. I was the monitor of the first class in the Seijo School and
my school work was good. My family was really poor. In such circumstances the county subsidy would have been
granted in answer to a petition by my schoolmates. But from early childhood I had been brought up to follow the
ancient moral principle,
“Don’t accept money which you should not accept and don’t shun difficult tasks which you should not shun.”
I resolutely refused to accept my schoolmates’ good offices and suggested that another student, needier than I,
have the subsidy. In order to ensure that we should have a student of military science in our county I suggested
that we petition the county government to subsidize Lo Hou-chang. All agreed to do so and the subsidy was
granted.
After that my schoolmates knew me better and the relation petween us became much closer. When they saw
that I was respected by my schoolmates the school authorities also treated me very kindly, never pressed me for
my tuition fee and gave me the usual monthly allowance of pocket money.
On my part, I did my best not to postpone the payment of my tuition fee too long. Every time a remittance
came from home the first thing I did was to pay the arrears. With the help of my schoolmates and the kindness
shown to me by the school authorities I was actually able to finish my studies without interruption. From this we
can see that if you care for others they will care for you and if you try to harm others you will end by harming
yourself. No one will come to a good end by acting contrary to the interest of the masses.
*
Although the school authorities were very kind to me I never stopped participating in any struggle which I felt
should be waged. I remember that on New Year’s Day, 1904, when the flags of various countries were hung up in
the school the Chinese flag was conspicuous by its absence. The Chinese students were very indignant and I led
them in a determined protest. We told the school authorities that unless they hung up the Chinese flag and
apologized we would not attend class and would go on a hunger-strike.
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“We have been so good to you,” the school authorities said to me, “why do you lead the students to oppose the
school?”
“I feel very grateful to the school for its kindness to me,” I answered, “but if a matter concerns the honour of
my country I must fight with all my might!”
Under the impact of the Chinese students’ united action the school authorities finally gave in. It has always
been the policy of the Japanese imperialists to wheedle and win over the Chinese students by hook or by crook.
Among the Chinese students in Japan there were some who were willing to sacrifice principle for profit and who
allowed themselves to come under the influence of the Japanese. Some of them later betrayed their country.
It can be seen that the test of a person’s courage in upholding national honour is whether he can place the
interest of his country and people above that of his own. I have always regarded the interest of the nation as
sacred and above all else. This was the reason why, as soon as I was confronted with a case in which China was
insulted by the Japanese imperialists, I at once disregarded the good will I had had for them previously and turned
against them.
After this incident and the 1905 struggle against the Japanese regulation to exercise supervision over Chinese
and Korean students studying in Japan, my hatred of Japanese imperialism increased in direct proportion to its
intensification of aggression against China. The struggle against Japanese imperialism and for the existence of the
Chinese nation occupies a prominent place in the later years of my life. … [pp. 62-67]
3
… After the founding of the Revolutionary League, seeing that the centre of revolutionary activities was in
Japan, the Ching government requested the Japanese imperialist government to suppress the activities of the
Chinese students studying there. In November 1905 the Japanese government published the “Regulations for the
Supervision of Chinese and Korean Students Studying in Japan”. This aroused the indignation of the Chinese
students who at once protested strongly against these “supervisory regulations”.
In their aggression against China the Japanese imperialists were double-faced and even multi-faced, for on the
one hand they supported the reactionary Ching government while on the other they supported the revolutionary
movement. In supporting reaction they would foster two or more members of the ruling circle as their agents. In
supporting the revolutionaries they would bolster up several groups at the same time. In this way, they thought, at
whatever time and whoever was in power, through its agents, Japan could exert its aggressive influence.
Before and during the Russo-Japanese War of 1904 Japan tried its best to win over the Chinese students
studying in that country, and the Chinese students did feel sympathetic towards Japan at that time. After the end of
the war, however, Japan turned against the Chinese students and, working hand in glove with the reactionary
Ching government, began to suppress the students’ revolutionary activities. This provoked the resistance of the
students.
By this time Korea had already become a de facto colony of Japan and to mention China together with Korea
in the “regulations”, as if they were on the same footing, was extremely humiliating to China. In addition, this
also exposed Japan’s vicious and ambitious scheme for aggression against China. The Chinese students, therefore,
were exceedingly indignant.
A certain member of the Japanese Diet made a most absurd and impertinent statement, suggesting that the
Japanese empire should include three regions contained within three circles with Tokyo as the centre. The first
circle should include Korea, the second, northeastern China and the third, all the rest of China.
This audacious statement infuriated the Chinese students. It was provocation by all these events that caused
Chinese students to launch the struggle against the “supervisory regulations".
The publication of the “supervisory regulations” made the Chinese students so angry that they decided not to
continue their studies in Japan under humiliation and to return to China at once. This decision, made during a
flush of anger and excitement, was difficult to implement. Having made the decision, the students realized that
they would be a laughing-stock to the Japanese imperialists if they did not carry it out.
Aware of this and indignant at the irresponsible leadership of the Association of Chinese Students Studying in
Japan, Chen Tien-hua, a Chinese patriot, committed suicide by throwing himself into the sea. He hoped by this
means to inspire the students to persist in their struggle. Chen Tien-hua was a pioneer in China’s bourgeois
democratic revolution and an outstanding revolutionary propagandist. The pamphlets he wrote in the vernacular,
such as Wake Up!, Alarm Bell, and the Lion’s Roar, were very widely circulated and played a great agitational role
among the people. In his last words he earnestly urged the Chinese students studying in Japan to persist in their

1108

struggle. In his letter to the executive secretaries of the Association of Chinese Students Studying in Japan he
wrote:
“I’ve heard that some of you have resigned. I don’t know why. The situation has become critical. You do not
try to do your best, but resign. Does this not aggravate the humiliation of the Chinese students studying in Japan?”
This letter moved many people, but it had no effect on the obdurate top leaders of the association, who were
afraid to commit themselves. I was then one of the executive secretaries of the association and I did whatever I
could to keep things going.
At one of the meetings of the association a speech was made by Hu Ying which was greatly appreciated by the
members. Having learned that. he was connected with the People’s Journal, organ of the Revolutionary League,
they elected him to be the leader of the organization fighting against the “supervisory regulations”. At that time
the Revolutionary League worked underground but the People’s Journal was published openly. Working with the
People’s Journal therefore implied membership in the league. The fact that the students gave their hearty support
to Hu Ying showed the great prestige the Revolutionary League enjoyed among the masses.
Although the organization to fight against the “supervisory regulations” had gone into action, it was extremely
difficult to lead some 10,000 students, scattered about in a large number of schools, in a strike and to organize
their return to China in batches. There were big problems to be faced, such as where were the travel expenses to
come from, and what were the students going to do after their return home. These problems had to be solved.
In spite of various difficulties many students did return to China one after another. Chiu Chin, the famous
woman revolutionary, returned. The students who returned from Japan were subjected to the dual tactics of
persecution and enticement by the Ching government. It carried out arrests amongst the revolutionaries and at the
same time sought to win over returned students by allowing them to take special examinations for official
advancement. Many students actually fell into the trap, took the examination, accepted official positions and
became docile servants of the reactionary Ching government.
*
When the students were returning to China en masse there suddenly appeared in Tokyo an “association for the
maintenance of order” among the Chinese students. A statement was made by the association to the effect that
those who did not want to return to China could continue their stay in Japan while those who wanted to return
might do so if they wished.
The association was organized by Chinese students studying in Hosei University and among those who signed
the statement was Wang Ching-wei. When the students read the statement they were surprised and did not know
how it had come about.
This was how it happened. Dr. Sun Yat-sen sent a telegram to the Chinese students in Japan saying that he did
not approve of all the Chinese students’ returning to China. He was afraid that if the members of the
Revolutionary League returned en masse they might be mass arrested by the Ching government. In this Dr. Sun
was entirely right. He made us realize that the decision for all students to return to China, though made under the
spell of just anger, was far from being feasible and should be changed.
When Wang Ching-wei received the telegram he did not consult anyone else and, without discussing it with the
students, rashly organized an “association for the maintenance of order”. In doing this Wang Ching-wei was
entirely wrong. It is possible that Wang Ching-wei carried out Dr. Sun Yat-sen’s instructions in this way because
of cowardice. He was an impulsive but spineless man, irresolute, easy to change, and liable to blow hot and cold.
These bad characteristics of Wang Ching-wei were then already perceivable, but he had some “prestige”
among the students. Eloquent in speech, pleasant in features and capable of writing excellent agitational articles,
he deceived quite a .large number of people. Besides, he had Dr. Sun Yat-sen’s instructions on hand, and with this
authority it was easy for him to get a hearing when he asked for “maintenance of order”.
*
The Chinese students’ struggle against the “supervisory regulations” gained the just sympathy of international
public opinion. A great disturbance was created in political circles in Japan, the parties out of office used this as a
pretext for launching strong attacks against the party in power. In order to lessen the pressure of world public
opinion and to cope with the attacks launched by the opposition parties and thereby to consolidate its own
position, the party in power sent mem to negotiate with the Association of Chinese Students Studying in Japan.
The leading members of the association, however, had all left the headquarters and the few people who were
working in the office of the association did nothing but complain.
Under such conditions I felt that it was my duty to shoulder the responsibility. When I was a small boy my
grandmother used to tell me that “it is easy to spread a feast but difficult to tidy things up after the feast”. She also
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told me that in doing anything one must go through with it from start to finish. She said that “a man who gives up
a thing before it is finished will have no future”.
I have never allowed myself to forget these words. I always liked to do the work of tidying-up. Some people
predicted that I had a “hard fate”, but I am not depressed because I believe that it is only by fighting against a
“hard fate” that a person can win final victory in life.
In my home province people used to say that in eating the sugar-cane you should go from top to the root end,
for in that way the cane tastes sweeter and sweeter; if you go from the root to the top the cane tastes less and less
sweet.
I considered this saying as quite philosophical, for sweetness after bitterness is the happiest thing in life.
Because of this idea of mine I was not at all discouraged by the distressing condition of the association. On the
contrary I felt even more enthusiastic. I never failed to go to the office of the association once or twice a week to
encourage the people there to persist to the end in their work.
Owing to our continuous struggle the Japanese government finally granted ten or more of our demands. The
Association of Chinese Students Studying in Japan, of which the Japanese government had refused to give its
recognition, was at last recognized as legal.
Thus the vigorous struggle against the “supervisory regulations” ended and with a certain amount of success
too. … [pp. 77-82]
4
… When the controversy between the People’s Journal and the New People’s Journal was in full swing, nearly
all the Chinese students in Japan took part in it.\fn{ The basic question was: should the new government to be established after
the Manchu autocracy had been overthrown be one of a reform of the traditional system through remaking the institution of absolutist
monarchy one of a constitutional nature; or should the entire Chinese civilization be revolutionized root and branch, in an attempt to
destroy the evils perceived by many to be endemic to the traditional system of governance, once an for all—or, simply put, should there be
revolution of the society as a whole, or reform of the existing social structures. It must be pointed out, of course, that the “revolution” Wu
Yu-chang himself says that he was a proponent of, was in reality a type of reform; i.e., the substitution of a republican government for a
monarchial one was not the same thing as what the Communists proposed. But all this, of course, was before the Communists. They were
there, more or less quietly, building their strength in the wings, so to speak. But theirs was not the dominant force yet, and not even a
particularly recognized minority report. The reader will notice that even the word “Kuomintang” (National Party) has not yet appeared—it
is still called by its ancient name, “Revolutionary League”, so early in the history of the Chinese movement-for-change are we. The “secret
societies”, of peasant derivation and normally armed with tridents, spears, hand axes and swords, are still mentioned as locally powerful
forces for change. The central figure of modernism itself is Sun Yat-en: Mao’s name nowhere appears, lt alone the idea of Mao Tse-tung
Thought; and Dr. Sun’s most important opponent is not a Communist, but Yuan Shih-kai, a monarchist. The ancient division between North
and South China is still very much in operation. It is necessary to remember these things in the context of what Wu is writing about:H } I

remember one winter day in 1906, when a group of Szechuan students held a discussion in their dormitory. Most
of them were in favour of revolution. Chou Hsien-teng, originally a good friend of mine, alone stood for
constitutional monarchy. While he was talking vociferously someone threw a brazier at him. He was so frightened
that he ran away like a mouse before a cat. This incident, small though it was, reflected the political failure of the
reformers.
Kang Yu-wei, Liang Chi-chao and their party, however, did not take their failure lying down. When the Ching
government pretended to make preparations for a constitutional government they were beside themselves with
joy. They took active steps to organize a party to support the constitutional monarchy and prepared to go back to
China to be honoured as pioneers of constitutionalism in the Ching government.
Originally the dispute between the revolutionaries and constitutional monarchists, that is, the reformers, was in
the main a theoretical one. Now it had become mainly a struggle for action. In July 1907 the Cheng Wen Sheh
(Political Association), which was founded by Liang Chi-chao, held its inaugural meeting at the Kinki Hostel.
During the meeting members of the Revolutionary League assaulted Liang Chi-chao, while the Szechuan students
grabbed his underling Pai Chien (Szechuanese) and seriously wounded him.
This violent action of the league members was widely acclaimed and demonstrated the unpopularity of the
constitutional monarchists. After that incident the constitutional monarchists entirely lost the sympathy of the
people and could only recruit supporters from the upper stratum of the gentry. … [p. 87]
5
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… In 1906 I finished my studies in the Seijo School and entered the No. 6 High School in Okayama, which
was a government preparatory school for colleges. I studied in its department of technology. Having now been
entitled to government support, I had no problem of tuition fees.
I had been in the school for one year when I was charged with the task of running the Szechuan Magazine. It
took me at least half a day to travel by train from Okayama to Tokyo, so I had to stop studying if I wanted to work
for the magazine. On the pretext of poor health, I asked the school authorities to give me leave of absence for one
year. This was granted and enabled me to devote all my time to revolutionary work.
I rented a fairly big house for the Szechuan Magazine, which was later used both as a publishing house and as
a centre for revolutionary activities. Lui Tieh-yai and Teng Hsieh also joined in the work of the editorial board.
Towards the end of 1907, after a short period of preparation, the Szechuan Magazine appeared as a journal of a
highly revolutionary character. It met with a hearty reception from its readers and enjoyed a wide circulation,
every issue having to be reprinted shortly after distribution. The Szechuan Magazine was characterized by its
resolute opposition to imperialism and the reactionary Ching rule, and its firm revolutionary stand.
Unfortunately only three issues of the magazine were published, because the Japanese government confiscated
the fourth issue and forced the office of the Szechuan Magazine to close. … [p. 92]
6
… From 1906 to 1908, owing to the fact that all the armed uprisings launched by the Revolutionary League
had failed, certain people who were unsteady became disheartened. At that time the Revolutionary League in
Japan was loosely orgahized. Sun Yat-sen, Huang Hsing and other leaders did not visit Japan very often, and
without leadership the league was like a heap of sand. I decided to make frequent contacts with the league
members from various provinces and often held meetings with them. In this way real contact was maintained
among the responsible league members of the various provinces, which prevented the league from dissolution and
enabled it to persist in revolutionary struggle. Owing to the increasingly critical situation in China many
revolutionaries in secret societies including my eldest brother fled the country and went to Japan. One day I had a
talk with Chiao Ta-fenf and some other members of the league.
“The league recently,” I said, “has been busying itself with preparations for uprisings and has practically
forgotten the secret societies. Since many members of the secret societies from various provinces are now in
Japan why not merge the secret societies of the whole country.”
This suggestion was gladly accepted by all those league members who in the past had connections with the
secret societies, because they knew that the potential revolutionary strength of the lower social strata was very
great. My eldest brother, who had a high standing in the Society of Brothers in Szechuan, now on my
recommendation became a member of the Revolutionary League. He was very pleased with my idea of merge …
[pp. 93-94]
7
… After the Society for Mutual Progress was organized I again concentrated my efforts on the work of the
Revolutionary League and the Szechuan Magazine. As this magazine carried out both revolutionary propaganda
and organizational work for the revolution, it suffered persecution by the reactionary Ching government just as
the People's Journal did. In 1908 the Ching government sent Tang Shao-yi as a special envoy to the United States.
While passing through Japan, acting on the instructions of the Ching government, Tang requested the Japanese
government to ban the People’s Journal and the Szechuan Magazine. Chang Tai-yen, editor of the People’s
Journal, and I were both involved in a lawsuit. The People’s Journal was accused of “encouraging assassinations
and endangering public security”. Fines were inflicted and the publication banned. The Japanese imperialists
purposely made the case against the Szechuan Magazine even more serious, inflicted a larger fine and sentenced
me to six-month imprisonment.
This was how it happened. After the summer vacation of 1908 my year’s leave was up and I had to go back to
Okayama to continue my studies. It was agreed that my duty as editor and publisher of the Szechuan Magazine
was transferred to Liao Hsi-hsien, member of the Revolutionary League and president of the Association of
Szechuan Students Studying in Japan. Thus when the lawsuit was brought up against the Szechuan Magazine Liao
should have gone to court for the trial, but he refused to do so and shifted the responsibility to me.
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People all thought that he was not playing fair. As an old saying goes, I thought, when you see a right thing and
do not do it you are not brave. What is there to be afraid of in going to court? When I decided to stand trial
myself, people admired my decision and engaged Sakurae, a famous Japanese lawyer, to be my counsel.
On the day of the trial I went to the court quite calmly. Many people wanted to attend the trial but the court
declared that the case was a serious one and no visitors would be admitted. The people were very indignant and
were worried about me, yet they could do nothing but wait outside for the result of the trial.
When the trial began, the public prosecutor charged me with four great “offences”: (1) advocating revolution,
(2) encouraging assassination, (3) instigating Japanese colonies to oppose the “empire”, and (4) opposing the
Tenno.\fn{The majesty of the Emperor. A note reads: The Szechuan Magazine was accused of opposing the Japanese emperor on account
of a news report on the “red flag incident” which was carried in the fourth issue of the magazine. The “red flag incident” happened on June
22, 1908. On this day various groups of Japanese socialists and anarchists held a meeting in the Kinki Hostel. While fighting for a red flag
those who attended the meeting came into conflict with the police and, as a result, many of them were arrested. Later, a poem in praise of
the French Revolution and the execution of Louis XVI was found in the house of detention. The Japanese government considered this an
insult to the emperor and the writer of the poem was charged with lese-majesty and sentenced to a three-year term of forced labour }

When the judge men- tioned the word Tenno he made gestures to show his deference to the emperor which were
rather funny. Sakurae did not come that day but sent another lawyer to be my counsel.
“To advocate revolution against the Ching government in a foreign country is not a crime,” said my counsel.
“The publication of anarchist articles cannot be said to be an encouragement of assassination. The third and fourth
charges are of course undeniable. But as the articles were reprinted from other sources due to carelessness in
editing, they should be regarded as a misconduct rather than an offence.”
After having debated the question for some time the court was adjourned. About half an hour later the trial was
resumed and the judge pronounced the verdict. As “the evidence proved the defendant to be guilty” the judge said
that the magazine was banned. A fine of 100 yen was fixed as a penalty for offence, and the editor-publisher of the
magazine was sentenced to six months’ imprisonment. Then he added that owing to the fact that the culprit was
still a student he was reprieved.
Thus the incident ended. When I left the court the people who were waiting outside cheered. I told them all
that had happened. … [pp. 95-97]
8
… After 1905 the work of planning assassination became very important and the Revolutionary League set up
a special apartment to take charge of the work. It was headed by Fang Chun-ying, a woman member of the league,
but other members, including Huang Fu-sheng, Yu Yun-chi and I, also helped. Our favourite reading material at
that time was novels dealing with adventure and we frequently used them when studying methods of
assassination.
Among the people active in planning assassinations Yu Yun-chi, a Szechuanese, was a hero especially worthy
of commendation. Yu was a bit of a dandy when he first came to Japan and entered the Chiba Medical School. He
was more interested in music and photography than in revolution. In the summer of 1908 he lived in the office of
the Szechuan Magazine together with my eldest brother. After the failure of the Hokou Uprising in Yunnan his
younger brother Yu Hua-wei contracted malignant malaria in Kanya, Yunnan. Later he went to Singapore for
medical treatment and was in urgent need of money.
Having received a letter from Yu Hua-wei soliciting my help I collected 300 yen in a couple of days from the
Szechuanese comrades and sent it to him post-haste. Yu Yun-chi was greatly affected by this, and seeing the
revolution was a noble cause and that the comrades engaged in the work of revolution were as close to each other
as brothers he also wanted to join the Revolutionary League. Upon my recommendation he became a member.
After he had joined I told him that a revolutionary must give his all to the cause of revolution. He took my
advice to heart, gave up his love of extravagance and began to live in a simple way, becoming an entirely new
man. He was very clever and mastered every kind of art very quickly. He could take a watch or clock apart and
reassemble it easily. Since he knew something about chemistry he gave us a great deal of help in making bombs.
In the autumn of 1908 I returned to my school. … [pp. 97-98]
9
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… Later, Wang Ching-wei wanted to assassinate Li Chun. Wang was a sort of effeminate scholar lacking in
physical strength and with no knowledge of explosives. He wanted to carry out the assassination, because he had
lost confidence in revolution and sought overnight fame by staking everything on a single throw. When he was in
Hong Kong he wrote twice to me asking for bombs. I sent some to him, but when he received them he wavered
and lacked courage to use them.
When Yu Yun-chi, Wang Ching-wei and others returned to Japan, we held a discussion and decided to pool all
our resources and assassinate Tsai Feng, the Prince Regent who wielded the greatest power in the Ching
government. In accordance with our decision, Yu Yun-chi and Huang Fu-sheng went to Peking in the autumn of
1909 to set up a secret organization. I stayed in Japan to make preparations. … [p. 100]
10
… In the summer of 1910, in an attempt to get Huang Fu-sheng and Wang Ching-wei out of prison I went to
Peking (via Korea) where I lodged in the house of my brother-in-law. I tried for more than a month to devise some
way of getting them out. We had previously thought of breaking open the jail, but conditions at that time made
this impossible. My brother-in-law knew that I had joined the revolutionaries, and suspecting that I was up to
something, he bought a railway ticket for me, put me on the train by a trick and sent me to Shanghai.
In Shanghai I met Hsiung Keh-wu (Hsiung came to Shanghai after the failure of the Kuangan uprising of 1909
in Szechuan). We went together to Hong Kong to see Huang Hsing and plan the launching of an uprising in
Canton. … [p. 103]
11
… As soon as I arrived in Hong Kong I too was sent to Japan to buy munitions. Meanwhile Yu Yun-chi also set
up a secret establishment for the manuf.acture of bombs. A “dare-to-die” corps of 500 members was organized.
This force later increased to 800. More than thirty secret organizations were set up to help launch the uprising.
The comrades from Szechuan used my name to set up an organization known as “Old Man Wu’s Residence”.
Later, after the uprising had failed a rumour went round saying that “Old Man Wu” had been killed, thus making
me out to be a martyr. As a matter of fact I had never been in the “residence” because I had gone to Japan to buy
fire-arms.
Although it was no easy matter to buy fire-arms, especially in quantities, it was still more difficult to send them
secretly to Hong Kong and Canton. I remember that the first batch of munitions I bought consisted of 115 pistols
and 4,000 rounds of cartridges. The man to whom I entrusted the work of delivery was later found to be a coward.
Hearing that the munitions might be discovered by the customs officials when in Hong Kong, he threw them into
the sea. … [p. 104]
12
… After the failure of the Canton Uprising in April 1911 some comrades and myself hastily left for Japan.
Shortly after my arrival the railway agitation broke out. Believing that the revolutionary movement would
continue to develop I decided to return to China and take part in it.
I arrived in Shanghai in June. At this time in Shanghai a number of league members, led by Sung Chiao-jen,
were organizing the Central China Headquarters of the Revolutionary League. … I did not stay in Shanghai very
long and I did not see Sung Chiao-jen either. Sung and his colleagues had made me responsible for the work of
the Revolutionary League in Szechuan, but this was done without my knowledge.
From Shanghai I went to Ichang. On my way I saw that the people were exceedingly dissatisfied with the
Ching government and that they sympathized with the revolution. In Ichang I saw the workers and other
employees of the Szechuan-Hankow Railway carrying out activities to protect the railway. I had the feeling that
something unusual was about to happen.
*
From Ichang I sailed upstream on S.S. Shutung which plied the Yangtse River in Szechuan. Although it was
only a steam tug having a trailer in tow, the Shutung was much faster and safer than the junk by which we used to
sail when we left Szechuan before. But even such a simple vessel was under the control of foreigners. Its technical
personnel were foreigners and even the captain was a foreigner.

1113

The ferocious captain, with the air of an imperialist, treated the Chinese people brutally. As the weather was
hot and the trailer was crowded, many passengers went to sleep at night on an open boat which they had tied to
the trailer. The next morning, as soon as the steam tug whistled, the crew cut the ropes tying the boat to the trailer
and set sail without letting the passengers come aboard. When the passengers in the boat woke up they found that
the steamship had gone. They were in a dreadful fix and did not know what to do, as the steamship was travelling
very quickly, the waves were swelling, and the boat was in danger of overturning.
The passengers shouted for help. I could not tolerate this and urged the other passengers in the trailer to hold a
meeting in the dining-room. All the passengers were extremely angry and cursed the foreigners for being
unreasonable and heedless of the fate of the Chinese passengers.
When the foreign captain on the steam tug heard the passengers cursing him he threatened them with a pistol.
The passengers were not afraid of him; on the contrary they became more angry and cursed still more vehemently.
Seeing that the situation was getting out of hand, the comprador\fn{The Chinese assistant} on the ship persuaded the
captain to return to his cabin and had the passengers in the boat brought back to the trailer. The comprador was
overheard telling the captain:
“These people are returned students and nobody dares to provoke them.” I thought to myself,
“Ah! Ah! So you’re afraid of returned students, then I’ll show you the real strength of the Chinese people!”
I continued to address speeches to the passengers on the necessity of saving the country. The situation became
tense and there was again a great uproar. Frightened, the foreigners and the comprador kept silent and never dared
to provoke the passengers again.
*
I returned to Junghsien, my home county, before Chinese All Souls’ Day (fifteenth day of the seventh moon in
the lunar calendar). One day I went to the county town; as I was approaching the south gate of the city I saw a
man at the head of some troops marching towards me. Entering the city I went up to the man and saw that he was
Lung Ming-chien. I learned that immediately after sending out the “water telegrams” to encourage uprisings he
had gone back to Junghsien. There he had joined the uprising launched by Wang Tien-chieh and others, organized
an armed. force, and was now leading his men to launch an attack on Chengtu. He was very glad to see me and
said,
“It’s mighty good that you’ve come back. The Association for the Protection of the Railway Rights is led by Pu
Tien-chun, Lo Lun and other constitutional monarchists and nothing good can be expected from them. We must
organize more armed forces and lead the people to rise in struggle if a way out is to be found. I’m now going to
the front. I hope you will make plans for all the things that are to be done.”
Saying this he and Wang Tien-chieh led more than 1,000 men off to Chengtu. Going out of the city Lung
became very excited, and declared,
“I will not enter this gate again if I don’t kill Chao Erh-feng.”
His men were all very moved when they heard this. … [pp. 112-115]
13
… After Lung Ming-chien and Wang Tien-chieh had left Junghsien with the men, I took on the entire
responsibility for work in the rear. I had to carry out a struggle against the local officials and landed gentry and at
the same time raise funds for the comrades’ military expenses. As soon as I made some headway in fund raising I
stepped up the training of militiamen in a number of villages. I also opened a military training class so that the
army fighting in the front could be continuously reinforced and expanded.
After Lung Ming-chien had left the army because of serious illness Wang Tien-chieh led the men back to
Junghsien. Hearing that Wang Tien-chieh had returned to the county, the magistrate of Junghsien, appointed by
the Ching government, and Kuo Sheng-chih, the local despot, and others all ran away. Wang Tien-chieh discussed
with me what should be done next.
I suggested that Junghsien be declared independent and that we run the government of the county ourselves.
All the comrades agreed.
On September 25, Wang Tien-chieh and I called a rally of people of all circles in the county town. I made a
speech and declared Junghsien independent. The Revolutionary Government of Junghsien was announced amidst
thunderous cheers. This established a base for the Eastern Army.
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The uprising of Junghsien was launched in early August 1911, two months ahead of that in Wuchang. The
independence of Junghsien was declared on September 25, two weeks earlier than the Wuchang Uprising. Its
influence was therefore very great.
Junghsien soon became the centre of the anti-Ching armed struggle southeast of Chengtu. At the time when
Junghsien was declared independent the armed uprising covered more than ten cities including Pengshan, Meichow, Hungya and Chiakiang. Unfortunately the occupation forces were never able to consolidate and these
places were captured and lost again in quick succession. Junghsien was the only place where a revolutionary
government remained.
Although Junghsien was able to stand on a firm footing the revolutionary government of a small county could
hardly be expected to exist by itself. We had to enlarge our area and we launched an attack on Weiyuan which was
easily taken. Then we launched another on Tzeliuching which was resisted by a large number of garrison troops
and came to a stalemate.
By this time the Wuthang Uprising had broken out, but owing to enemy blockade we were unable to learn
either quickly or clearly what was happening outside the county. We heard rumours that a “rebellion” of the
revolutionaries had occurred in Hupeh and that a man by the name of Li had become the military governor. We
felt greatly puzzled because we thought that if an uprising had been launched by the revolutionaries, it should
have been done under the banner of Dr. Sun Yat-sen and we wondered what this man Li had to do with it. Since
our effort was confined to a local struggle and we had no means of knowing the general situation in the country,
we were very much worried and felt a great need to get in touch with the outside world. … [pp. 116-117]
14
… The army formed at the time of the Junghsien Uprising had been besieging and attacking Tzeliuching for a
long time. Knowing that there were revolutionaries in the Hupeh army, Wu Shu-hsien and I left Tzeliuching for
Neikiang on November 21, to establish connections with them. Two days later we made contaqct, and it was
agreed that they would take immediate action to kill Tuan Fang, while we would proceed to launch an uprising in
Neikiang where there were many revolutionaries. … [p. 123]
15
… On November 26 we began to take action in Neikiang. When the magistrate of that county heard that Tuan
Fang had been killed in Tzechow he fled at once. The men of the garrison followed his example, thereby creating
favourable conditions for us to easily dispose of the local forces.
We convened a mass meeting that very day. It was attended by several thousand enthusiastic people. I
addressed the meeting, announced the aim of the revolution and proposed to set up a revolutionary government.
The people shouted, “Long live the revolution!”, their voices resounding again and again.
A resolution was passed to set up a Neikiang military government. I was elected head of the administrative
department and Wu Shu-hsien head of the military department and thousands of people conducted us to the
yamen of the former magistrate to take office. This gave me a deep sense of the power of the people. As an old
saying goes,
“To stand for them (that is, the people) is to be successful and to stand against them is to fail.”
Because Tuan Fang had been killed in Tzechow and the Neikiang Uprising was successful the attack on
Tzeliuching also ended in victory. … [p. 124]
16
… The Szechuan Military Government repeatedly wrote and sent. wires asking me to go to Chungking. I
already knew that the Wuchang Uprising was successful and that it had met with response from all parts of the
country. After thinking over the general situation, I reached the conclusion that before we could go ahead with our
work, connections must be established with the central organization directing the revolution of the whole country.
On the night of December 2, after having made arrangements for the work in Neikiang, I set out for
Chungking. I did not stay there long, but left for Nanking. By this time the revolutionary forces had captured
Nanking and plans were being made to establish a provisional government of the Chinese Republic in Nanking.
Dr. Sun Yat- sen had returned from abroad and was on his way to the city. The Szechuan Military Government
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sent Yang Shu-kan and me to Nanking, as its representatives, to take part in the work of the provisional
government. … [pp. 125-126]
17
… I arrived in Nanking at the beginning of 1912 when both the provisional government and the senate had
been set up. Whilst I was on my way to Nanking, the Szechuan Military Government in Chungking reached an
agreement with the Great Han Military Government in Chengtu. The two sides jointly sent Huang Fu-sheng, Li
Chao-fu and Hsiung Cheng-chang to Nanking as senators from Szechuan. This obviated the necessity for Yang
Shu-kan and me to represent the Szechuan Military Government of Chungking.
Dr. Sun Yat-sen wanted me to work on the secretariat in the president’s office.
“You’ve come just in time,” he told me. “We’re now busy winding up our work and we need your help.”
I complied with his request. An agreement between the north and south\fn{Of China, as to whether the State
was to be run from the northern or the southern part of the country; a question based on the historical division of
the Han:H} was then out of the question, and it was clear that as soon as it was reached the secretariat of the
president’s office would be abolished.
The secretariat, which had been a centre of attraction for office-seekers, was now shunned by them and,
although previously they would have done everything to get a job in the secretariat, none of them now wanted to
work in it. The secretaries began to make their own plans, some of them going right over to Yuan Shih-kai’s side
to get jobs. Cheng Ming-chao, originally an old bureaucrat, secured a high position in the secretariat after the
provisional government had been set up in Nanking. Later, realizing that his job would not last long, he stopped
going to the office. Another secretary, named Chin Yu-liu, filled out a certificate appointing himself magistrate in
his own county of Wusih. This soon became known and was a popular joke.
From what has been said we can see that in the Provisional Government of Nanking, not only the bureaucrats
and politicians lacked vitality but, under their influence, even some of the revolutionaries became depraved,
gradually lost their revolutionary determination, and began to pursue their own selfish ends in search of official
preferment and wealth. [p. 134]
18
… After the conclusion of the peace negotiations between the north and south I went to Peking. One day, a
friend came to me and said he had read in a newspaper that Yuan Shih-kai wanted to appoint me as his special
commissioner to convey his goodwill to the people of Szechuan.
I was very surprised. I immediately went to see Chu Fei-huang, a member of the Revolutionary League from
Szechuan who had become Yuan’s protege, suspecting that he had something to do with the matter. Chu said,
“The president has been trying to get in touch with you. He wanted both of us to return to Szechuan under the
title of special commissioner to mediate between the Chengtu and Chungking parties.” I said,
“Szechuan is our home province. How can we go back to our own people with such a title? Besides, while I
was working in the secretariat of the Nanking Provisional Government I made a pledge with my colleagues that I
would never again assume any official post.”
Seeing that I was firm, Yuan Shih-kai finally agreed not to give me any title but still wanted me to go with Chu
Fei-huang to Szechuan to tell the people there of the “government’s concern” about them and to work for the
unification of the province. Then I did not realize that Yuan wanted to make use of me to help him fulfil the task
of unifying Szechuan, because he was quite sure that Chu’s prestige was not sufficient to do it. I only thought that
it would be a service to the people of the province if Szechuan could be unified and freed from calamities.
Feeling it was a duty I should not evade, I complied with Yuan’s request. During the summer of 1912 I went
back to Szechuan with Chu Fei-huang. An agreement had already been reached by Chungking and Chengtu,
which, like the one reached in the north-south peace negotiations, meant the capitulation of Chungking to
Chengtu, that is, the capitulation of the revolutionary forces to the forces of reaction.
Yang Wei was then the commissioner of military police. He was one of the six leaders of the Chengtu Uprising
who were arrested in 1907. Believing Yang Wei to be a man of ability I urged Chu Fei-huang to use both our
names to wire Yuan Shih-kai, recommending Yang as the garrison commander of Chengtu. Yuan immediately
appointed him to the post and raised him to the rank of lieutenant-general.
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Yuan of course only did this to humour the revolutionaries, but the reactionaries, feeling uneasy, immediately
enlisted the help of Yuan’s favourites to persuade Yuan to revoke the appointment. Although Yuan did not do this,
his tacit withdrawal of support made it impossible for Yang to assume the post. Seeing that I was still intent on
working for the revolution, Yuan hastily wired me to return to Peking.
I was at home in Junghsien when I received the telegram. I left at once and returned to Peking with Chu Feihuang.
During my stay in Szechuan, acting in the name of the Association for Economical Study in France, I had
succeeded in helping a number of young people to go and study in that country. The association had been
organized by Li Shih-tseng and other anarchists. Although these men had subsequently degenerated into
reactionaries and become Yuan Shih-kai’s henchmen, it should be said that by sending a number of students to
study sciences in France, the association did contribute something beneficial. The real aim of Li Shih-tseng and
others like him in organizing this association was not to help the students, but to use it as a means whereby they
might become known as famous educationalists.
During the First World War the name of the association was changed into the “Association for Study Through
Work in France” and many more students were sent to study there. The more progressive ones later became
leading members of the Chinese Communist Party, such as Chou En-lai, Teng Hsiao-ping, Chen Yi, Li Fu-chun
and Nieh Jung-chen, and martyrs of the Chinese Communist Party, such as Chao Shih-yen, Chen Yen-nien and
Wang Jo-fei.
When I arrived in Peking, the members of the Revolutionary League headed by Sung Chiao-jen had already
reorganized the league and changed its name into the Kuomintang in order to take part in the parliamentary
election which was being manipulated by Yuan Shih-kai. It was Sung Chiao-jen’s belief that if the Kuomintang
could gain a majority of seats in this parliament it would be able to form a cabinet, the Chinese Republic would
become a really democratic, permanently peaceful country, and that Yuan Shih-kai would be president in name
only. He even admitted many old-style politicians and feudal remnants into the party, in order to gain a large
number of votes for Kuomintang candidates.
He tried to make the party programme more acceptable to them and, defying the opposition of many league
members, stripped it of all revolutionary ideas. “Equalization of land ownership” became “the policy of paying
attention to the people’s livelihood” and “strive to gain international equality” became "support international
peace”.
In other words, the anti-imperialist and anti-feudal content of the programme of the Revolutionary League was
entirely eliminated. Even the article on “equality between men and women” was deleted, to the annoyance and
opposition of the women comrades. Tang Chun-ying, one of the women members of the Revolutionary League
who had led a northern expeditionary team immediately after the capture of Nanking during the Revolution of
1911, raised objections with Sung Chiao-jen and challenged him when she heard that he had struck out the article
on “equality between, men and women”.
Towards the end of 1912 the parliamentary elections began. Sung Chiao-jen made speeches in many places just
as was done in Western “democratic” countries. Later, when victory was scored in the elections he was flushed
with joy, proclaiming his political views everywhere he went.
Whilst he was still dizzy with success Yuan Shih-kai prepared a trap for him. On March 20, 1913, he was
assassinated at the railway station in Shanghai. While breathing his last, he still expressed the hope that Yuan
Shih-kai would be “honest and frank”, unaware that Yuan was responsible for his assassination.
With Sung Chiao-jen’s death, the revolutionaries’ illusions were shattered. They had no alternative but to
hurriedly wage a struggle against Yuan Shih-kai. … [pp. 138-141]
19
… Dr. Sun Yat-sen returned to Shanghai from Japan, in March, just before the assassination of Sung Chiao-jen.
Dr. Sun was furious. He decided to organize a punitive expedition against Yuan Shih-kai to carry out a second
revolution. To oppose Yuan I left Peking for Shanghai. When the “rehabilitation” loan was contracted it was
rumoured that Yuan was going to change the Kuomintang governors of Kwangtung, Kiangsi, Anhwei and Hunan.
I therefore proposed to Dr. Sun Yat-sen that the four governors should make the first move and issue a joint
statement against Yuan’s violation of the law, declaring that they would accept no further orders from him until a
legal government was established.
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Dr. Sun agreed with my proposal but Huang Hsing did not. He said that if my proposal was carried out it
would expose his preparations for military action against Yuan.
In reality Yuan knew that the Kuomintang opposed him just as the Kuomintang knew Yuan’s opposition to it.
All this was an open secret.
Yuan made the first move, dismissed the Kuomintang governors from their office, which left the anti-Yuan
struggle in an unfavourable position. … [p. 142]
20
… The anti-Yuan banner was also raised in Szechuan. Yuan issued an order for my arrest, thinking that I was
the instigator of this struggle. Being forced to go abroad again, at the end of 1913 I set out for France … On my
way to France, standing alone on the deck of the steamer, looking at the rolling waves of the boundless ocean, I
felt the blood surge through my veins.
“Oh! Dear Motherland,” I would say to myself, “when will you throw off your heavy chains and be liberated?”
Quite by chance the ship on which I journeyed to France was a Japanese liner on which I passed the New
Year’s Day of 1914. The Chinese national flag was missing from the international flags hung on the ship during
the New Year Day celebrations and I felt extremely indignant. I suggested that the Chinese passengers lodge a
protest with the captain, although all we could expect from him, at best, would be an apology.
I recalled that ten years previously, when I was studying in the Seijo School, a struggle was then waged in
regard to the hanging of national flags during a New Year celebration. Who could have known then that ten years
later China would still remain so low in the eyes of the world?
Was this the result of ten long years of hard revolutionary work? Could it be that we had taken the wrong path,
used the wrong methods of work? I was determined to find the answer to these questions, and eagerly sought the
truth that would bring salvation to the country and my people. … [pp. 143-144]
188.12 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Ho Hsiang-ning (1878-1972)} Hong Kong, China (F) 3
In our China—especially several decades ago—any young woman who was well loved by her parents and enjoyed the comforts of a well-to-do home knew practically nothing about cooking, because that was done by servants. Naturally, I was no exception. My parents regarded me as a precious treasure, so since our family circum stances were good, in our household I never had anything to do with the kitchen. And when I married Mr. Liao,
the preparation of all food and meals was done entirely by the servants. When I went to study in Japan, however,
in response to a unique responsibility demanded of me, I voluntarily gave up my status as a proper young lady and
learned how to cook from a hired Japanese maid. As I think back on these events, I realized that my reflections
and memories are well worth commemorating.
When Mr. Sun Yat-sen made his second trip to Japan, the relationships among China, Japan, and Russia were
tense. Consequently, the Japanese police surveillance of the Chinese overseas students was very strict and repressive. For some time, the Japanese authorities had already been paying close attention to the voice of revolution
that Mr. Sun was raising in those years. Although Sun was using a Japanese pseudonym, Nakano, and living in a
hotel, he was conscious of the various inconveniences imposed on his meetings and communications with comrades.
At that time, I heard that Mr. Sun had again arrived in Japan and went to pay him a visit. The first time Mr. Sun
had come to Japan, Mr. Liao and I had talked with him two or three times. We had then expressed our wish to par ticipate in the revolution, and he had treated us as comrades. From our conversation, Sun had come to know that
Liao and I were living in a rented kashiya.\fn{A Japanese rental-house}
A year or so later, Sun asked Li Chung-shih (a fine Cantonese young man, a loyal friend, a good comrade—
loyal to the revolution—who tragically died early, he left an indelibly good impression on me) to come and talk
with me in the hope that I would rent and move into another kashiya, located more convenient to transportation.
At the same time, he suggested that I not employ a Japanese maid-servant.
Chung-shih explained that Mr. Sun was planning to organize a revolutionary group, and that the hotel was not
convenient for a number of reasons—especially because there was no suitable place to hold meetings. I under stood and had no doubt at all that this was for advancing the revolution.
But the greatest difficulty that I perceived would be that of meals. Since I, myself, could not cook, how would
we manage without a maid? Furthermore, since Mr. Liao, taking advantage of the summer vacation, had already
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left for Canton to get money for me, there would be no one to go out to help me get such things as food and water
—at that time Tokyo still did not have running water. These several problems left me somewhat uneasy.
But then I thought to myself: since I do not know how to cook, I should learn, at once, from my servant. Who
could object to a lady learning menial work, if it were for the revolution? But food and water would have to be
brought in from outside the house, and I had some serious reservations about doing this myself. With this in mind,
I replied to Chung-shih,
“Moving into another kashiya would be possible. But since Chung-k’ai will not return for a while yet, I really
don’t see how I could manage without a servant to bring drinking water every day.” Chung-shih earnestly responded,
“Please find and move into a house as soon as possible. I’ll carry the drinking water myself.” With this promise from Chung-shih I told him to go and report to Mr. Sun that as soon as a kashiya had been found I would
move.
*
As soon as Chung-shih left, I set about planning to move. The first important task was to learn how to cook, to
prepare simple meals. Ordinarily I simply ate whatever was put in front of me, never even asking what the ser vants had prepared. Now it was different. I watched carefully as my servant washed the rice, put it in the pot,
added water, and started the fire. I paid close attention to the amount of rice, the proportions of water, how big to
make the fire, and how long to cook the rice.
As for cooking meats and vegetables, the Japanese method was much easier, and after watching a few times I
had learned it. In less than two days I felt that I had grasped it. The servant did not understand why I suddenly
took so much interest in cooking. How was she to know that I was intent on learning her skills so that I could then
dismiss her?
Originally, I was living in the Koishikawa area of Tokyo. The new kashiya had to be in the Kanda area, because many of the overseas students lived in Kanda, and transportation was convenient. The rent on the
Koishikawa house was only eleven or twelve yuan; the rent at Kanda was twenty-five yuan for a much larger
house of seven rooms upstairs and downstairs. I figured that the number of comrades attending meetings, coming
and going, would have to increase somewhat before the space would be all used. It was also sufficient to provide
the needed secrecy and concealment. Once the house had been located, I then proceeded to terminate the lease on
the original kashiya, to dismiss the maid, and to write a letter informing Mr. Liao that I had moved to Kanda. Li
Chung-shih aided me with the arrangements.
After moving into the Kanda kashiya, on the one hand, I had to attend classes; on the other, I had to manage
the daily livelihood myself. I felt rather pressed and harried. Formerly, as a young lady at my father’s side, there
were people to take care of me. When I married Mr. Liao, I still had two of my maids to accompany me. Suddenly, however, I was leading a double life of student and maidservant, to which I was not accustomed. Ordinarily, I had been concerned only with my own studies, leaving all the other menial and miscellaneous tasks to the
maid.
Now it was really something! Getting up every morning, I first had to straighten the bedding and even had to
fetch my own wash water. Returning after class, I would buy food, make the fire—at that time Tokyo did not yet
have gas—boil some rice, and cook a meal. I was busy all the time. After eating, I still had to wash dishes and
clean up. In those days, there was no electricity in Japan either, so I had to go through all the mess and bother of
lighting kerosene lamps—cleaning and filling them with kerosene.
Washing clothes was especially inconvenient. Getting water was a nuisance, too, even though Chung-shih got
several buckets of water for me every day. Sometimes I used it all up and had to run down the street to the well
and get water myself. I had one belief, however: that the hardships I was enduring were for China’s revolution. As
I thought about that, whatever the misery or discomfort, I endured it happily and untiringly.
At the Kanda kashiya the expense of daily provisions, even though many more people visited there, amounted
to no more than one-and-a-half hao, and was usually one hao and a few copper cash. I remember that the meals
we ate usually consisted of turnips, beef, bean curd, fish, cabbage, and white potatoes. Each time I would buy five
copper cash of beef, three coppers worth of fish, two of turnips—at that time two copper cash bought two long
white turnips, enough for two meals when sauteed together with beef—or perhaps I would add a little bean curd
and cabbage, for one day’s meal.
No matter who arrived, they ate this sparse fare. When there were a few more of us I simply bought a little
more. Sometimes Mr. Sun ate with everybody, but he did not like rice, or at most ate just one bowl. Therefore, I
often prepared bread and butter, fried an egg, and fixed a bowl of beef broth for him. It was always the same, and
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he never complained. At that time I would open a jar of beef bouillion—I forget how many hao it cost—only
when Mr. Sun arrived. Since we all thought it too expensive, one small jar probably made soup for seven or eight
meals.
*
Before Mr. Liao returned to Tokyo, our life at the Kanda kashiya was like this because I really did not have
much money on hand then. Even when Mr. Liao returned, our daily life remained quite simple, and we did not
buy any fancy food to eat. Mr. and Mrs. Hu Han-min came to Japan on the same boat with Mr. Liao, and when
they first arrived in Tokyo they moved into our kashiya with Mr. Liao. When Mrs. Hu first arrived in Tokyo, not
being accustomed to our bland, simple food—I basically could not cook a real meal—she was at first very polite
and swallowed a few meals. Afterward, she gave some money to someone to go out and buy some roast duck to
eat. This was also a reflection of the fact that my cooking, apparently, was not very sophisticated at that time.
Mr. Sun often came with Li Chung-shih to my kashiya to plan for organizing the T’ung Meng Hui. I joined the
T’ung Meng Hui very early—what number on the list I do not remember. The procedure for joining required two
sponsors. My entry in the register included only the signature of Chung-shih. Later, when Mr. Sun saw it, he
signed his own signature. At that time, I was the only female member of the T’ung Meng Hui, and since I joined
very early, Mr. Sun called me Obasan.\fn{Grandmother in Japanese} Later, all the comrades followed suit.
When Mr. Liao returned to Tokyo from Canton, it was already more than two months since I had moved. He
and Mr. and Mrs. Hu Han-min got to the kashiya sometime after six o’clock in the evening. After eating dinner,
they rested a while; then Mr. Sun and Li Chung-shih talked with Mr. Liao about the organization and principles of
the T’ung Meng Hui.\fn{Revolutionary Alliance, Dr. Sun’s political organization } Mr. Liao was in strong agreement. That
night, around ten o’clock, he too joined the T’ung Meng Hui, with Chung-shih and myself as his sponsors.
Liao had been in favor of the revolution very early. Moreover, the first time I met Mr. Sun we had gone [to a
meeting] together. Liao had spoken with Sun once more than I had. The reason he was a step late in joining was
that he had returned to China at that time; otherwise we certainly would have joined the T’ung Meng Hui at the
same time. As for my being one of his sponsors, this was probably at the suggestion of Li Chung-shih. Hu Hanmin also joined that night, but he was not able to understand easily or accept its principles, especially those concerning the “equalization of land.” He raised some very serious questions and doubts with Mr. Sun, but after Sun
had discussed them in thorough detail, sometime after three o’clock in the morning, Hu finally joined the T'ung
Meng Hui.
Of the founding members of the T'ung Meng Hui who came often to our kashiya I remember Li Chung-shih,
Chu Chih-hsin, Hu Han-min, Huang K'o-ch'iang, Chang T'ai-yen, Ku Ying-fen, Chü Cheng, Wang Ching-wei, Niu
Yung-chien, Ma Chün-wu, Liu Ch'eng-yü, and Yang Tu. Su Man-shu was also one of the early participants in our
patriotic brigade, and we met often. The large founding conference of the T’ung Meng Hui was held later at the
Student Association, but when Mr. Sun called a secret meeting of important comrades, it was generally at the
kashiya.
At that time, I felt simply that the comrades who came and went were closer in their relationships than a family
of brothers and sisters, with no barriers or formalities separating them. The so-called love and sincerity that is so
often glibly mouthed today could not be more truly applicable than to the attitude of everyone at that time.
Mr. Sun was always direct and sincere with the comrades, and toward Mr. Liao and me he was quite without
formality. While he was in Japan he lived with us as a member of the family. On occasion, when he needed money
and had none on hand, he would come over to me and say,
“Obasan, give me several dollars!”
At that time we did not have much, at most no more than fifty dollars. Sometimes he took ten or twenty dol lars. To support Mr. Sun and the revolution, there have been many who spent tens of thousands. I mention this at
the risk of making it seem that he was shabby, but I relate it here simply to show the closeness of feelings that Mr.
Sun had for us. He was just like a member of the family.
After the T'ung Meng Hui was founded, Mr. Sun appointed comrades to return to China to carry out the revolutionary “movement”—at that time the term “movement” was used as a substitute for “revolution.” Mr. Liao was
delegated to go to Tientsin to set up an organ, to communicate with the French socialist Boucapaix, and to plan for
development of the northern revolutionary forces.
Thanks to his earlier years in the United States, Mr. Liao’s English was strong. In establishing ties with West ern revolutionary leaders, when Mr. Sun was not able to meet them directly, he often sent Mr. Liao ahead to make
contact. When Mr. Liao was about to leave for Tientsin, I wrote him a parting poem.
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We still have to avenge the nation’s enemy,
with no intention of giving up.
I swallow tears usual at parting,
Urging you not to spare your life,
To leave a name in the history of Shina.

The term for China\fn{Shina, a Japanese term considered disrespectful by Chinese} was used in the poem, because at that
time the overseas students in Tokyo had become accustomed to the term. Besides, we were intent on overthrowing
the Manchu Ch’ing dynasty but would not deign to use the words Great Ch’ing. Instead, we used this term, which
later, under the Republic, we would never use. To preserve the actual record, I have left the original [term in the
poem], without revision.
Thinking back to when I began to learn to cook brings with it associations of a number of past events concerning Mr. Sun’s organization of the T’ung Meng Hui in Tokyo at that time. In truth, I dare not assert that my kashiya
in Kanda was the fermenting ground of the T’ung Meng Hui. But if one were to say that in those days I was a
loyal maidservant to the T’ung Meng Hui, perhaps there would be some who would nod their heads in agreement.
At that time in Tokyo, working and meeting together with us were comrades from many provinces of China.
Whoever came to my kashiya I treated alike, as a member of the family, as a brother. However, since I could not
speak Mandarin (the common dialect), I was unable to communicate (except with my Cantonese friends), because
our speech was mutually unintelligible. Even when we would have liked to have a long talk, it was impossible.
Last year in Nanking, Chang Chi (P’u-ch’üan) and Chü Cheng (Ceh-sheng) came to see me. P'u-ch’üan said to
me,
“We have been old friends for over thirty years. During that time in Japan, since we could not understand each
other’s dialects, although we met often, we said little to each other. Also, because you had natural, unbound feet,
whenever we spoke of you, whether to your face or behind you back, we called you Big Feet Ho. Even when you
were right there and we called you this, you did not understand.”
What he said was touching and interesting. Everyone laughed heartily. It was true; among the female overseas
students at that time, I was the only one with unbound feet. Two or three years later, I met the heroine Ch’iu Chin,
whose feet were still bound.
*
Time certainly does pass quickly. These events took place thirty-five years ago. In my own life, at my parents’
side, I was a young lady; in society, I was able to be a worker. In my home, I could cook and manage all the miscellaneous details of preparing the meals; emerging from the kitchen, I moved into political activities. I have
dined on rare delicacies, but I have also been accustomed to coarse, bland fare. I can spend months in quiet,
peaceful leisure; but I do not fear difficulty and hardship. I really do not know how wives and young ladies raised
in the comfort of luxurious ease and extravagant indulgence can become human beings. And those who have done
nothing for the nation but have profited and become wealthy from the revolution must surely be despised by others.
Now the nation is in difficulty, and natural disaster strikes. Those who can work should offer their services,
and those with money should offer their money. Otherwise, if one schemes only to enrich his own family and clan
and to fatten his relatives, he will be criticized by thousands of people, and his luck will not last long.
As for the problem of most women, I believe it should be approached this way: women themselves should
learn a skill to make a living, practice discomfort and hardship, and become involved in the affairs of the nation
and society, rather than turn over their own lives to the management of others.
And how should the nation treat women? Based on the principle of equality between men and women, it
should ensure equal education for men and women alike, and should fully nurture and develop the capabilities of
women for social activity and for all kinds of professions. To shut women up rigidly in the kitchen or keep them
in the house was already wrong several decades ago. I was an obvious example. There was no uprising of the Chi nese revolution in which women did not participate.
Nevertheless, even today\fn{This autobiographical statement was first published in 1938:H } we still cannot receive truly
equal treatment. This is totally irrational—unspeakable. I hope that those who participate in future national assem blies to make the constitution will, in no way, ever again disregard the rights of all women—that they will make
detailed stipulations for the full equality of men and women. At this juncture, when we are rescuing the nation
from a life-or-death crisis, we must not continue to allow half of all our people to remain paralyzed.
1879
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204.20 The Evolution Of China’s Secret Sects And Societies\fn{by T’ao Ch’eng-chang (before 1879-1912)}
Shanhsing, Cheking Province, China (M) 10
In China two large secret societies oppose the government and exert influence throughout the whole country.
What are they? One is called the Pai-lien chiao (White Lotus Sect), which is the Hung-chin (Red Turbans). The
other is called the T’ien-ti hui (Heaven and Earth Society), or Hung-men (Hung-men Society or the Hung
League).
In general, such organizations as the Wen-hsiang chiao (Incense-smelling Sect), Pa-kua chiao (Eight Trigrams
Sect)—also known as T’ien-li chiao (Celestial Principle Sect)—Shen-ch’üan chiao (Boxers Sect), Tsai-li chiao
(Observance Sect), and various other sects are all off-shoots of the White Lotus Sect.
Similarly, the San-ho hui (Three Convergence Society)—or San-tien hui (Three Dots Society or The Triads),
Ko-lao hui (Elder-brother Society), and various other societies are ramifications of the Heaven and Earth Society.
China is a large country where the living conditions of the people and the customs of different places vary. The
most notable examples are with the people of the Yangtze valley and those living along the Yellow River.
Generally speaking, the areas south of the Yangtze River are called South China; the areas north of the Yellow
River are called North China. The southerners are witty and clever, less superstitious, and more politically
inclined. The northerners are straightforward, but slow; they admire physical strength and believe in divine power
and superstition.
How do we know the difference? It is said that in the regions of Shantung, Shansi, and Honan, all people are
fond of the novel Feng-shen chuan (Investiture of the Gods). In the territory of Kiangsu, Chekiang, Fukien, and
Kwangtung, most people like to read the Shui-hu chuan (Tales of the Water Margin). Therefore, the White Lotus
Sect (chiao) prevails in the North; the Hung-men Society (hui) is popular in the South. But both chiao and hui
have followers in the area between the north bank of the Yangtze River (or northern part of Kiangsu) and the
south bank of the Yellow River, where the customs of the North and the South are fused.
Some members of the White Lotus Sect are in the South, although their influence cannot be compared with
that of the Hung-men Society. Some members of the Hung-men Society are found in the North, although their
power does not match that of the White Lotus. This is probably because of the difference of customs and social
conditions of the people. At any rate, since these two secret organizations have been influential throughout the
country, it is obvious that we who hope to save the nation\fn{ From the Manchu domination} must investigate their
inner workings.
When I was in Burma\fn{Now Myanmar:H} I wrote a chapter on the history of the Hung-men Society. It was
given to a member of the Hung organization (and was subsequently published in the Rangoon newspaper Kuanghua jih-pao or “Glory to China Daily”. In February 1910, the article was reprinted under a different title in the
Chung-hsingjih-pao, “China Revival Daily”, under the name Chih Ko, which was the pseudonym I used when I
was in Rangoon.) I no longer like this article, which deals only with the historical side of the subject. I now
rewrite it under the title “A Study of the Evolution of Sects and Societies” for the use of those who hope to save
the country.
*
The ancestors of the Chinese migrated from the Western regions, struggled for survival among the various
barbarians, and set up their own banner of independence. The idea of preserving our race and protecting ourselves
has been firmly implanted in our minds. Among the ancient heroes whom we Chinese admire are such rulers as
the San Huang (Three Sovereigns), Wu-ti (Five Lords), San Wang (Three Kings),\fn{ These are legendary or semilegendary rulers} and the Wu Pa (Five Hegemons),\fn{ The famous rulers of the Seventh Century BC: Duke Hunan of Ch’i, Duke
Wen of Chin, Duke Hsiang of Sung, Duke Mu of Ch’in, and Duke Chuang of Ch’u } and such generals as Ying Lung, Chu
Jung,\fn{Both legendary figures} Kao Yao,\fn{Minister of Punishment to the Emperor Shun} Duke Chou, and Kuan Chung;
all were great leaders who expelled alien invaders.
After a long period of peace between the end of the Eastern Han (220AD) and the beginning of the Western
Chin (317), people forgot their ancestors’ warnings and instructions to guard China against foreign barbarians.
Suddenly, they allowed the barbarians, who had surrendered to China, to move to the interior, causing the
Rebellion of the Five Barbarians.\fn{ The Hsiung-nu, Hsien-pi, Chieh, Ti, and Ch’iang tribes of Turkic, Mongolian and Tibetan
stock appeared in 304 and 439AD in North China, where they set up Sixteen Kingdoms } Nevertheless, the Five Barbarians were
conquered aliens who mixed with the Chinese in the interior and adopted Chinese culture. Even though they
seized the opportunity to rebel, their habits and customs were the same as ours. Moreover, they were ashamed of
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their inferior stock, and so they took Chinese names to cover up their ugliness. Before long, they were completely
absorbed by the Chinese with few of their original characteristics left for us to trace. Although they caused trouble
for a while, they rose and fell like common rebels, and did not seriously injure the Chinese race.
The Chao Sung dynasty (960-1280) lacked wisdom. Instead of preventing foreign invasions, the rulers only
guarded against domestic uprisings, leaving inadequate military forces at the national frontiers. Furthermore, they
concentrated on improving the techniques of despotism. Military preparation was neglected; literature was
cultivated in order to soften the fighting spirit of the people. Consequently, the power of China greatly declined.
The invasions by the Khitans, the Jurchens, and the Mongols subdued China and the Chinese race entirely.
The Ming dynasty restored Chinese sovereignty for a time, but in less than three hundred years the Manchus
invaded China and achieved the reconquest of our nation and subjugation of our people.
A race with several thousand years of civilization was suddenly controlled by these dogs and sheep. The desire
for resistance and revolution would naturally be strong everywhere. Nevertheless, a revolution cannot be carried
out single-handedly. Thus the situation gave rise to the organization of secret societies.
After the fall of the Sung dynasty, the White Lotus Sect arose. (Previously, near the end of the Han, Chang
Chio\fn{of Hupeh Province} had led the Yellow Turban rebellion\fn{ During the time of Han Ling-ti (168-188AD; so called
because his followers wore yellow turbans} and Chang Lu\fn{Of Anhwei Province} the White Rice Party.\fn{So called because
Chang charged a membership fee of five bushels of white rice } They used religious appeals to stir up the masses of the
people in revolt against the government. Their means were the same as those of the White Lotus Sect, although
the White Lotus, the Yellow Turban, and the White Rice differed in origins and were unrelated.)
The White Lotus borrowed some ideas from Buddhism because the Mongol emperors and ministers were
devotees of this religion. No Buddhists, no matter how serious their offenses, would be subjected to thorough
investigation. Therefore, ambitious men took advantage of this religious bias of the Mongols to organize the
White Lotus Sect without the Mongol rulers and ministers being aware of their purposes.
Within a few decades the sect flourished greatly. Hence Han Shan-t’ung, Liu Fu-t’ung, Hsu Shou-hui, Chih-ma
(“Sesame”) Li, Kuo Tzu-hsing and others started military uprisings. Among these leaders Chang Shih-ch’eng was
a salt smuggler; the others were all followers of the White Lotus Sect. Ch’en Yu-liang, Ming Yu-chen, and Chu
Yuan-chang all followed suit, joining the so-called Red Turban Army, which consisted of members of the White
Lotus Sect. Finally Chu Yuan-chang achieved the restoration of Chinese sovereignty and became Ming T’ai-tsu,
the great founder of the Ming dynasty.
Ming T’ai-tsu was originally a minor chief of the Red Turban Army, and before the start of the revolution he
had been a mendicant monk of the Huang-chueh monastery. Unfortunately, the Ming house again had domestic
trouble after several generations. Taking this opportunity, the Manchus conquered China and once more the
Chinese fell under alien rule. Patriots and idealists, who could no longer bear the miserable devastation of China,
reorganized secret societies for the recovery of their fatherland, and thus the Hung League was formed.
*
What does Hung-men or Hung League mean? This name is taken from the title of Ming T’ai-tsu’s reign, Hungwu. It is also called the T’ien-ti hui (Heaven and Earth Society), because heaven was considered the father and
earth the mother. Its founder was Cheng Ch’eng-kung (Koxinga); his successor and the modifier of the society
was Ch’en Chin-nan. All people who belonged to the society were called Hung-men. Men means a doorway of a
home, so the organization was also called the Hung Family (Hung-chia). Since they belonged to one family, they
were brothers. All who joined the society addressed one another as brothers, regardless of their former official
positions and seniority. The Chinese people suffered more under the Manchu yoke than under the Mongols.
Accordingly they had a stronger desire to avenge their grievances than the Chinese had had near the end of the
Sung dynasty.
In the initiation ceremony, the novice members had to unbraid their hair, because the queue was not indigenous
to China, and then they pricked their fingers for blood to become sworn brothers before their ancestors, who
would be loath to see the Manchu style of hairdress. By the same token, those who officiated at the ceremony
traditionally put on ancient Chinese hats and costumes. Moreover, a neophyte must shoot three times at an effigy
made of grass of the Manchu emperor, or a drawing of him, and swear that he would kill the Manchu emperor to
show that he would not forget the enemy.
The great Ch’ing, the name of the Manchu kingdom, has no relation with the Chinese. The Manchu emperor is
the head of our enemy, and should not be recognized as the emperor of China. For this reason, when the Hung
League brothers write the character Ch’ing, they write it as X, signifying that the head of the Ch’ing should be
taken off. Our enemy of course is not only the emperor alone; all Manchus are our enemies. Naturally, the
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Chinese and Manchu cannot live together; the Manchus must be exterminated.\fn{ The author of these statements was
himself shot to death in a hospital in 1912, just a year after he had published this essay } For this reason, the brothers of the Hung
League write the character Man as X, indicating that all Manchus should be headless. Thus, our ancestors’ strong
hatred against the Manchu is well expressed. How can their descendants forget it?
*
In the declining period of the Sung dynasty the regions along the Yellow River and to the north of the Huai
River and Anhwei were conquered first by the Jurchens and then by the Mongols, hence they suffered the most.
The Chingchow and Hsiangyang area of Hupeh, the gateway to the upper valley of the Yangtze, was closely
guarded after the Sung capital had been moved from Kaifeng to the south, and was repeatedly and severely
attacked by the Mongols. The see-saw battles lasted for a few score years, and Hsiangyang was a bone of
contention. Finally the southern Sung fell to the Mongols, who wreaked havoc upon the area, as they had done
along the two sides of the Yellow River and north of the Yangtze. Those who suffered the most had the strongest
determination to revolt. (When aliens invaded China, the more the people suffered from the destruction and
cruelty of the conquerors, the stronger was their desire for revenge. But after several abortive attempts at
rebellion, the strongminded who could not bear the humiliation would be wiped out; only those who were cunning
and cowardly survived.) This is, indeed, the logical consequence and natural outcome.
The White Lotus Sect probably first arose in the Chingchow and Hsiangyang area and gradually expanded its
influence to Honan, which became the center of assemblies of its members. From Honan it spread to northern
Anhwei, to north of the Huai River and to Shantung, and thence to Chihli and Shansi. How is this known? It is
said that those who first started the patriotic movement near the end of the Mongol dynasty were Tsou P’u-sheng
and Hsii Shou-hui. These two sect leaders were natives of Hupeh; however, Liu Fu-t’ung (some say with a few
followers) was a native of Honan, and Han Shan-t’ung (also a sect chief), that of Chihli. Most of their uprisings
took place in Honan, and from this evidence we conclude that Honan was the real base of the White Lotus Sect at
that time.
Following the footsteps of Han, Hsü, Tsou, and Liu, were Kuo Tzu-hsing, Chih-ma Li and others, who were
natives of northern Anhwei or Shantung. The rebels in Anhwei outnumbered those of Shantung. Ming T’ai-tsu, a
subordinate of Kuo Tzu-hsing and a minor chief of the Red Turbans, seized the favorable opprotunity and
achieved the restoration of China to the Chinese. After he became emperor, he concealed the deeds of his earlier
life. Nevertheless, because he started his career in the organization, he did not thoroughly investigate his erstwhile
party members. Thus, the secret sects continued in existence.
Near the end of Ming,\fn{1622} Hsü Hung-ju led an ineffective uprising; not many people responded to his
call. Yet many had joined the earlier revolt of Liu Fu-t’ung. What was the reason? The answer is to be found in
the ethnic problem. The original objective of the White Lotus Sect was to expel the Mongols. Religion was used
as an instrument to arouse the people, but at bottom the movement embraced the idea of nationalism. Liu Fu-t’ung
revolted against an alien government, while Hsü Hung-ju rebelled against a government of his own race. Since the
basic motives were different, the response differed accordingly.
For the same reason, after the Manchus entered the strategic gateway at Shan-hai-kuan, the influence of the
White Lotus was stronger than it had been under the Ming. For instance, although the White Lotus rebellion in the
seven provinces\fn{The provinces of Hupeh, Honan, Shansi, Shensi, Szechwan, Shantung and Chili were devestated for many years,
for the first time uncovering the weakness of the Manchu dynasty } and the revolt of Wang Lun\fn{ Wang Lun led his adherents of
the Eight Trigrams to attack the cityof Lin-ch’ing, Shantung Prvince, in October 1774, where he perished } and Lin Ch’ing\fn{Another
leader of the Eight Trigrams sect, he plotted an abortive attack on the Peking palace, claiming to be the incarnation of the Maitreya Buddha,
when he was in fact an unprincipled rogue } were unsuccessful, the number of people who joined these righteous

uprisings was in each case several times greater than those who followed Hsü Hung-ju near the end of Ming.
As for the area where the White Lotus Sect flourished, the most popular places were Honan and North Anhwei,
but less so in Hupeh, Chilili, and Shantung; still less in Shansi, Shensi, and Szechwan. Honan, North Anhwei,
Hupeh, and Shantung were the original starting points of the White Lotus, while Shansi, Shensi, and Szechwan
were organized by Liu Chili-hsieh and his disciples. In Chekiang there were also White Lotus adherents whose
leader, Hsü, was a descendant of Hsü Hungju, who had migrated to Chekiang after Hung-ju’s failure. Most of
those who joined the sect were his relatives, who kept everything so secret that it is difficult to learn the details of
their organization.
The White Lotus Sect was but the original name; as time went on, other appellations evolved, such as the
Incense-smelling Sect, the Eight Trigrams Sect, the Boxers Sect, the Observance Sect, etc. The Incense-smelling
Sect has now disappeared. The Eight Trigrams Sect was a branch of the White Lotus; the Boxers, also known as
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Harmonious Fists (I-ho-ch’üan), was a ramification of the Eight Trigrams Sect. The Tsai-li chiao (Observance
Sect) was derived from the reformed faction of the White Lotus.
The various sects mentioned above were based on some tenets taken from Buddhism. After these groups
became popular, the Taoists, hearing of them, also took some principles from the Observance Sect to form the
Chai chiao (Vegetarian Sect), which was transformed into the An-ch’ing tao-yu (Taoist Friends for Peace and
Prosperity). (In Kwangtung, An-ch’ing is wrongly understood as signifying that the sect was aiming at the
protection of the Ch’ing dynasty. This is a great mistake.) But the latter two sects had only limited influence
because more men and women have bowed down to Buddhism than those who believed in Taoism.
*
Now let us list in detail the present areas of distribution of the various sects:
(1) The White Lotus Sect is still popular in Hupeh, North Anhwei, and Honan, less so in Shantung and Chihli,
and still less in Shansi, Shensi and Szechwan. Its influence in Chekiang, Kiangsi and Kiangsu is very weak.
(2) The Eight Trigrams Sect is still popular in Honan, next in Shantung and Chihli, and then in Hupeh and
Szechwan; its influence in other places was very limited.
(3) The Boxers Sect-Shen-ch’üan chiao, also called I-ho-ch’üan, was very popular in Shantung and Chihli
before 1900. Thereafter its influence in these areas waned, but it has become very strong in Szechwan, next in
Shensi and Honan, and finally in Sansi and Manchuria. Occasionally its members can be found in Chekiang,
Kiangsi, Anhwei, Hunan, and Kiangsu.
(4) The Observance Sect prevails in Shantung and Manchuria, with fewer members in North Anhwei, the
northern region of River Huai and Chihli. Its influence in Honan and Shansi is very small. Among the various
sects the Tsai-li chiao observes moral principles most strictly.
(5) The Vegetarian Sect is most numerous in Shantung, North Anhwei, and next in North Kiangsu, while south
of the Yangtze it also has some members in Chekiang and Kiangsi.
(6) The An-ch’ing tao-chiao (Taoist Sect for Peace and Prosperity) has members in Shantung, North Anhwei,
and North Kiangsu. This is the weakest of the various sects.
These sects are all derived from the White Lotus Sect. Their influence spread from the east to the west of
China, and then from the north to the south.
Social conditions at the fall of the Ming dynasty were different from those of the Sung. Many people along the
Yellow River had been slaughtered by the roving bandits (liu-k'ou), leaving a desolate land with little trace of
human habitation. When the Manchus crossed the boundaries of China, few people in this area resisted them.
Only people to the south of the Yangtze rallied to expel the Manchus. The hardest fighting was in Chekiang,
Fukien, Kwangtung and Kwangsi, because the last southern Ming emperors stayed in the latter two provinces.
Moreover, those who fought the enemy were remnants of the followings of the two rebel leaders Chang (Hsienchung) and Li (Tzu-ch’eng); not all of them were the righteous army fighting to restore the dynasty.
In Chekiang and Fukien the situation was different. Those who resisted the Ch’ing were all local volunteers.
The provinces of Kwangtung and Kwangsi had been lost to the Manchus during the 11 th-12th year of the usurper
Emperor Shun-chih.\fn{1654-55} The volunteer army of Chekiang was not wiped out until the 3 rd year of the
usurper Emperor K’ang-his,\fn{1664} and that of Fukien was driven to Taiwan. Taiwan fell to the Manchus in the
22nd year of K’ang-his.\fn{1683} Prior to that time the loyalist armies of Chekiang and Fukien protected each other
as lips do the teeth. There was more fighting in Fukien than in Chekiang. Therefore, the Manchu government
appointed a governor-general to control the two provinces. Since Chekiang had come to the rescue of Fukien, the
governor-general residing at Foochow was also given command over Chekiang. Because Fukien had resisted the
Manchus most strenuously, the people there had suffered the most ruthless slaughter, and the survivors hated the
Manchus intensely. Consequently, in this area the secret organization of the Hung League took root, and the
Heaven and Earth Society also appeared.
Near the end of the Ming dynasty the patriotic armies of Chekiang and Fukien were allies and the Hung
League first spread from Fukien to Chekiang. The natives of Chekiang promulgated it widely in Kiangsu and
Kiangsi. In the middle of the bogus reign of K’ang-his\fn{ Ca. 1700} a Chang Nien-i (also known as Monk I-nien)
led a rebellion using Ta-lan-shan, a mountain in eastern Chekiang, as his base. He formed an alliance with secret
society members in the mountain, T’ien-mu-shan, in western Chekiang and in the lake region of T’ai-hu, as well
as with the remnants of a certain Ko and Ch’en in Lake P’oyang. Unfortunately Chang’s attempt was abortive,
and he failed to achieve his purpose.
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Thereupon K’ang-hsi applied all his despotic power to suppress the members of the Heaven and Earth Society,
leaving hardly a trace of its members in Chekiang, Kiangsu and Kiangsi. Strangely enough, its adherents in
Fukien were said to have been unknown to the Manchu government. The Hung League in Fukien then changed
the direction of its development by fleeing to Kwangtung. In order to avoid the suspicion of the Manchus, the title
Heaven and Earth Society was no longer used there. Instead they took the three dots from the character Hung and
styled themselves the San-tien.\fn{I.e., the Triad} Some members disliked the onesidedness and incompleteness of
the name, which suggested a bad omen. Therefore “San-tien” was changed to “San-ho”.\fn{ Literally the Three
Convergence, or Three Unions; the title is based on the secret society verse San-ho ho-shui wan-nien liu (The water of the three rivers’
convergence will flow ten thousand years.) } The Triad and San-ho movements spread from Kwangtung to Kiangsi and

Kweichow, where they were very powerful.
Chu Chiu-t’ao, a leader of the San-ho hui, taught the principles of the Heaven and Earth Society to Hung Hsiuch’üan. Hung took some ideas from Catholicism and grafted them onto the tenets of the Triad. (He regarded
Heaven as his Father and adopted the Heavenly Kingdom as the title of his dominions. He also used “heavenly” to
precede official titles\fn{Such as “heavenly general”} Among themselves superiors and inferiors addressed one another
as brothers. These practices were not entirely derived from Christianity, but were actually based on the old
customs of the Hung League.)
When Hung Hsiu-ch’üan started his rebellion at Chin-t’ien,\fn{ Kwangsi} all his generals were brothers of the
Hung League, including such as Lin Feng-hsiang, Shih Ta-k’ai, Yang Hsiu-ch’ing, and Feng Yün-shan. After they
took Nanking, the people of Hunan could not understand their purpose but considered them heretics. Thereupon,
Tseng Kuo-fan, Tso Tsung-t’ang and others trained the Hunan Braves to fight against the Taipings. The fate of the
Heavenly Kingdom was sealed; Li Hsiu-ch’eng, Li Shih-hsien, and other Taiping leaders realized that, although
they had not yet avenged themselves on their great enemies,\fn{The Manchus are meant} they had lost control of
the situation.
They felt sick at heart and disillusioned. They anticipated that the Manchu government would rely upon the
Hunan Braves, who would undoubtedly be a powerful force in the future. Therefore, they secretly sent the Hungmen Society brothers of Fukien and Kiangsi to infiltrate the Hunan Army and to entice them into their secret
organization. They avoided the use of the titles San-tien and San-ho, but instead adopted the name Ko-lao hui
(Elder Brother Society), because the secret society leaders had been referred to as elder brothers.
The influence of the Ko-lao hui in the Hunan Army soon became predominant. Wherever the Hunan soldiers
went, the Ko-lao hui was spread. From that time\fn{ The 1850’s} until now,\fn{1910} the Ko-lao hui has been a thorn
in the side of the Manchu government.
To sum up, the San-tien hui, San-ho hui, and Ko-lao hui are all derived from the T’ien-ti hui, which had been
called the Hung-men or Hung-chia. Later on the Hung-men was alternatively called the Hung-pang (commonly
mistaken as the Red Gang).
After the appearance of the Ko-lao hui, a man by the name of P’an Ch’ing took some ideas from the Hungmen to form the P’an-men or P’an-chia, which is also referred to as Ch’ing-pang, meaning P’an Ch’ing’s gang,
but is usually mistakenly called Ch’ing-pang (the Blue Gang). The distinction between the two was caused by the
fact that P’an Ch’ing was a chief of the salt smugglers, while the Ko-lao hui members were Hunan Braves, who
were supposed to arrest salt smugglers. As they were on opposing sides, they operated under independent banners.
Nevertheless, the Hunan soldiers arrested salt smugglers only pro forma; in reality they had secret connections
with them. Therefore, although ostensibly they fought against each other, they were not really antagonists.
Furthermore, both the Hung-pang and Ch’ing-pang were derived from the Hung-men Society, and the two
organizations remembered their common origin. When the P’an and the Hung brothers met they usually began
their conversation by saying that P’an and Hung belonged to one family.
Between the P’an and Hung families was another society called Chiang-hu t’uan (literally, River and Lake
Wanderers Union). Its members were mostly itinerant entertainers, sometimes joined by roving beggars. There is
no way to identify their founder. In order to make a living, these entertainers had to make friends with both the
Hung and P’an gangs so that they could travel to and fro and put on their performances without interference. Thus
the Chiang-hu t’uan formed a sort of bridge between the two gangs. The reason for this separate entity was to
attract people with the same occupation to join it, that is all.
*
Now let us describe the present distribution of the societies’ influence:
(1) T’ien-ti hui. The name has been changed, except for its original headquarters in Fukien.
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(2) San-tien hui or the Triads. It is most popular in Kwangtung, next in Fukien and Kiangsi, and next in
Kwangsi.
(3) San-ho hui. Very popular in Kwangtung, less in Kwangsi, and still less in Fukien and Kiangsi. In the
districts of Hunan adjacent to Kwangsi there are also some members.
(4) Ko-lao hui. Most numerous in Hupeh and Hunan; less in Szechwan, Chekiang (mostly in the eastern part of
the province); and less again in Yunnan, Anhwei, Kiangsu, Honan, and Shansi. The membership in the districts of
Kiangsi near the Yangtze River is smaller still; and least in Shensi, Kansu, and Sinkiang. Occasionally we can find
a few of its members in Shantung and Chihli.
(5) Ch’ing-pang. Its members are mostly in the lower valley of the Yangtze River, in Soochow, Sungkiang,
Ch’angchow, T’ai-ts’ang and Chenkiang of Kiangsu; in Ts’aohu, Wuhu, Ningkuo, Kwangteh and Hweichow of
Anhwei; in Hangchow, Kashing, Huchow, Yenchow, Ch’uchow of Chekiang; and in Kiukiang, Nanchang and
Kwanghsin of Kiangsi.
(6) Chiang-hu t’uan. Mostly living on mendicancy\fn{ Begging} in the upper and lower Yangtze valley, in
Luchow and Fengyang of Anhwei; in Huai-an and Yangchow of Kiangsu; in Ch’u-chow and Ch’uchow of
Chekiang. Each of these places has a large group of its members. Most of them are beggars, and not a few are
petty thieves.
All the names in the list above belong to the Hung-men Society. They owe their beginnings to, and are branches
of, the Heaven and Earth Society. They spread their influence from Fukien to Chekiang; then, after meeting some
hindrance, they changed their direction from Fukien to Kwangtung, Kiangsi, Hunan and all over China. In the
main, they have expanded from the south to the north.
Although members of the chiao and hui exist in both southern and northern China, there is a great difference
between the two. Generally speaking, the chiao flourishes in the north, not in the south; the hui in the south, but
not in the north. This situation may be explained by the disparate ways of thinking of the southerners and
northerners, which make it impossible for the two to conform. The difference in mentality has created contrasting
consequences and tendencies between chiao and hui. The evil practices of the various sects (chiao) are associated
with their formation of sub-groups. The larger ones have drifted into mounted banditry ( ma-tsei), while the
smaller ones become muggers; all are essentially robbers. The evils of the secret societies ( hui) also result from
the formation of factions: the larger ones have degenerated into “iron abacus” (t’ieh-suan)—swindlers; the smaller
ones pilferers or roving beggars; intrinsically these are but petty thieves.
*
During the Ming dynasty there was a Shao-lin monastery where the monks taught disciples the art of pugilism,
and its reputation was spread throughout the country. The Shao-lin monks were known as the wai-chia, or
“external experts”. In Chekiang, Wang Cheng-nan had his own school of pugilism known as the nei-chia,
“internal experts”.
These pugilists fought against Li Tzu-ch’eng near the end of the Ming and later revolted against the Ch’ing
dynasty. Although their followers were almost annihilated, the instruction in pugilism managed to survive. Their
followers greatly increased in the middle of the reign of K’ang-hsi.\fn{ 1662-1722} Under the guise of teaching
boxing, they actually spread the tenets of the White Lotus Sect. After the fall of Taiwan to the Manchus, most
southern patriots fled to become monks. In this way they not only avoided the humiliation of wearing a queue, but
also wandered as mendicants from place to place in order to carry out their plan of secretly uniting their
comrades. The “Sea-bottom” (Hai-ti), containing the rules or regulations of the Hung-men Society, was thus
brought to North China. Upon hearing the name of the Shao-lin monastery, the travelers produced their copies of
the Hai-ti to show the monks. Thereupon the White Lotus Sect and the Hung-men Society were combined into
one, leading to the emergence of Wu-tsu, the “Five Founding Ancestors”.
The Five Ancestors were natives of Shantung but lived in the Shao-lin monastery of Honan. They were
Buddhist abbots and skillful pugilists. Under the pretense of spreading Buddhism and teaching boxing, they
covertly carried on the plot to restore the empire for the Chinese. Having obtained the Hai-ti or regulations of the
Hung-men Society, they were so encouraged and hopeful in their efforts that they agreed to combine the forces of
the south and north.
Unfortunately at that time the Manchus’ power was at its height. Chang Nien-i of the Hung-men Society in
southern China had just suffered a debacle in his attempted revolt, and for the time being they dared not start
another righteous uprising. At this moment the false emperor Yung-cheng of the barbarous Manchu dynasty was
engaged in military action in Tibet; the Five Ancestors thought to themselves that if they wished to overthrow the
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barbarous dynasty, there was no better way than to seize the military power of the Manchus, and utilize this force
to overthrow the dynasty with one stroke.
But it would be impossible to grasp the military power unless they rendered some service first. Since the
Tibetans were not of our race, there would be no harm in assisting the Manchus to vanquish them. Thus, they led
their disciples to join the punitive expedition to Chinghai. There they achieved great merit before triumphantly
returning to Peking. The Five Ancestors immediately attempted a revolt in the capital, but the plot was discovered
by the barbarians; the Five Ancestors and their disciples were caught and executed after being tortured. The Shaolin monastery was destroyed, and the disciples scattered in all directions.
Grieved by the merciless treatment of their teachers, the disciples honored them as the Wu-tsu (the Five
Founding Ancestors) in order to further spread the White Lotus Sect. As a consequence, the influence of the White
Lotus was vastly extended. The Hung-men brothers admired the contribution of the Five Ancestors to their society
and also worshipped them. Henceforth the White Lotus and the Hung League honored the Five Ancestors. (Until
then the Hung-men Society had worshipped only Heaven and Earth.)
*
Although the White Lotus Sect and the Hung-men Society thus allied themselves for a while, they eventually
split because of the difference in psychological makeup between the people in the south and those in the north.
The White Lotus Sect remained independent and the Hung Society kept to its own standard; they developed in the
north and the south, respectively.
In time other patriotic elements combined the essential principles of the two organizations and set up a separate
one called Ta-tao hui (The Big Sword Society). (The various societies all had their origins in the south; the Big
Sword Society is the only one that arose in the north.) The Big Sword Society, then, possessed characteristics of
the other two. From the Ta-tao hui it later developed into the Hsiao-tao hui or the Small Sword Society, which
wielded influence in some regions of the country. Below are listed the present locations of the two societies:
(1) The members of the Big Sword Society were most numerous in Ts’aochow, Yenchow, and Ch’ingchow of
Shantung; less numerous in Kaifeng, Kueiteh of Honan; less than that in Taming and Paoting of Chili; and still
less in Ssuchow, Peichow of Anhwei, and in Hsuchow and Haichow of Kiangsu. There were also some members
in Shansi and Manchuria.
(2) The members of the Small Sword Society were most numerous in Fengyang, Luchow, Shouchow of
Anhwei; less so in Hsuchow, Haichow and Huaian of Kiangsu; and still less in Chinhua, Yenchow, T’aichow,
Ch’uchow, and Wenchow of Chekiang. The branch of Chekiang came from Fengyang, Anhwei. As for the Hsiaotao hui in Fukien, it is an offshoot of the San-tien or the San.ho hui, whose members admired and hence adopted
the name of the Hsiao-tao hui; its origin was entirely different.
After the murders of the Five Ancestors, their disciples were found in various provinces of north China. The
White Lotus Sect was prevailing, but for lack of ability its members were incapable of achieving much. Taking
advantage of the decline of the Manchu power, they launched a rebellion that caused trouble in seven provinces
for eleven years,\fn{1793-1804} but they were finally wiped out by the Manchu forces.
After this fiasco some of the more intelligent survivors improved the organization and called it the Pa-kua
chiao or the Eight Trigrams Sect. Among its eight leaders the most important ones were Lin Ch’ing, who was the
chief preacher of the K’an-kua,\fn{The second of the Eight trigrams} Li K’en-ch’eng, the chief preacher of the Likua\fn{The third trigram} and Niu Liang-ch’en, the chief preacher of the Ch'ien-kua\fn{ The first trigram} and
concurrently leader of the Big Sword Society. On the night of the fifteenth, intercalary eighth month of the
eighteenth year of Chia-ch’ing,\fn{ 1813} Lin Ch’ing suddenly broke into the Peking palace. The imperial guards
fled, and the Ch’ing court was almost taken.
Unluckily, the co-plotter, Li Wen-ch’eng, had been arrested on the eighth day of the eighth month, and his
force could not come to the scene. Lin Ch’ing was also caught; later Li Wen-ch’eng’s supporters freed him from
jail, but he was recaptured and executed.
Niu Liang-ch’en’s plot to interrupt the south-north canal transportation of provisions at Ts’aochow also ended
in failure.
Thereafter the power of the Pa-kua chiao dwindled, but that of the I-ho ch’üan (Harmonious Fists) increased.
The Boxers, rustic, unlettered, and ignorant of any grand plan or of the current situation, erupted in the great
rebellion of the year Keng-tzu\fn{1900}.
After the failure of the Pa-kua chiao, some of its patriotic leaders again reformed the organization of the White
Lotus Sect and renewed it as the Tsai-li chiao. At present only this sect has maintained its integrity. The various
White Lotus Sects were widespread in the north, the various Hung-men societies, in the south. Continuing Lin
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Ch’ing’s attempt to topple the Ch’ing dynasty was Hung Hsiu-ch’üan of the Heaven and Earth Society. After
Hung’s forces were put down, the power of the San-tien and San-ho also waned, while the power of Ko-lao hui
increased. During the Boxer uprising in North China, the Ko-lao hui led by T’ang Ts’ai-ch’ang also rioted at
Hankow in South China. From that time on revolutionary riots occurred every year.
*
The White Lotus borrowed some religious ideas to assemble the masses using the burning of incense and the
application of charms as the primary methods of attracting followers; another method was teaching pugilism.
Those who joined the sect paid either grain or money. The sect chief granted the novice a certificate. It is said that
lottery tickets were occasionally passed to attract the people, but this practice was rarely seen. The dogma of sect
followers entirely depended upon their obstinate belief in the use of magic power to fool others; that was their
first principle. The sectarian organizational scheme favored despotism.
The ta chu-chiao (great sect leader) was the most prestigious; next was the chu-chiao (sect chief), who was a
leader of a subdivision. To facilitate control, the great sect leader sometimes divided his domain into five regions,
or four directorates, or eight trigrams, or the Heaven and Earth. There was no definite division system; leaders
were guided by the exigencies of circumstance.
Next in rank to the chu-chiao was the chu-hsiang (incense burner) and ssu-lu (clerk of charms). Ordinary sect
members could not participate in the functions of the ssu-lu, the ssu-lu could not participate in the work of the
chu-chiao, nor could the chu-chiao participate in the decision making of the ta chu-chiao.
The appointment of a successor to the great sect leader was a very strict procedure. The extension of power
was accordingly slow and difficult, as was the promotion of officers. Consequently those who advanced to the
position of sect chief (chu-chiao) were mostly senile and without aggressive spirit, but self-seeking. For this
reason, it was hard for them to launch well-planned uprisings, although they did make some attempts.
In general, the great power of the sects was concentrated in one hand. Even though the members might be
separated by a few thousand li, they could be controlled by a central authority. When the sect chief launched an
uprising, many of his followers would respond, functioning as the body commands the arms, and the arms
command the fingers. As they relied on superstitions, the belief of their members was firm, and most of them
could keep secrecy, with few traitors.
Nevertheless, because they were superstitious, their ideas were restricted. Frequently they made senseless
moves and lost lives, but they would not acknowledge their errors.
Within the sect the forms of address commonly used were tzu shih-kung (great ancestral teacher), denoting the
ta chu-chiao; ta shih-fu (senior teacher), and erh shih-fu (junior teacher) both being titles for the sect chiefs; and
ta shih-hsiung (senior brotherly teacher) and erh shih-hsiung (junior brotherly teacher), for the incense master and
the clerk of charms. The rest were all called disciples.
The organization of the Hung-men Society was different, following the stories of Liu Pei, Chang Fei, and
Kuan Yü. To consolidate their relationship, they imitated the three heroes and became sworn brothers, which they
referred to as “the chivalrous spirit of the peach garden.” They utilized mountains for their rendezvous as bandits
used to do in the den of Liang-shan-p’o.\fn{ As described in the Water Margin stories} They wished that a sage-emperor
might appear to help them achieve the glory of expelling the Manchus, and so they claimed to possess the aweinspiring “spirit of Wa-kang-chai”.\fn{A famous bandit stronghold of the Sui dynasty, 589-617AD}
The society organizers used these allusions to suit the inclinations of the lower-class people of China. Their
stories were taken mainly from the three novels Romance of the Three Kingdoms, Tales of the Water Margin, and
Narratives of the T’ang Dynasty (Shuo T’ang) to attract members from the lower strata of society. This policy was
probably inspired by their need for rallying many people in order to achieve their goal of restoration. Moreover,
the lowest stratum of the population was far removed from official circles. The higher and lower classes were so
far separated that it was not easy for their secrets to leak out.
The first trick in recruiting members was distribution of lottery tickets. All who entered the society had to pay
some money and buy some tickets. The ideal for membership was a heroic spirit, which was regarded as preeminent, and members patterned themselves after Liu, Kuan, and Chang. Practicing a form of chivalry, they
treated each other on an equal basis and addressed each other as brothers. Their polity was democratic. Those who
had sworn to the society were treated as equals, and most of them were privy to the society’s confidential matters.
Therefore, it was very easy to extend the power of the society. The promotion of staff members to higher ranks
and the establishment of lodges were also simple matters. For this reason, their uprisings continued with little
cessation.

1129

Nonetheless the various lodges (literally mountain-halls) stood separately; even though they communicated
with each other, they lacked close connection and coordination, and so the response to revolutionary attempts was
often tardy. This is because the society’s founders, who hoped for quick success, left such a loose organization.
The members honored the heroic fraternal spirit and considered themselves as belonging to the same family;
even though a member traveled one thousand li, he would be given hospitality everywhere. Nevertheless, chivalry
is a rather empty and ostentatious term. It could not ensure secrecy because the society did not use superstition as
a cohesive force. Occasionally, they engaged in internecine struggles for power and personal interest.
Furthermore, the various separated and independent branches lacked unified control, and frequently had armed
skirmishes among themselves.
Notwithstanding, their members received universal military training, a very good system of organization which
the White Lotus Sect could not hope to emulate. The Heaven and Earth, the San-tien, and the San-ho societies still
followed the traditional policy, although their names had undergone great changes.
The Ko-lao hui still kept its old system and title. Its members were divided into nine grades, and the various
units were uniformly organized. Two of the nine grades, four and seven, were eventually eliminated. In the Santien and the San-ho societies, two assistants were sometimes established after the grades 1, 2, 3, and 4. This was a
totally senseless change of the traditional system. The reason for the change was probably because these premier
positions were filled by Sung Chiang, Lu Chün-i, Wu Yung, and Kung-sun Sheng.\fn{ All bandit chiefs vividly described
in Tales of the Water Margin} The two assistants, for the left and right, were assigned to Lin Ch’ung and others.
The organizational system of the Ko-lao hui comprised first the tu-li (Commanding Director), seconded by a
tsung-li (General Director). The tsung-li resembled the ching-lüeh tsung-chih, managing executive chief (a civil
title), or the ta chao-t’ao great commanding general, and the fu chao-t’ao, deputy commanding general, (titles of
military officers), used near the end of the Ming. Tsung-li was later called yüan-shuai, marshal. In the Ming
dynasty there were only three noble ranks—duke, marquis, and earl. The “five t’ang” (lodges) did not exist in the
early organization of the Hung-men Society; they began with the Wu-tsu (Five Founding Ancestors).
Henceforth, the noble ranks were divided into duke, marquis, earl, viscount, and baron. As time passed, the
organization became more complicated, and the following symbols were used: piao, shou, ho, ho, t’ung, and jen,
I, and li, chih, hsin.\fn{All characters made with a tiger radical, probably signifying awe-inspiring force } A leader could receive
any of these titles. Among the five t’ang, those who established headquarters on a hill-fort or a hall (shan means
the hill-fort, t’ang means ancestral hall) were called cheng-fu lung-t’ou (regular and vice dragon-head). They thus
regarded the tu-li and tsung-li as their rulers and the five t’ang chiefs as generals. (The nine traditional grades
have now become ten grades.) What the Cantonese called the hung-kun (literally red-club) corresponded to lungt’ou (dragon-head), which was also called Lao-ta-ko (Venerable Elder Brother). (Some people think that hung-kun
is hung-ch’i (or red-flag). The five lodges were headed by elder brothers; the second in rank was the sage and
wise man, or adjutant general (ts’an-chiin). Because he took charge of incense burning when an initiation meeting
was held, he was also called hsiang-chu (incense-master). The Cantonese referred to him as pai-hsien (white fan),
i.e., the “Lao-erh”, (Number 2). The third in rank was the hsin-fu (the new adjutant) or hsün-fu t’u-yü-shih
(governor or chief censor). Formerly, there was a fourth rank, in charge of revenue and grain, corresponding to the
function of the financial commissioner. It is said that once the holder of this position violated the law and was
executed; thereafter, the position was abolished. The new adjutant then handled financial matters. The fifth, hungch’i (red-flag), corresponding to a provincial judge or military administrative tao-t’ai (in Cantonese it is called tit’ou, local chief), took charge of military affairs. After the abolition of the fourth rank, an associate red-flag was
instituted. The sixth rank lan-ch’i (blue-flag) resembled the judicial commissioner or intendant of a circuit. This
officer, investigating the internal and external affairs of the members, was called “Lao-liu” (No.6). The seventhgrade holder was also killed for committing a crime. Accordingly, the post was dispensed with, and an associate
Blue-flag was specially installed to perform its duties as an adjunct to No.6. The eighth rank hsun-feng, inspector
(called ts’ao-hsieh, grass sandal, by the Cantonese), spied on all matters. This was called “Lao-pa” (No.8). The
ninth rank, consisting of the greater nine and smaller nine, referred to ordinary members.
When Ming T’ai-tsu came to power, he degraded the Chinese who had received official ranks and emoluments
for meritorious service to the Mongol dynasty, confiscated their wives and maids as official prostitutes and placed
them in brothels called “pleasure-seeking households” (lo-hu) or “training ward” (chiao-fang).\fn{In music, dancing,
etc.} He hated Ch’en Yu-liang, whose remnants refused to surrender to him (i.e., those descendants of a certain
Ko, Ch’en, and others) and he decreed that they should not be regarded as equals of ordinary people. Organizers
of the Hung League intended to abolish such unequal treatment, but they were hindered by the ancestral system of
Ming T’ai-tsu. Nevertheless in ancient times there had been a clear instruction that a criminal’s servants should
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not be punished; and moreover, during recruitment of members those who came forward to join the Hung-men
Society should not be refused. Therefore, an additional rank was created under the ninth rank to accommodate the
lowest class of people, under such names as ta-mo, hsiao-mo, ta-yao, hsiao-yao, ch’i-p’ai and pa-p’ai to
accommodate the lowest members. Among them, anyone who rendered meritorious service to the society could be
promoted to become the tsung yao-mo (chief of the yao-mo) and could enter one of the five lodges from the
bottom. After entering that stage he could open his own lodge.
In ordinary address, the Lung-t’ou (dragon head) was called Lao-ta-ko (Venerable Elder Brother); the five
lodge heads hsiang-chu (incense master) and the hsin-fu (new adjutant) were called Ta-ko (Elder Brother); the
hung-ch’i, lan-ch’i, and the hsun-feng (inspector) were called the Erh-ko (Second Elder Brother); the rest were
addressed as San-ti (Third Younger Brothers).
The Hung-men Society had ten rules and ten corollaries. Violators of these rules were sentenced to death.
Brothers of the first three ranks in violation of the ten rules were expected to commit suicide. If one did not do so,
he would be compelled by the members to take his own life. Hence the so-called proverb:
“When anyone of the first three rank brothers violated the law, he should dig his own grave and jump into it.”
If anyone from the fourth to the sixth ranks infringed the regulations, he would be compelled to commit
suicide by the Lao-ta-ko. As the saying goes:
“When anyone of the middle three rank brothers violated the law, he should pick up a knife and kill himself.”
If anyone of those from the seventh to ninth rank broke the law, the “red-flag” would be ordered to execute
him. The saying is:
“When the brothers in the lower three ranks violated the law, they would not be spared execution by three
swords or five axes.”
Under this system, the purpose of the laws may be considered a salutary one.
*
Each of the chiao sects and the hui societies had branches. Some were established earlier, some later. Other
clandestine associations comprised from several thousand to several tens of thousands. They included the Tsushih chiao (Ancestor-teacher Sect), Lu-pan chiao (Lu-pan or Carpenters Sect),\fn{Lu Pan was supposedly a
contemporary of Confucius and the builder of a wooden kite which flew in the sky for three days. He was worshipped by the carpenters as
their earliest teacher} Wu-ku chiao (The Five Grain Sect), Kuan-yin chiao (The Goddess of Mercy Sect), Pai-pu hui

(The White Cloth Society), Ch’ien-jen hui (The One thousand-men Society), Kuan-ti hui (The God of War
Society), Yüeh-wang hui (Prince Yüeh Fei’s Association),\fn{Ch’en Tu-hsiu, one of the founders of the Chinese Communist
Party, founded this sect in Anhwei Province in 1904. The Yüeh Fei referred to (1103-1141AD) was a national hero and patriot of the Sung
Dynasty} Hung-ch’i tang (The Red-Flag Party), Pai-ch’i tang (The White-Flag Party), Hei-ch’i tang (The Black-

Flag Party), and Wu-tai tang (The Black Ribbon Party). (Here the tang and hui can be used interchangeably.) All
prospered for a while, but they lacked deep and lasting influence.
But all the chiao were essentially patterned after the White Lotus Sect, and all the hui and tang were branches
of the Hung League; they did not all have independent and particular ideas. Other small groups or bodies are
numerous beyond counting. In the movement to persuade them to join the revolution, it was difficult to convince
the chiao to open up, but easy to make connections with the hui; it was easy to wield power in a tang or hui, just
as it was hard to expand influence in a chiao. As for making use of these people, it was easy to control the chiao
members but hard to control secret societies. Moreover, to induce the chiao members to fight to the death for your
cause is easy, but to persuade the hui members to do the same is difficult.
As for the geographical factors, the chiao adherents being close to Peking have poor communications with the
coastal cities. The Hung-men Society members have good communication facilities with the revolutionaries in the
harbor towns, but they are far removed from the capital. At present, the revolutionary party has more contacts
with the Hung League and fewer with the chiao followers. Nevertheless, the day of a reunion between the Sect
and the Hung League should not be far away.
205.103 Forward to Two Years Of The Japan-China Undeclared War: “Forward”\fn{by Hu Han-min (1879-1936)}
P’anyo County, nr. Canton, Guangdong Province, China (M) 1
Whilst the world has not yet fully recovered from the unparalleled destruction of the Great War, the shadows of
a new one are again gathering about the Far East. The first World War was initiated by William II of Germany and
his subordinate militarists, but the second World War, as the present situation indicates, is likely to be brought
about by the insatiable designs of the Japanese general staff and its war-mad adherents.
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Without warning and in defiance of the Covenant of the League of Nations and the Nine-Power Treaty, the
Japanese military invaded Mukden on September 18, 1931 and successively occupied a huge portion of Chinese
territory in Manchuria. Their ruthless actions in the Three Northeastern Provinces reveal an alarming similarity to
the pre-war situation in 1914 when Germany, stamping underfoot all the international treaties which she regarded
as mere scraps of paper, poured an enormous force into Belgium and demanded free passage. As a sequel to the
German invasion of the neutral state which provoked the latter to bravely resist the invading forces, though
threatened with a terrible fate if she refused the German demand, the world was embroiled in a disaster
unprecedented in history. Japan’s present aggressions would likewise meet with the armed resistance of China’s
rising masses, and may subsequently lead to a world conflagration.
Perhaps a large part of the world still thinks that the impending Sino-Japanese war may possibly be averted by
the weak-kneed policy of the Nanking Government. However, we think otherwise. It is the policy of nonresistance of the present government, we believe, that has lent every encouragement to Japanese aggression and
will consequently make the second World War inevitable; for no matter how weak the Nanking Government may
be, the Chinese people are determined to resist to the last. Notwithstanding the fact that they have been enjoying
the distinction of being a peace-loving people, the Chinese masses will be forced to fight a war of self-defense,
the result of which may affect the whole world, in the event of the failure of the other Powers to put a halt to
Japanese imperialism.
At present the Chinese people are still maintaining a dignified calm. This, however, cannot be taken as an
indication of their agreement to Nanking’s timid diplomacy. They have been deliberating and awaiting an
opportune time for an armed struggle to preserve the territorial integrity of the nation, and carefully observing
whether the other Powers are still capable of upholding the dignity of international agreements and good-will. The
Chinese people will never hesitate to resort to forcible measures of redress, when the other Powers have definitely
shown their inability to end the world-wide odium that has fallen to China. Whether the Powers are willing to fall
prey to Japanese militarism, which constitutes a great menace to world peace and order, is a vital question.
In the present volume, Mr. Lee has attempted to present, from the viewpoint of a historical critic, a detailed
account of imperialist Japan’s undeclared war on Chi.na. The narrative is based on a close study of the events and
motives leading to Japan’s military activities in China and a survey of the diplomatic actions of China and the
other Powers toward the Sino-Japanese conflict. Verification of facts is better than plain argument, and upon this
principle, Mr. Lee, though a Chinese journalist, has shown his ability to present facts, and facts only, in an
impartial and unbiased way.
Convinced that his book will be able to expose Japan’s misleading propaganda both in Europe and America, I
have the greatest pleasure in recommending it to the world with the hope that a thorough perusal will enable the
readers to obtain a clear view of Japanese imperialistic machinations in this country, a closer understanding of the
situation that will lead the Chinese people to ultimately adopt forcible means of self-defense, and an immediate
solution to the important question as to whether the Powers are under any obligation to check the disgraceful
violation of international treaties by Japan, so as to prevent the outbreak of the impending world conflict.
207.34 1. My Basic Views 2. A Sketch Of The Post-War World 3. Once Again On The World Situation 4. The
Future Of The Oppressed Nations: Four Essays\fn{by Chen Duxiu (1879-1942)} Anqing, Anhui Province, China (M)
12
1
Revolutionary situations do not arise at any time and any place. It is preposterous to talk of a period of reaction
as if it were one of revolution; i.e., to pretend that the ruling class is on the road to collapse when it is on the road
to stabilization after winning victory; to pretend that the middle classes are beginning to vacillate in their support
for the ruling class when in reality they are vacillating in their support for the revolution, and starting to abandon
its ranks; and to pretend that the revolutionary mood is rising when it has sunk into depression in the wake of a
defeat. We must forget this nonsense about “the poorer people are, the more revolutionary they become”. True, the
law of physics that “every force has a reaction that is equal and opposite to it” can also be applied to society, but
only on condition that the oppressed are sufficiently resilient.
The proletarian masses are not at all times disposed to revolution, especially not in the wake of crushing
defeats or at times of social or economic catastrophe.
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Without the numerical strength to match its social importance and without economic and political organization,
the proletariat is not so very different from other strata of the people. In particular the experience over the last
dozen or so years of bureaucratic rule in Soviet Russia and the experience of the Sino-Japanese War and of the
present imperialist world war should caution us against overestimating the present strength of the proletariat in the
world and lightly predicting the “imminent end of capitalism”. Unless some world-shaking force intervenes, this
world war will under no circumstances mark the end of capitalism and imperialism but will mark instead the
second stage of its development, namely, from a plurality of imperialist states to the beginnings of a simple
opposition between two imperialist blocs.
We should strictly distinguish between the arbitrary “concentration” and “unity” of the petty bourgeoisie and
the voluntary “concentration” and “unity” of the proletariat.
We should strictly distinguish between the empty radicalism of the petit bourgeoisie and the straightforward
determination of the proletariat.
Now is definitely not the day of the final struggle, either in the backward countries or in the advanced
countries of Europe and America. Those who arbitrarily proclaim that the bourgeoisie and the petit bourgeoisie
are no longer in the slightest way progressive and have already absconded lock, stock, and barrel to the camp of
reaction will simply capitulate in confusion when it becomes apparent that the bourgeois classes are still capable
of playing a progressive role.
We must grasp without prejudice the lessons of the last two decades and more of Soviet Russia. We must reevaluate in a spirit of scientific detachment, free from all religious passion, the Bolsheviks’ theories and their
qualities as leaders. It is quite wrong to blame every crime on Stalin, for example in relation to the question of
democracy under the proletarian state.
Democracy is the banner under which in every age, ever since humans first developed political organization,
right down until the withering away of politics (in Greece, in Rome, today, tomorrow), the majority class opposes
the privileges of the minority. “Proletarian democracy” is no empty phrase. Its specific content, like that of
bourgeois democracy, demands for every citizen the freedom to assemble, form associations, speak, publish, and
strike; and above all the freedom to form a party of opposition. Without such freedoms, neither parliament nor
soviet is worth a fig.
Democracy (from a political point of view) and socialism (from an economic point of view) are complements
and not opposites. Democracy is not indissolubly bound to capitalism and the bourgeoisie. If; in opposing the
bourgeoisie and capitalism, the political party of the proletariat opposes democracy as well, then even if so-called
“proletarian revolution” were to break out in a number of countries, without democracy to act as an antitoxin to
bureaucracy, they will be nothing more than Stalin-style bureaucratic states, brutal, corrupt, hypocritical,
fraudulent, rotten, degenerate, and incapable of engendering any form of socialism. There is no such thing as
“proletarian dictatorship” but only dictatorship of the Party, which ends up as dictatorship of the leaders. All
dictatorships are inseparable from brutality, fraudulence, corruption, and bureaucratic politics.
Yes, the present world war is a war for world hegemony between two imperialist blocs. Yes, the so-called “war
for democracy and freedom” is a façade. That does not mean, however, that there is not still a certain measure of
democracy and freedom in Britain and America. In those two countries opposition parties, trade unions, and
strikes are a reality and not a mere promise. Only a lackey of the Nazi fifth column would argue otherwise. It is
even more unthinkable that America would use against the Isolationists\fn{ Those Americans opposed to the United States
playing a central role in world politics, believing instead that American resources could be better spent on solving domestic problems }
methods like those used by the Nazis against the Jews. Hitler’s Nazis are out to rule the world with the same
barbaric and reactionary methods with which they now rule Germany. In other words, they aim by means of a new
and even more terrible Inquisition to impose everywhere one doctrine, one party, and one leader. They will not
permit the slightest dissent, not even the existence of indigenous Nazi or Fascist movements in the countries they
conquer. A Hitlerite victory will mean the stifling of all humankind, it will transform humans everywhere from
thinking people endowed with free consciousness into unthinking mechanical beasts of burden void of free
consciousness; so ever since the start of this world war and in future, too, progressive people of good intent in
every country (including, of course, Germany) should make the destruction of Hitler’s Nazis the general goal of a
common offensive of all peoples; all other battles can only be deemed progressive insofar as they serve that
general end. For once Hitler’s Nazis win,\fn{This was written in 1940} all talk of socialism, democracy, and national
liberation will be meaningless.
In the present imperialist world war, to adopt a defeatist line in the democratic countries, a policy of turning
the imperialist war into a revolutionary civil war, may sound left-wing but in reality it can only speed the Nazis’
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victory. For example, if the British movement were toppled in a revolution by its own people, the British army,
navy, and air force would inevitably split and become enfeebled, and the new revolutionary government would be
in no position to nurture strong forces quickly enough to prevent a Nazi invasion of England. (Some people might
object that “the defeat of one’s own imperialist government is a lesser evil”, in which case the Czechs and the
French are indeed fortunate to be under Nazi occupation!)
If you neglect the time factor, what might under other circumstances be true becomes preposterous. People
rightly observe that the Sino-Japanese War has changed in nature as a result of the imperialist world war, but even
so it would be wrong because of that to propose a defeatist policy in China and to work for the destruction of
[Chiang Kai-shek’s] Chongqing [Chungking] government. Under the conditions of today, such a policy would
only hasten the victory of the AXIS\fn{ Brought into being in September 1940, when Germany, Italy, and Japan signed the
Tripartite Pact}—any other view is an illusion. For the same reason, we don’t propose adopting a defeatist position
in the Soviet Union, even though we have no reason to think that in the matter of human freedom Stalin’s
followers are any better than Hitler’s.
There is no reason to believe that preparing the revolution, i.e., uniting the masses, would be even more
difficult in a state endowed with a certain measure of democracy than under the centralized rule of the Nazis; or
that a Nazi victory would be more useful to the German revolutionary movement than a Nazi defeat. No one can
foresee how long Nazi hegemony will last in Europe. To predict the inevitable collapse of Nazism in the wake of
its victory and to use such a prediction as a justification for helping Hitler win, whatever the cost in human
sacrifice, is a strategy of farce. It is on the same level as Stalin’s policy at the time of the German coup of “letting
Hitler take power”/“he will soon lose power”. In today’s Europe, as in China during the Warring States period
[475-221 BC] and Europe at the start of the modern era,\fn{ c.1740:H} economic development requires unity, and
since there is no revolutionary unity, objective conditions may allow the Nazis to realize their reactionary unity.
But such reactionary unity will not be able to shake off capitalism’s economic constraints on productivity (the
system of private property) in the way that feudal constraints on productivity (serfdom and the guild system) were
shaken off during Europe’s monarchical period; it will lack this progressive function. From a political point of
view, the destruction of democracy and the restoration (for however short a time) of medieval reaction will be a
terrible disaster for humankind and an incalculable loss.
Only in countries inclined toward progress are war and revolution the product of the development of
production and can become in their turn a cause of its further development; in declining countries, war and
revolution weaken production even further, cause the national character and morals to become even more
degenerate, grotesque, corrupt, wasteful, and unjust, and turn the political system into a reactionary military
dictatorship.
Only when two nations are equal in respect of weaponry and military techniques do the number of the armed
forces, the degree of popular support, and the morale of the combatants count decisively toward who wins and
who loses an international war. Even in civil wars the invention in the nineteenth century of new weapons obliged
Engels to take a second look at the value of barricade fighting; the invention of new weapons and techniques in
the twentieth century will reduce even further the possibility of mass risings and barricades, unless splits occur in
the ruling camp.
Colonies or semi-colonies are a sine qua non\fn{Indispensable condition or necessity} of imperialism, as private
ownership of property is of capitalism. It would be illusory to think that the system of private ownership of
property will collapse without the collapse of capitalism, just as it would be illusory to expect the war for national
independence in the colonies to win victory without first linking up with social revolution in the imperialist
countries (the metropolitan states and their enemies). Today, with the Anglo-American and the German
imperialists locked in a struggle to enslave the entire planet, an isolated national [liberation] war, no matter which
class leads it, will either collapse altogether or will simply work a change (possibly for the worse) of master; even
were the oppressed people to acquire a more enlightened master, one prepared to help stimulate political and
economic development, it would work no fundamental change in its original slave status as a colony or semicolony.
2
History does not repeat itself and this present war has already caused huge changes throughout the world, or
laid the basis for such changes. It is pointless to try to depict the future with theories drawn from the past.
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There are only three possible outcomes to this war: neither Britain and America nor Germany and Japan will
prevail, but both sides will talk peace; Britain and America will win; Germany and Japan will win. Least likely is
the first outcome, so there is no need to speculate on it here.
Of the second and third outcomes, which is the more likely? To judge by present conditions, it seems clear that
Germany and Japan have the upper hand. The war has already been going on for more than two years. Having
now acquired the support of the Soviet Union, for the last six months Britain has enjoyed a lull in the war, yet
even with its entire forces it cannot block the advance of the numerically smaller German army in North Africa. It
is hard to see how in the near future Britain can defeat the main German army. If one accepts that Britain’s defeats
in the various battle theaters have been due to the outnumbering of its army and its air force, then within a year or
eighteen months, after the British and Americans have had a chance to expand their arms production, there may
well be a change in the overall situation. But today, although some people are calling for a “wholesale
reorientation of factory production”, to judge by the past and present behavior of government officials—which
was characterized by inertia—and factory owners, who care only about their own interests, it is doubtful whether
Britain and America can succeed in beating Germany and the neighbors under its control in the arms race. And
even if we do assume that at some future date they will be in a position to do so, are we also to assume that for
some mysterious reason Hitler and his partners will simply bide their time and refrain from launching offensives
in that year to eighteen months while Britain and America increase their armaments?
Yes, Germany’s internal crisis surpasses that of Britain and America, but it will only reach explosive
proportions once war-weariness sets in or the German army is defeated. Germany’s only weakness is its lack of
oil. That is why Germany cannot sustain a long war unless it succeeds in capturing the Caucasus or Iran. For that
reason, Germany needs a quick victory. The interest of Britain and America, on the other hand, lies in a protracted
war. The main aim of both sides is to fix the time for action in their favor. So in Germany’s imminent spring
offensive, whether it happens in the Mediterranean or in European Russia, whoever is victorious along the line
between Malta, Gibraltar, the Suez Canal, and Singapore or that between Moscow, the Caucasus, Iran, Iraq, Syria,
and Singapore will have won the key to overall victory in the war. If the Axis powers win, Britain and America
will be incapable of sustaining a protracted war. Throughout the history of warfare, space, numbers, and resources
have never been the main factor in deciding victory.
If Britain and America win and the Axis powers are finished, new oppositions will arise at the peace table or
the international conference to deal with the war’s aftermath. It will not be easy for post-war Britain to clear up
the situation in Europe, North Africa, the Near East, and the Middle East, and for a while its strength will not
stretch to the Far East. The Par East, including Southeast Asia and Australasia, is likely to become an American
sphere of influence. Under such circumstances, the friendship of Soviet Russia will be a prize for which Britain
and America compete; their fate: will hang on the next world war.
If Hitler wins the war, Britain will be finished, and America too will for the time being be forced to withdraw to
safety behind the Atlantic and the Pacific. Even if Hitler does win, his guns will continue to point West, for he
lacks the military might to extend directly into the region to the east of the Urals, Iran, and India. If such a time
comes, then regardless of whether America and Japan hold peace talks, America and Germany will vie for the
friendship of Japan. America will not necessarily continue to fight Japan, so until Hitler subjugates America, he
too is unlikely to risk offending Japan on account of the Far Eastern question and driving his valued ally into the
hands of the Americans, thereby severing the right prong of his two-pronged offensive against America from the
Atlantic and the Pacific. Hitler knows that if, with Britain’s strength in the Far East destroyed, he were to threaten
Japan, there would be the danger of Japan and America cooperating, on condition that America withdraws from
the Far East. In that case, America and Germany’s fate would hang on the next world war.
It is still impossible to say how many more world wars there will be: all we can say is that as long as the cause
of war is not eliminated, wars will inevitably happen, and that if Germany wins, the next war will come more
quickly. Evidently there will be no formal peace talks between America and Germany, yet the actual fighting is
bound to come to a temporary halt. And even though Germany needs a respite from war so that it can set up its
New Order, pluck the fruits of victory, and (even more importantly) build sufficient numbers of warships and
cargo ships capable of crossing the Atlantic, once it had done so, it would then restart the war against America,
probably from South America. Actually, every world war is nothing but a continuation of the previous world war.
We should under no circumstances allow ourselves to be befuddled by high-sounding propaganda about
“perpetual peace”, “national self-determination”, “the equality of nations”, and “the destruction of the capitalist
system”; under no circumstances should we believe that after the war these ideals are likely to be realized.
*
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The European and American project to reform capitalism is nothing new; however, it has resulted in the
imposing emergence of the trusts alongside joint-stock companies and cooperatives; with labor legislation
extended to half the world, in the so-called “socialist state” people have to restore the system of piece work. If
reforming the system is not easy, destroying capitalism is even harder, and certainly not as effortless as some
people imagine. When this war is over, not only Britain and America but also the Axis powers will inevitably try
to reform the capitalist system, to make it more amenable to their rule.
No one should be taken in by Hitler’s denunciations of capitalism, they are simply his private joke. The reform
project of all these states is simply to reduce barriers within each bloc by means of tariff agreements and even of
economic unions, to diminish the role of currency by means of barter, and to nationalize some private firms.
While tariff barriers within each bloc go down, those between the blocs will become intensified; not everything is
barterable, and those goods that can be bartered are still valued in terms of currency, so it is still a sort of
commodity transaction, not a form of division of labor.
Even in the nineteenth century some industries were nationalized; wholesale nationalization, i.e., so-called
state capitalism, seems to be conceivable in theory but not in practice. If the cliques that control the means of
production are not expropriated by revolution, there is no chance of them voluntarily handing over their private
property to the state. Some people imagine that a “supra-class” government will peacefully expropriate private
property, but any such government would itself be expropriated in double-quick time. So the three abovementioned projects for reform are incapable of shaking the fundament of the capitalist system.
Ever since capitalism first arose, its weals and woes have intensified in accordance with the logic of its internal
development. Since reforms are incapable of disturbing its foundations, any measures to control it can only hasten
the decline of the entire society and economy; to imagine that you can draw on its weals and avoid its woes is
wishful thinking, it will get you nowhere. Private property and the commodity system are the basis of capitalism,
and the root source of all capitalism’s evil. The aim of the capitalist system of production is to augment the private
wealth of those who own the productive means by selling its products as commodities, not in any direct way to
satisfy the needs of the whole people. The more the productive forces develop, the more the laws of supply and
demand—productive power and purchasing power—get out of kilter.
The result is a crisis of overproduction, falling prices, factory closures, unemployment, and economic panic.
After a while, the productive forces are restored to strength, and because they might now be even stronger than
before, they lurch toward an even deeper crisis; hence the periodic law of cyclical crises.
Usually there are two ways of coping with overproduction. One is the self-imposed reduction of the volume of
production and even the destruction of products, a foolish and ridiculous method; the other is to conquer colonies,
win markets overseas, and go to war, an insane and terrifying method. Because of the need to peddle surplus
commodities on foreign markets and to stop foreigners invading the domestic market, tariff barriers are inevitably
raised, armaments are increased, preparations are made for war, and in some cases hostilities begin.
This chain of cause and effect inevitably binds present-day state authorities. For since they are incapable of
destroying the capitalist system and instead allow it to lead them by the nose (any other response on their part
would be defeated), this sequence of events is unavoidable—it cannot be changed by any ideology or moral
principle. In an age when a number of strong states across the globe must vie for markets, prepare for war, and go
to war, when they do everything in their power to extend their spheres of influence, when they are packed so
tightly against one another that not a drop of water could trickle down between them, what point is there in talking
about national self-determination or national liberation?
At the end of the last war, [Woodrow] Wilson’s Fourteen Points\fn{Wilson’s Fourteen Points embodied the principles
that he regarded as essential for a just and lasting peace after World War One and his wish for a world government that would prevent
future wars. The Fourteen Points included the right to self-determination, which coincided with the aspirations of China’s nationalist
movement at the time. At the Paris Peace Conference in 1919, Wilson bargained away the Fourteen Points in deals with Lloyd George and
Clemenceau, his wartime allies, who favored a policy of peace-for-revenge, and disappointed the Chinese, thus triggering the events in
China of May 4, 1919. People in China at the time felt that Wilson was a naïve and idealistic scholar, ignorant of real politics, who
deceived even himself} shook the entire planet; the reason they disappeared from the scene was not because [David]
Lloyd George and Georges Clemenceau\fn{The British and French political leaders at the time:H } hoodwinked Wilson but
because Wilson hoodwinked himself; moreover, the deception led France to ruin,\fn{ I.e., France was defeated and
occupied by Germany} and England and America were prevented from taking a strong stand toward Japan. After the

present war, those who flaunt pacifist illusions in the capitalist world will be vanquished in the next war.
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Will imperialist rule remain unchanged after the present wax, no matter who ends up victor? As long as
capitalism exists, imperialism, which is capitalism’s natural product, will surely not reject itself. However, the
actual form of imperialist rule will inevitably change.
Take, for example, the change from nation states to international blocs. Such changes by no means signal the
end of the imperialist system; on the contrary, they show that imperialism is spreading and growing stronger.
From now on, the pre-nineteenth century movement toward nation states will decline in the wake of the spread of
imperialism, and the early twentieth-century opposition between seven or eight imperialist powers will also end.
The Axis powers have belatedly completed the transition from nation state to imperialist state, Japan most
recently of all. The imperialists are vying to grab the markets of the colonial and backward countries before
anyone else gets hold of them. That is the sole reason they are prepared to take such risks, even to the point of
trying to change the old imperialist world order by military means.
This war will leave only two leading nations capable of complete independence and free from all alien
controls, and those two nations—America and Germany or Britain and America—will be locked in opposition to
one another. The peoples of all other countries will be subordinate to one or other of the resulting blocs, either as
allies or as full-scale collaborators. Naturally Japan and Soviet Russia also aspire to lead their own blocs, but their
fate will depend in the last resort on the level of their productive forces.
As for the other colonial and backward countries, the age in which they might have hoped through the national
struggle to form new independent states is already over. Within the blocs, countries can be roughly grouped into
four categories, according to their strengths and weaknesses. The first category consists of relatively prestigious
“allies”, as Japan is for example to Germany and Soviet Russia is to Britain and America. The second consists of
semi-colonies, for example Italy (in relation to Germany) and Holland, Belgium, and France (in relation to Britain
and America); although these countries have their own governments, politically and (even more so) economically
they are all more or less under the control of the leading nations. The third consists of dependent countries like
France and Belgium (in relation to Germany), Denmark and Italy (in relation to Britain), and the Philippines (in
relation to America); although they have their own governments, they are incapable of independent diplomacy.
The fourth consists of the colonies, which lack even their own government and are controlled by governors from
the metropolitan countries. There are none worse off than the colonies, unless it be the indigenous peoples of the
Americas or of Australia.
Though not all the nations and peoples in the two main blocs are alike in status, they have one thing in
common, namely their political and economic systems are to a greater or lesser degree remade on the model of the
leading nations. Systems that are absolutely contrary in character [to those of the leading nations] are
inconceivable: in the German bloc, they are all modeled more or less closely on the Nazi system; in the AngloAmerican bloc, on the democratic system.
And the socialist system? Such a system can only be realized after the victory of the revolution in the leading
countries, only then can socialism influence all the countries of the bloc. The experience of the Russian
Revolution suggests that breaking the weakest link in the chain of world imperialism cannot eventually lead to the
disintegration of imperialism as a whole. As for Soviet Russia today, it is not entitled to be a leading country, not
only because of its low productivity but also because it has long since abandoned socialism.
At the start of this world war, some dreamers imagined that the chance had come for small, weak nations to
achieve their independence. In reality, however, the colonies of Asia traded Anglo-American for Japanese control;
and the colonies of Africa traded British for German and Italian control. Some people even imagined that the war
would speed socialist revolution, but, to their great sorrow, things turned out differently; when they now discover
that even the national struggle is laboring under constraints and that the Nazis are probably about to take over
nearly half the world, they will plunge from their imaginary paradise into the deepest abysses, they will begin to
believe that history is destined to go downhill.
In reality, the history of human progress continues along its usual disinterested track, bound neither for
paradise nor for the abysses of destruction; it bears not the slightest responsibility for the disappointment and
sorrow that results from the destruction of the illusory hopes and joys of these people. Even if, by some tragic
course of events, victory in this war were to go to the Nazis and half the world’s population came under their
domination, though politically this would result in a long period of catastrophic suffocation, it would have the
same economic consequences as an Anglo-American victory. The Nazis would naturally be in no position to
shake off the restraints imposed on productivity by the capitalist system, but a great step forward would be made
within the capitalist system. For example, due to the unification of various currencies, the lowering of customs
barriers, the concentration of resources, and so on, the number of the world’s smaller economic units would be
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gradually reduced, thus removing some of the obstacles that have hitherto prevented economic development, and
society’s productivity would be increased much more rapidly than before the war. Objectively, this process would
increase the material basis for broadening the road toward a socialist world, and is nothing more than capitalism’s
usual practice of creating progress by means of its bloody crimes: only a narrow-minded dogmatist would fail to
see that. Human history is in this sense no different from the planet earth: it continues relentlessly on its path,
whether at noontime or at midnight.
To be serious, genuine national liberation can only be realized in conjunction with socialist revolution in the
imperialist countries. In a capitalist-imperialist world, “national self-determination” and “national liberation” for
the backward countries and the weak nations is an illusion. The national struggle is even more likely to be
restricted in an age like the present, when two rival imperialist camps compete through wars to force the
backward countries and weak nations all over the world into war. Only a dreamer would be startled by such a
comment.
Looked at from the point of view of the progressive unification of the world economy, such constraints on the
national struggle are not necessarily wholly bad. In the absence of revolutionary unity, even counterrevolutionary
unity has a progressive significance, whether on a world scale or within a single country. For example, Wu Peifu’s
unity was better than the separatist warlord regimes, and Liu Xiang’s was better than the age of “protection
areas”.\fn{Liu Xiang (1890-1938) was the most powerful of the Sichuan warlords in the 1920s and 1930s; while he (sporadically) held
supreme power in the province, numerous smaller warlords each occupied and controlled a certain territory and designated it a “protection
area”}

Moreover, to say that the national struggle will probably be to a certain extent restricted does not mean that
nations led hitherto by other people will become as a flock of sheep, incapable of initiative. It simply means that
the national struggle will meet with certain restrictions, the recognition of which is a precondition for effective
action of the following sorts:
(1) To work hard for the democratization of the political system and the development of national industry, in
order to increase the nation’s weight within the bloc to which it belongs. Today is no longer the age of Li
Hongzhang.\fn{Li Honzhang (Li Hung-chang) (1823-1901) was a member of the faction that argued that China would have to achieve
parity in industry and technology with the West if it was to remain independent and united under the monarchy. He and other members of
his faction ran nearly all China’s modern state-owned industries between 1860 and 1895 } One should stop dreaming the pleasant

dream that [China] could become a rich, strong country at a single leap—that it could become an independent
nation state like those achieved in the eighteenth or nineteenth centuries and become a first-class power in the
twentieth century. (2) To create the forces (industry and national organization) necessary for coordinating with the
revolutionary struggle in the leading nations in order to achieve true national liberation and progress. It is wrong
to dream of slamming the door shut, of eliminating imperialist might from a single country by the efforts of a
single people in order to achieve independence for a national bourgeois state. (3) As for the struggle overseas, it
should start out from the point of view of the interests not of nationalism but of democracy, regardless of whether
this struggle is conducted against Axis or non-Axis powers, for the despotisms of Germany, Italy, and Japan,
rampaging across the world hand in hand, have already broken through the last defences of the nations of the
various countries. We are no longer talking about the fate of this or that nation but of the survival of freedom and
democracy throughout the world. If we continue to fight our battles on national grounds, India’s present enemy is
Britain, and China will at some future point be forced once again to wage resistance, this time against America.
(4) We must do all in our power to resist imperialist aggression, which threatens our survival as a nation, but we
should not reject foreign culture. The conservative tendency to reject foreign culture can have only one effect: to
cause one’s own national culture, now stagnating, to decline. True, Chinese culture has its strong points, but taken
too far,\fn{I.e., by exaggerating and one-sidedly promoting the Humanities } it would look down on other branches of culture
and even exclude from the notion of culture those technical-material achievements upon which the people’s
livelihood and national defence depend. As a result, there are people who even go so far as to exclude from the
notion of culture glorious Chinese inventions such as printing and gunpowder, and instead reduce culture to art
and literature. The baleful effect of this misunderstanding of the meaning of culture in the present Sino-Japanese
War has been twofold. On the one hand, it has gratuitously transformed rhymers and scribblers into “people of
culture”. This is scarcely different from Japan’s ironical remark that China is a country of words. On the other
hand, by trying to resist warplanes, artillery, and tanks with the chanting of slogans and the singing of songs, it
continues to promote the old Boxer idea that magic incantations can stop bullets; this is the impasse to which the
lop-sided development of Chinese culture ultimately leads. Zhang Zhidong’s harmful idea about “using Chinese
learning for essentials and Western learning for application” has already held us back for half a century.\fn{ Zhang
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Zhidong (Chang Chih-tung) (1837-1909) was a leading official who favored reform, but warned against changes that would threaten
Confucian culture, a position summed up in the slogan “Chinese values, Western means” } By shouting about “our own culture”

and “Oriental culture”, we will similarly harm future generations of our people. Some may consider that this war
is a war between the imperialists of the Axis and the anti-Axis, with each side out to extend its own power and
influence; it is not a struggle for national liberation; there is no point in small and weak peoples participating in it.
This view is due to a failure to understand that although small and weak peoples cannot achieve their liberation by
relying on imperialist assistance, they cannot resolve problems by their own efforts either. Moreover, at the
present stage in the history of war, “neutrality” has become a thing of the past. If the people of Bunna say, “Better
the devil we know than the angel we don’t know,” we must reply:
“We know of no angels in today’s world, all we know is that the devil you know is ten times worse than the
devil you don’t!\fn{By “the devil you know”, Chen means Japan. Some anti-colonist Burmese leaders of the Dobama Asiaone or
Thakin Party fell for Japan’s “Asia for the Asians” propaganda and assisted the Japanese at the time of their overrunning of Burma in 1942.
They were soon alienated by the behavior of the Japanese occupiers }

If some people in China say, “To help America defeat Japan is like chasing a tiger away from the front door
and letting a wolf in at the back,” we must reply:
“If America wins the war, then we stand a chance of restoring our old semi-colonial status if we work hard to
renew ourselves and stop conniving at corruption. But if the Axis wins the war, we will surely become a colony
from which before long even the puppet government in Nanjing will be expunged!”
Some people may think that what I have written is too low-key: future events will teach them otherwise.
3
Some people say that the international situation as I described it in “A Sketch of the Post-War World”, namely
the possible prospect of a world wholly under imperialist rule, is too pessimistic. It seems to me that in assessing
objective circumstances, important is whether or not you are realistic, not whether or not you are pessimistic. Ever
since the late Nineteenth Century, finance capital has broken through national barriers and the world has been an
imperialist world. That’s exactly what imperialism is about.
This is not something that relates to the future: the only thing that will happen in the future is that today’s
seven or eight imperialist powers will fight each other and consequently be reduced to two imperialist blocs. In
the absence of a great revolution to shake the entire world, this state of affairs will continue and may even become
worse than we have estimated. For should victory in the war go to Hitler, Britain will be finished, [Franklin D.]
Roosevelt will fall to a Hitler of the Americas, and the next world war (between Germany and America) will be
between two Fascist blocs rather than between democracy and Nazism. Then what Roosevelt said will have been
proved right: that democracy and freedom will die out for several hundred years. In that case, the course of human
progress could be plotted as follows.
Pre-Historic Antiquity → Clan democracy
The Ancient World (Greece and Rome) → Democracy of the townspeople → Autocracy of the great landlords,
grand priests, and military leaders.
The Modern World → Bourgeois democracy → The feudal lords and (in the last phase) absolute monarchy.
The Future World → From proletarian democracy onward to democracy of the whole people → Fascist
dictatorship.
According to this chart, Fascism, like other previous systems of dictatorship, would develop universally and
come to constitute an entire historical stage, and democratic systems throughout history have always passed and
will pass through a period of dark dictatorship. If people are content to sit back in their easy chairs and dream
their optimistic dreams and thereby to let Nazism grow, we must be prepared to admit the possibility of such an
age of darkness.
Although there should not be too great a discrepancy between objective evaluations and subjective efforts, they
need not always head in the same direction. For example, even though we may believe that Germany and Japan
are more likely to win the present war, that should not stop us in advance of the outcome from proposing that we
do everything in our power to help Britain and America win; at the same time, our duty to work hard for the
victory of our democratic allies should not lead us to believe that the Axis powers face inevitable defeat. We may
pursue ideals, but we should not pursue completely unrealistic illusions; we should strive to advance ideals that
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are not absolutely unattainable, even though attaining them may still take many years, but we should beware of
consoling ourselves with pipedreams. It is by no means a bad idea, when others set up comforting mirages and
even abandon all vigilance, to paint the bleakest possible picture of events in the real world, in order to remind
oneself of—and rouse others to—the need for even greater efforts. Rather than close one’s eyes to the possibility
of a world where imperialism reigns supreme, it is far better to stare hard at the tragic course of events and to
admit that the danger exists that Fascist imperialist dictatorship might be universally established for an entire
historic period.
So in this present war we should do everything within our subjective might to rout Hitler and his accomplices
and to penalize them with the utmost severity. we should inundate Fascist ideology with a great tide of democracy
and freedom, so that after the war it is incapable of reviving under new guises in the victorious countries and of
diverting the modern history of human progress along another path, in other words, so that we are not forced to
live through an entire period of Fascist dictatorship and instead can pass directly into a world of extensive
democracy. Even if that is beyond the realm of the possible, we must still do everything we can, in the spirit of the
old saying, “To do it even though we know it is impossible,”\fn{ A Confucian saying} to influence the next generation
of young people to continue to fight to end Fascist reaction within the shortest period possible.
That is the only ideal that we can possibly now pursue. To imagine that the present war can be transformed
from an imperialist war into a war to overthrow imperialism everywhere is in all respects illusory. That is why I
have braved the ridicule of old friends and backed the anti-Nazi alliance with Britain and America. Worst of all is
to substitute an optimistic assessment of the objective world for subjective hard work; if before the present war
[prime Minister Neville] Chamberlain, Voroshilov, and Knox\fn{ Marshall Kliment Yefremovich Voroshilov was Defence
Commissar of the Soviet Union before and at the outbreak of World War Two. Colonel Frank Knox became US Secretary of the Navy on
June 19, 1940. Actually, before his appointment Knox was known in the U. S. as an internationalist, an opponent of the Neutrality Act, and
a champion of compulsory universal military conscription } had not chosen to view the enemy through rose-colored

spectacles, as not warranting an attack, and had instead made full military preparations rather than simply talking
big, the war today would be going far better. For today’s enemy is not like the stupid high officials of the
Chancery of the Qing dynasty, who simply capitulated before the foreigners’ braggadocio, nor can he be deceived
by the passing [in Parliament or Congress] of an empty bill for increased armaments or by the revelation of
figures showing a rapid increase in arms production. The age of winning victories through sheer intimidation and
deception is now past!
Litvinov’s speech at a dinner party in the New York Club of Economists on March 16 [1942] was right on several
points:
In my opinion the time factor is an unreliable and treacherous ally for both warring sides. We are on the one hand
engaged in a prolonged war and on the other hand we are preparing military provisions and reserve forces to an extent
surpassing that of the enemy. Yes, we are on the right track in so doing; but such a plan can only serve its purpose if
during the same period the enemy does nothing. You gentlemen know, however, that our enemies are not like that. They
will build on their existing achievements to continue their advance, to continue to occupy territories, to gobble up new
sources of raw materials, to enslave hundreds of millions of people, and even to acquire new allies. These advantages
will inevitably far outstrip the advantages that our side acquires in terms of military preparations during this one-sided
cease-fire. … If we console each other with empty talk about the impossibility of defeat, we will be even further from
victory; this prospect causes us great anxiety.\fn{ Maksim Maksimovich Litvinov (1876-1951) was Soviet Ambassador to the
U.S.A. from November 1941 to August 1943}

This is a salutary if painful antidote to the frivolous optimism of those Americans and their allies who believe
that “final victory will inevitably be ours” and “the Axis powers can only end in defeat”. Let bygones be bygones,
but we cannot afford to let the opportunity slip time and time again. If we wish to achieve final victory, we must
strictly guard against empty optimism. Compare, for instance, the speech delivered at the same New York Club of
Economists by [Viscount] Halifax (identified by British public opinion after the Battle of Dunkirk as one of the
appeasers in the cabinet of Chamberlain) with that of Litvinov. [In the light of such attitudes], we must even more
surely root out [excessively] optimistic opinion, treat it as an enemy, and make doubly sure that we substitute for
it the following theses.
(1) Britain and America should not be suspicious of Russia, but should provide large-scale aid to the Russian
army so that it can hold on to Moscow. They should not (to quote Litvinov) “deploy their best-equipped forces in
places where there is no fighting”. Nor should they believe the nonsense about Russia having already
demonstrated in the course of the war that its forces outstrip those of Britain and America, that it is in a position to
rout Hitler. Least of all should they delude themselves into thinking that the successful defence of Moscow is in
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only Russia’s interests. Higher arms production is vital for an Allied victory, and time is needed to produce arms.
Halifax said optimistically:
“Militarily and industrially, America still has latent potential.”
He forgets that we cannot magically transform that latent power overnight into weapons. Hitler has postponed
his spring offensive until the summer. His target is probably still Moscow. Only if Moscow can be defended for a
year or eighteen months, so that Hitler is unable to switch his forces to the south, will America and Britain have
enough time to increase the level of their arms production above that of their enemies. Otherwise, the fall of
Moscow and the routing of Russia’s crack troops in accordance with Hitler’s plans will enable Hitler to take
advantage of his victory to move his troops south toward the Caucasus, Iran, and Iraq and to join forces with
Japan at Suez in order to blockade the Mediterranean. If by then Britain and America have still not increased their
arms production, the game will be as good as lost!
(2) Arms production cannot be raised by empty words.
There are not at present enough arms factories to match and outstrip the enemy in this regard, nor is there
enough time to build new ones. The only solution is “compulsory reassignment”, i.e., switching other factories as
far as possible to producing armaments. There can be no final victory until our arms production outstrips that of
the enemy.
At this point I fear that some people will object that I am a proponent of the theory that “weapons alone decide
the outcome of war”. Actually, ever since the invention of flint arrowheads, victory or defeat in war has depended
increasingly on arms, to the point where today it is virtually true to say that war is a competition of arms. The
heroic yet tragic defeat of France at Sedan and of Britain at Dunkirk and in Malaya and Singapore proves the truth
of this axiom. Opponents of the theory that “weapons alone decide the outcome of war”\fn{ Evidently a reference to the
Chinese Communists, in their wartime capital of Yan’an } are no less vociferous than others in demanding tanks and planes
of the Americans; they too prove my point.
(3) The experience of the League of Nations shows that both to win victory in a war and to ensure collective
security after it one must organize an international bloc capable of leadership and endowed with an economy and
armed forces that are strong enough [to carry out its decisions]. The passage from the growth of nationalism to
that of a new international collective is not only inevitable but is a prerequisite of human progress, a prerequisite –
we must do all in our power to replace Fascism with a democratic bloc—of the transition to a world federation.
[Jawaharlal) Nehru’s proposal for an Asian bloct\fn{ Nehru’s strong pan-Asian feeling found expression at around this time in
his call for an Eastern Federation, in which India and China would be the senior partners. Nehru had earlier argued that India should play a
crucial role in the Afro-Asian world. Nehru’s attitude toward the war (when he was imprisoned by the British) was that if India were to
participate enthusiastically in the anti-Fascist struggle, it would first have to be granted freedom } without Britain and America

sounds nice, but its only real effect would be to prolong Asia’s backwardness; and like the Burmese theory of
“sooner the devil you know”, it’s a racialist prejudice that can only help boost Japan’s “Greater East Asian CoProsperity Sphere”.\fn{The “Greater East Asian Co-Prosperity Sphere”, an extension of Japan’s anti-Communist “New Order in East
Asia” proclaimed in November 1938, envisaged in 1940-1941 including China, the mandated Pacific islands, all of Southeast Asia, and
even Australia and New Zealand in a self-sufficient economic system free from Western exploitation and under Japanese political
hegemony}

We must dispel such noxious illusions! For to imagine, in a world bent on war, that there might happen a rising
of armed masses independent of the two imperialist blocs is either an illusion or conscious fraud. Nehru’s
proposal for Asian independence does not share the same motive as Subhas [Chandra] Bose’s\fn{ Subhas Chandra
Bose (1897-1945) was a leader of the Indian Congress Party who broke with the majority of the Congress leaders and tried to achieve
India’s independence with the help of Japanese imperialism. He led an Indian national force against the West during World War Two } call

for Indian independence, but its effect will be the same: to give succor to Germany and Japan.
(4) Since we are participating in the anti-Nazi struggle led by the democratic arsenal of America and in an
Allied bloc battling to protect democracy and freedom throughout the world, naturally we must make democracy
and freedom the central thought of our compatriots so that all concentrate on the same militant goal. China’s
economic backwardness, its [undemocratic] tradition, and the war situation we are now in must not prevent us
from creating an ideal system of democracy and freedom. That fact is obvious, but we must at the very least
express the determination to carry on down the road toward democracy and freedom.
We should not be like those people who oppose democracy and freedom root and branch, who denounce
democracy and freedom as cliches, and who say that those of us who favor democracy and freedom are living
anachronists; or who, a little less bluntly, oppose Chinese-style “democracy and freedom” to the basic principle of
democracy that underlies the world’s democratic countries. They share in common the belief that democracy is no
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longer appropriate to the modern state, by which they indisputably mean Germany, Italy, and Japan (with or
without Russia), definitely not Britain and America.
By adopting such an attitude [toward democracy and freedom], will the progressive Chinese in general fail to
understand to what end we make our War of Resistance against Japan a part of the war against Germany, Italy,
and Japan? Will they succeed in dissipating China’s determination to see this war through to the end? Will they
manage to assist our enemies’ sinister and contemptuous denunciation of America for “aiding non-democratic
nations with democratic goods and materials”? And, finally, will they succeed in causing our allies to distrust the
sincerity of our adherence to the democratic alliance?
These are questions that we should deeply ponder. Perhaps some people believe that the only conceivable
future is a Fascist world, and not just for a limited period of time; that democracy and freedom will be dead
forever. This is simply speculation, without any basis in facts or history. It is simply an ideology; it cannot be
designated either as pessimistic or as optimistic.\fn{ This was written on April 19, 1942}
4
The oppressed nations are the product of capitalist imperialism. The oppressed toilers produce commodities for
imperialism; the oppressed peoples of the backward nations buy commodities from the imperialists and produce
raw materials for them. These are capitalist imperialism’s two props.
It is only natural that oppressed peoples should resist oppression by capitalist imperialism even to the point of
going to war against it. There can be no blame in such conduct. Every progressive member of the nation should
support such struggles for national freedom, regardless of who leads them. For even a national liberation struggle
led by the bourgeoisie, even one led by the feudal nobility, is progressive insofar as it strikes a blow at capitalist
imperialism.
But what will be the future of such a struggle if it stays confined within the bounds of a national struggle?
(1) From a national angle, experience suggests that war is not only incapable of making a nation less backward
but will even make it more so. Quite apart from setting back political and academic thought, a protracted war will
lead to a blockading of the economy and to inflation. In the absence of social sanctions, and given the weakness
of our political organization, it is easy for corrupt officials, unscrupulous merchants, and landowners to use the
sheer chance created by national hardships to collect windfalls by engaging in the hoarding and cornering of
goods; and owing to their crimes, our resistance fighters are dying in pools of blood at the front and our common
toiling people starving and suffering in the rear. Should you propose applying more or less unpeaceful methods to
change this state of affairs, people will scream at you that you are exceeding the bounds of national struggle and
sabotaging the national front against the invader. And in fact these methods do exceed the bounds of national
struggle. Yet to let things go on as at present is precisely to deal a fatal blow to the war of national liberation. At
the same time, these awful things cannot be done away with by resorting to propaganda and persuasion or to
decrees issued by the government.
What is to be done?
(2) From an international point of view, today, when the imperialists are competing for colonies and the market
in the backward countries is greatly intensified, according to Gandhi one nation cannot gain freedom by
depending on aid from an [imperialist] power; and he is one hundred per cent right. Yet nor can it without the
assistance of one of the powers free itself from the present oppression of another power. What’s more, some
powers will come to your assistance whether or not you depend on them to do so; that too is an incontrovertible
fact. At this point Nehru has no way out. Perhaps there is a slight difference between him and Gandhi, in the sense
that he is not suggesting that American aid be rejected. Should America enter India, we know that its stance on the
colonies is better than that not only of the Axis powers but even of Britain; the Philippines are a case in point,
although they cannot be considered an independent nation-state. For the Indians to exchange British for Japanese
rule on the grounds of national independence would be an even greater disaster. However much Gandhi and
Nehru stress in their propaganda that the age when Indians will acquiesce in foreign oppression has now passed,
they must know in their heart of hearts that they cannot simultaneously expel the British and repulse Japan and
Germany. The outcome would simply be to languish under the rule of a new master and to [have to] continue with
the campaign of civil disobedience.
Well, what is to be done?
*
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In my opinion, therefore, in the present world of capitalist imperialism, no small or weak nation is in a position
to close itself off or to rely on its own national resources to expel all imperialist invaders in order to realize an
independence of this sort. The only real way forward is to unite with the oppressed toilers and the oppressed and
backward peoples of the entire world to overthrow imperialism everywhere, and in so doing to replace the old
world of international capitalist commodity exchange with a new world of international socialism based on a
division of labor and mutual aid. When that happens, the national question will solve itself.
There are two conceivable objections to such an opinion. Some may ask how a backward nation can speak of
socialism, and how it can unite with the toilers of other nations and with small or weak nations; others, whether
socialism implies national liberation.
Those who raise the first objection are blinkered by the old nationalist viewpoint. They are unable to see the
future trend toward ever-greater internationalization. It is, of course, self-evident that the backward countries
themselves, given their economic state, are in no position to speak of socialism, or even of capitalist development.
Today the backward countries, whether out to develop capitalism or socialism, can do so only in reliance on the
advanced countries. Only an obsessive nationalist would believe otherwise. Over the last hundred years,
capitalism’s colonial policy has already breached the Great Wall that surrounded backward nations everywhere.
After this war, the form of imperialist rule will in all cases change from a policy of colonialism to one of an even
more concentrated and organic international bloc. Talks about the so-called Atlantic Charter, Pacific
Charter,\fn{The Atlantic Charter was drawn up by Franklin D. Roosevelt and Winston Churchill in August 1941 as a joint statement of
principles for which to fight the war and on which to base the peace; it was a first step toward founding the United Nations. The Pacific
Charter was either a projected Pacific version of the same thing, thought up in Chongqing or Washington, or Chen’s rhetorical invention }

and the like mark the start of that process toward a reconstitution into blocs.
If, after the defeat of the Nazis, Germany were to emerge as a socialist state leading an international bloc, some
advanced countries would before long fuse with the backward countries in a socialist federation. Even in an
international bloc led by capitalist imperialist countries into which backward countries are absorbed and where
they are forced to cooperate in every respect with the leading countries—even under that sort of unequal
cooperation, the working people of the backward countries and the leading countries would get the chance to
unite with one another, leading to a huge concentration of the oppressed, a force brought into being by the
imperialist robbers that will lead eventually to their own downfall. No nationalist hero will be capable of holding
up this new trend toward the formation of international blocs.
As for the oppressed peoples, only if they know how best to accommodate to this new trend will they have a
future.
Those who raise the second sort of objection have been befuddled by the theories of the Second
International. \fn{The Second International (1889-1914), though never a uniform, centralized organization like the Third, was
dominated by the figure of Karl Kautsky, who transformed Social Democracy into a movement of reform on which revolutionary slogans
were mere ornaments. At first the Second International opposed militarism and espoused internationalism, but when war came in 1914,
most socialist parties obeyed the call of the motherland; the Second International collapsed, and Lenin decided that the time had come to
found the Third} The project of the Second International is to pursue a reform campaign within the confines of

bourgeois rule; being one of the props of imperialism, it has paid no attention to the question of the liberation of
the oppressed nations. A true socialist movement wishes to overthrow international capitalist imperialism root and
branch. That is why, ever since the First International, “the liberation of the oppressed toiling peoples” and “the
liberation of the oppressed nations” have been the two banners of this movement.\fn{ “The problem of the liberation of
the oppressed nations” was raised by Lenin and the Third International. Marx’ slogan was “Workers of all countries, unite!” Lenin’s was
“Workers of all countries and oppressed nations of the world, unite!” }

Once socialist revolution succeeds, as long as it does not change color in mid path it will be unable to coexist
for long with the system of commodity and money. When such a. time arrives, will there still be oppressed
peoples? This is not just a theory, but was the actual experience of Russia’s October Revolution. The October
Revolution was the achievement of the overwhelming majority of the Russian people united under the three great
banners of the Communist Party: “liberate the toilers”, “liberate the peasants”, and “liberate small nations”. After
the victory of the revolution, each of these three slogans was realized: they were not just dud cheques issued by
the Russian Communists. What’s more, the voluntary abolition was proclaimed of all unequal treaties forced on
other countries during the Tsarist period. One by one the Communists announced the relinquishment in oppressed
countries of Tsarist privileges such as settlements and consular jurisdiction.\fn{ I.e., of extraterritoriality. On July 25,1919,
the Soviet Government in Russia declared the abolition of the unequal treaties signed between Tsarist Russia and China and the privileges
enjoyed by Russia in China (though in practice it hung on for a while to some of them) }

1143

As a result, working people and oppressed nations throughout the world came to see Moscow as a beacon for
the oppressed peoples of the world, and as the general headquarters of the world revolutionary movement. If some
people, on the basis of recent Soviet policies toward the Sino-Japanese War and, at the start of the conflict, toward
Poland and Hitler, are skeptical about the attitude of socialist countries to the liberation struggle of oppressed
peoples, that’s because they are confused! There is a world of difference between the Soviet Union of the early
days, which we support and others defame, and that of the latter period, which they flatter and we deplore. The
Soviet Union of the early period stood on the side of world revolution; of the latter period, on that of Russian
national interest. Since then, the Soviet leaders, in view of the setback of the revolution in Western Europe, have
turned their coats when midway toward their goal and switched their main focus from world revolution to
defending Russia’s national interest; as a result, perceptive people everywhere have gradually become skeptical
and finally disillusioned, so that by now, although people in their heart of hearts still cherish some measure of
hope for the Soviet Union, in reality they have no choice but to admit that it is simply one among the world
powers.
Anyone who continues to insist that the Soviet Union is a socialist country can only do so by perverting the
very meaning of socialism! Were Russia today still abiding by its old position of international socialism, then
once war broke out between China and Japan, it would have supported China with all its might, i.e., not like
Britain and America, who back China in a detached sort of way, but as if the responsibility for leading China’s
resistance against Japan were Russia’s own, by committing troops to take part in the war, by living or dying
together with the Chinese people. This would be the only truly internationalist standpoint; no other standpoint
would befit a truly leading nation!
Had that happened, Japan would have found it harder to occupy Shanghai and Nanjing. If Moscow had
stopped appeasing Japan at the very start of the Sino-Japanese War or, at the very least, after the outbreak of
clashes between the Red Army and the Japanese-backed Chinese army at Zhanggufeng,\fn{ In late July and early
August 1938, Japanese troops provoked Soviet troops at Zhanggufeng on the border between China, Korea, and the Soviet Union. The
Japanese were defeated, and sued for peace. On August 11, in Moscow, both sides agreed that a mixed commission of two Soviets and two
representatives of Japan and the Japanese puppet regime of “Manchukuo” would investigate and settle the border question in the region.
The Zhanggufeng Incident at first gave heart to some Chinese, who thought that a Soviet-Japanese War would break out and enable China
to go onto the counter-offensive against Japan } Wuhan would not have fallen. And had China and Russia continued to

resist shoulder to shoulder to this day, Japan would have been in no position to rampage through Southeast Asia
and to devastate a whole number of small, weak nations such as the Philippines, Malaya, Java, and Burma!
When the Nazis invaded Poland, if the Soviet Union had still stood on an international socialist position it
would not have compromised with Hitler and would not have described the role of representative democracy and
the great cause of leading all oppressed and invaded nations to fight against the Fascist offensive as pulling the
chestnuts from the fire for someone else, and it would have been even less likely to gang up with the Fascists to
divide Poland! At that time, the British, French, and Belgian allied army had not yet disintegrated, and Hitler had
not yet convinced himself that he was capable of simultaneously winning victory on the Eastern and the Western
fronts. Only after the defeat of isolated Poland and the absence of any further problems in the Eastern battle
theater did Hitler have the strength to rout the British, French, and Belgians and to vanquish a host of small
nations such as Norway, Holland, Denmark, Yugoslavia, and Greece.
These historical stories alone, which show how the different positions taken by Russia in its earlier and later
days brought different results, are quite enough for us to understand the relationship between international
socialism and the oppressed nations.
Given that, in European terms, Russia is itself after all a relatively backward nation, what will be the outcome
of its whole policy on the national problem?
In order to protect itself, Russia substituted a policy of compromising with Fascism for one of attacking it; as a
result, the war in Russia began not when Hitler was isolated in Europe but after Hitler had routed the European
nations. Hitler has occupied not only half of Poland and the three Baltic countries, which had been offered to
Russia as the price of Russian compromise with Fascism, but also most of European Russia. But for the help of
Britain and America, even Moscow might by now have fallen.
In the interests of its own security, Russia has all along avoided going to war against Japan, so that even the
Chinese Communist Party has been accused of “roving around without fighting”.\fn{ This is a pun, directed by the
Kuomintang against the Communists, on youji (guerrilla warfare), literally “to rove and attack” } The result is, despite Russia’s
standby attitude, that Japan will still help Hitler attack Russia tomorrow, thus plunging the Russian people into a
state of great insecurity. When that time comes, Russia will miss the support of China, having sat back and
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watched while Japan crippled China. So any backward nation that confines its policy entirely to one of the pursuit
of national interest will inevitably become isolated and bereft of any future, for a national policy is in reality a
policy of isolation. This goes for Soviet Russia too.
73.67 On The Road To Thistle Gate\fn{by Cheng Danlu (1879-1943)} Suzchou, Jiangsu Province, China (M) 6
A caravan of four or five mule wagons hurrying along on the road to Thistle Gate had just reached a desolate
stretch. The round red sun was disappearing into the bowels of the western hills, where darkening woods
dominated the landscape. The trees were lined up on either side of the travelers, as if to greet them and send them
on their way. In the last wagon sat a young student, impatiently asking his driver whether they would reach the
station on time.
“We won’t make it,” the mule driver said after looking down the road a piece.
“What are we to do, then?” The student was full of anxiety.
“No problem about that,” said the driver. “If we don’t get there, we can spend the night in a village. There are
four wagons ahead of us. If they stop, then we stop; if they want to rest for the night, then we’ll rest for the night.
With so many people along, what have we got to be afraid of?”
“When will we be getting to Thistle County, then?”
“Another ten miles or so, you’ll be able to see the marketplace. You can count on getting to Thistle Town safe
and sound sometime tomorrow morning.”
“How is it that we still have that far to go?” mumbled the student to himself. “By my calculations, we
should’ve gotten there today at the latest. God in heaven, you’ve got to make it possible for my father and me to
see each other again.”
Just then they heard a jangling of bells, followed by a whoosh. An arrow shot out from among the trees, spun
about, and dropped to the ground. All the drivers, having seen this before, knew that highwaymen were about to
arrive. They simply followed the long-standing procedure and one after the other, jumped down to hide themselves behind their vehicles. Then came the roar of hoofbeats as four horses, each with a strapping rider, flashed
to the scene like the wind, galloping around the now immobile caravan. The occupants of the first three wagons
were experienced traders who knew what to do. Hearing the bells, they immediately scrambled down from their
seats, then stood respectfully to the left of the shafts, making not a sound. The valuable cargo in the wagons was
under the care of a professional armed escort. The man was not really blessed with earthshaking martial prowess;
the firm he worked for simply had an “exchange agreement” with the chief of the brigands. When the escort
encountered them, he’d simply flash them a secret signal, and they would not proceed with the robbery. Whenever
these highwaymen happened to pass by the firm and be short of travel expenses, the firm would play host and
provide them proper hospitality, including bountiful banquets. At their departure, they would receive money for
the road.
Let us not digress, however, but get back to the mounted robbers. As they were galloping about, the escort was
already passing them the signal, so that the three front wagons were left untouched. In the fourth wagon sat a
middle-aged man who had never before ventured far from home. Because of his total inexperience, he did not
alight from his vehicle beforehand. Only when the robbers were upon them did he think of doing so. He had been
sitting shoeless, his legs folded. As he was getting out of his seat, he reached down with one hand to fetch his
shoes, an action that violated a rule of the road. In less time than it takes to tell it, a shot rang out and he tumbled
backwards; for upon seeing him reach down, one of the robbers fired first, assuming that the man was grabbing
for a pistol. The bullet entered the man’s chest and was immediately fatal. After this regrettable happening, his
money and possessions were taken.
*
Now, the one occupying the fifth wagon was the aforementioned student; he could only tremble in fear, with
no idea of what to do. The robbers seized him, tied his hands behind his back, and put a kerchief over his eyes.
Thus restrained, the student could only let his captors do with him as they wished. They lifted him up onto a
mount, and he became a veritable blind man on a sight;ess horse, oblivious of his destination. The crunching of
fallen leaves as the hooves trampled them suggested to him that they were entering the forest. The group went on
for an hour or so before the galloping stopped. Someone took him down from the saddle, then led him inside an
entrance so low he felt he would bump his forehead if he walked standing straight up. Someone told him to duck,
and he lowered his head as they started on a long, winding path. Only when he was told to do so did he dare
straighten up. They went on another ten paces or so before someone shouted:
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“Stop!”
Still blindfolded, he was anxious and depressed. He did not know where he was and thought he must be in the
lair of fierce oudaws, where prospects for a happy outcome would be extremely_slim. Who would have guessed
how completely wrong he was? The melodious sounds of female voices flooded his ears.
“Hey, look!” someone said. “This young man’s not at all bad looking. Our mistress may be impressed when
she sees this one.” Said another,
“Our mistress has unforgiving standards. We can’t count the attractive men she’s already looked over. Not a
one has managed to catch her eye. I’m afraid Rolling Dragon and Climbing Tiger have again put out a lot of effort
for nothing.”
All the talk about “our mistress” made the student fear he’d been taken to some perverse nunnery where he’d
be a pawn in such sexual shenanigans as described in the story Jade Dragonfly. The thought made him shudder
even though it was not cold. As he stood there quite unable to control his trembling, he heard someone near him
whisper:
“Hush! The mistress is coming!”
Instantly, everyone fell silent. The only sound was the clip-clop of leather soles approaching them from an
adjoining room. No question, it had to be the mistress.
Ooh! How utterly amazing! The place turned out to be neither robber’s lair nor nunnery. Rather, it was a threeroom suite with extraordinarily sparkling adornments. Oil lamps hung from the ceiling, sending forth light in all
directions. Under their glow, the smile of the beautiful woman there appeared even more fresh and alluring. Her
eyebrows seemed to bend down like willow branches in the spring. She looked older than eighteen but just a bit
younger than twenty. She was dressed like one of those fashionable models on a calendar, with a form-fitting
embroidered jacket, a short skirt, and long silk stockings. She leaned back on the sofa with her legs crossed to one
side; her patent-leather high-heels sparkled in the lamplight. At her side were four maids-in-waiting, each different in size and shape, all uncommonly attractive. How, oh how, had he gotten into someone’s boudoir? By now, of
course, the kerchief over the student’s eyes had been removed. He looked around without seeing signs of the
highwaymen who had abducted him. He saw only the people and objects described above. How could he stop
from marveling?
“Why aren’t you on your knees before the mistress?” one of the maids shouted at him. “Don’t just stand there
craning your neck at everything!” Only then did the student realize that the beautiful woman was not just the head
of the household but the chief of the robbers. He immediately knelt down.
“Ma’am, I beg you to take pity on my misfortune, and, out of respect for Heaven’s sustenance of all life,
release me to rejoin my loved ones,” he said, as tears rolled down his cheeks.
The beautiful woman snickered.
“This boy has a way with words. More than likely, he’s from an educated family.” She ordered the maids to
help him to his feet and untie his hands. Indicating a chair, she told him to sit down. Then she directed her
bewitching eyes on his face until he lowered his head in embarrassment.
“From your accent, you must be from the south,” she said. “What’s your name? What made you rush all the
way here? Are you trying to get into the government bureaucracy? Rather than that, you might as well aspire to be
a robber, because our standards are much higher than those for officials.”
The student bowed down to her.
“I’m a native of Shanyin in Zhejiang. My family name is Xu. I am called Gongmei. All along, I have been
studying in Nanjing. It’s not because I want to be an official that I was headed to Thistle County. It’s because my
father is an administrative official there—”
“So your dad’s an official,” the woman interrupted, before he could finish. “Why does he bother with a job that
brings about so much evil? Better he be a robber, so he could do some good and bolster his karma for his next
life.” She flashed him a look and a smile as she spoke, revealing her straight white teeth. Gongmei was too
frightened to respond. Just then, a young manservant came in to ask that the mistress attend to some business
outside.
“Take good care of Mr. Xu,” the woman told the maids as she departed.
That casual order was taken very seriously. The maids brought tea and snacks and attended to the student’s
every need. They also whispered back and forth about how truly fortunate Mr. Xu was to have caught the
mistress’s eye. To become consort in that place would be even more glorious than to be named the top scholar at
the national examinations! For his part, Gongmei could only knit his eyebrows, unable to tell anyone of all that
troubled him. He did privately ask one of the maids the mistress’ name and how a fine woman like her came to
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her present circumstances. The maid shot him a look of disgust.
“So you think what we do is low-class? Actually, there’s no occupation that’s superior. At the very least, it’s
much better than working for the government, like your father! As for my mistress’s name, I shan’t reveal it to
you just now. In a while, when she gets back in here and decides she really does like you, she’ll be telling you
herself. I needn’t tell you now.”
“The mistress is no pushover,” another maid advised him. “Those who do as she wishes will live; anyone who
opposes her will die. She considers all that she’s put together here sacred. In a while, when she finishes her
business and comes back to talk with you, you’ll have to go along with how she feels. Tell her that every other
occupation in the world is inferior to hers. If what you say pleases her, it’ll be your great good fortune.”
Even as they were speaking, the beautiful woman reentered the room, having settled whatever had caused the
interruption. She was all smiles as she spoke to Gongmei.
“Let me tell you, no business is more fairly disposed of than mine. A while ago, one of my men killed a
traveler. This violated one of our laws. We take money and goods from those who pass our way, but the first law
is not to take lives. An exception is made only when someone opens fire on us in opposition. Then we won’t
hesitate to shoot him dead. Even though this particular killing was not so much intentional as it was the result of a
misunderstanding, the person involved is nevertheless partially culpable. This very night, I’ve sent someone to
detain Climbing Tiger on White Cloud Mountain. A number of our people spoke up on his behalf. But I adhered to
principle and acted according to the letter of the law, which does not allow for personal sentiments. You should
know, Mr. Xu, that laws among outlaws are especially sacred and inviolable. We are not like those corrupt
officials in the world who either break or manipulate laws for gain. Does your dad do anything like that, Mr. Xu?
You ought to be able to say.”
At the the mention of his father, Gongmei could not help breaking into loud sobs.
“Why are you crying like that?” the woman hastened to ask.
It was then that Gongmei tearfully related the details of why he had embarked on his long journey, a journey
that put him on that road to Thistle Gate.
*
Xu Jinglian had been the magistrate of Thistle County for a good number of years. A Provincial Graduate, he
had labored in government circles without giving up his intellectual pursuits. The people under him benefited
from his administration; they all agreed that he was an honest official. Habitually inclined toward kindliness, it
was all but inevitable that he be more of a bookworm than an astute administrator. Then again, it was the warlord
period, a time when those in charge of the military regularly sent out official directives to the magistrate’s yamen
\fn{Seat of justice.} to “borrow” pay or provisions for their troops. Fawning, obsequious officials would take the
directives as opportunities to squeeze the fat out of the hides of the common people. The greater part of what they
collected went to the warlords, while they padded their own pockets from the small amounts left over.
Jinglian alone appeared to be poisoned by ethical concepts. He would rather oppose the warlords than harm
those in his charge. Never mind that directives for provisions fell on him like snowflakes. He would only respond
with words of conscience that were out of step with the times:
“The people are destitute. How can I demand anything from them? The storehouses are empty as well. To borrow goods from them is even less possible. I only inform you, therefore, that I can supply nothing on your list.”
How can an answer like this not provoke the ire of those warlords above him? One of them, the powerful
General Zang, pounded his desk at Xu Jinglian during an audience:
“Because you did nothing about the provisions, you have failed our troops,” he shouted. “What do you think
your punishment should be?”
Jinglian did not flinch.
“My responsibility is to the people,” he replied. “I do not deal with military matters.”
This made General Zang furious.
“You don’t think I can ‘deal’ with you, then?” he shouted.
Immediately, he summoned his guards, who clapped chains on Jinglian and hauled him off to prison that very
day. Then he passed Jinglian’s seal of office to a military officer. Eager to follow his superior’s wishes, the latter
trumped up every imaginable charge. He accused Jinglian of overspending five thousand dollars of public funds
and proposed that he be prosecuted for repayment in order to replenish the public coffers. Alas for Jinglian!
Overwhelmed by his incarceration and with nowhere to turn for help, he was certain that death awaited him. His
wife wept her heart out as she wrote a letter to inform their son Gongmei, telling him to hurry to Thistle Gate and
see about saving his father.
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A student in Nanjing at the time, Gongmei was overcome by the news and nearly fainted away. But the matter
required immediate attention. He dared not dally before setting out. Hurrying to the Hankou Station in the eastern
sector of the city, he boarded an express train for Tong County. There he hired a mule wagon bound for Thistle
Gate, never expecting to be waylaid that very evening. His own life, he allowed, was not worth much. How, on
the other hand, could he not weep at the prospect of never again seeing his father?
The foregoing was related in Gongmei’s words. The account was in fits and starts, interrupted here and there
by sobs. It should have been divided into little sections, each separated by ellipses to indicate teardrops. That
would only be appropriate, given the lachrymose style of the narration. Your author, however, has decided for the
sake of convenience to write down everything in the conventional manner, to delete all those little dots, which
would have taken up too much space on the page. The beautiful woman silently mulled over all that had been said
to her.
“What, in your opinion, ought to be done now?” she coolly inquired of Gongmei.
“Ever since I received the news, I have been in a dither,” he answered. “I just want to grow wings and fly
straightaway to Thistle Gate. I hope the mistress will take pity and let me go, so that I can be reunited with my
loved ones.”
“Xu Gongmei, you can just forget about that!” the woman said coldly, her expression growing stern. “You can
come to this place, but you will never be allowed to leave it. We won’t be mistreating you here.”
“But my father is imprisoned. He might not survive another day,” Gongmei said as he began weeping once
more. “How can I just stay put here?”
The woman guffawed.
“You seem to be a person with ability. You ought to act like a grown man. Why wallow in such naïvete? When
your dad wanted to become an official, he also chose to bring this kind of trouble down on his own head. Even if
you hurried through the night to Thistle Gate, you’d be getting there empty-handed. Without the five thousand
dollars to pay the authorities, you’d never get him out of prison. We now live in a modern world, where everyone
has equal rights. If your dad’s done something wrong, you can always raise an army to try and rescue him. If
you’re not going to do that, you’d actually be doing him a favor staying here. Visiting him would bring on nothing
but frustration. Leave him alone in that prison there. You can be an outlaw here. If you’re not up to robbing
anyone, I won’t ask you to. All you have to do is keep me company in this place. Wouldn’t that suit you just
fine?”
Gongmei became desperate.
“Why be someone’s son when you won’t even try to help when he’s in trouble?” he said. “All my years of
study have just taught me to sacrifice myself for my father. I know nothing about raising any army to rescue him.”
“The phrase ‘to rescue’ as applied to one’s father is an invention of you proponents of new learning. How can
you be studying for so long without comprehending the new schools of thought?” The woman was chuckling
again.
“In my heart, I only follow the old morality,” said Gongmei seriously. “I don’t recognize any ‘new schools of
thought.’”
This appeared to anger the woman.
“How can you be such an ingrate?” she said. “You live if you follow what I say. Otherwise, you die!”
By this time, Gongmei had already made up his mind not to be concerned about his own life. Death would
release his soul, to fly freely to join his imprisoned father. How much better that would be than to be detained
here, to suffer the sneers of this female brigand! He therefore responded with great resolve.
“If the mistress wants to release me, then please do so. Otherwise, just shoot me dead. Not on your life will I
agree to remain here as your companion!”
The woman lifted her willow eyebrows. Her almond eyes were opened wide. In an instant, a gleaming blade
was in her hand. Gongmei trembled but shut his eyes tight and stretched out his neck to receive the blow. Her
angry words filled his ears:
“Xu Gongmei! Say ‘No!’ three times to my face if you dare. By the third ‘No!’ I will be cutting you in two!”
Gongmei was indeed hoping for a quick death. So, standing before the woman with his eyes shut and his head
held high, he shouted out “No! No! No!” After the third “No!” he crumpled to the floor. But even though he was
down, he was not cut.
*
The powerful general Zang Jing had slept well. He was just about to rouse himself when he saw the cold gleam
of a dagger stuck into his pillow; The shock he suffered could not be exaggerated.
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“Oh no! Oh no!” he blurted out as he pushed at the concubine lying by his side. “Someone’s been here to
assassinate me!”
Still sleepy, the concubine rubbed her eyes, then also caught sight of the half-buried blade. Her hand went
quickly to her powdered neck but felt no puncture hole. Only then did she cry out in tearful hysteria:
“Somebody come catch the assassin!”
The general managed to take some control of the situation and ordered the concubine to quiet down. Then the
maidservants, hearing the weepy commotion, came together to rap on the door and ask what the matter was.
“Nothing,” General Zang told them. “Your mistress had a nightmare, nothing more. Everything’s fine now.”
Thus assured, the servants returned to their quarters.
Inside the room, the general and his concubine scrambled out of bed and looked everywhere. They found nary
a trace of forced entry; nothing was missing. The windows remained bolted up, with the exception of two shutters
on the one facing west, the bronze lock to which was left open. The intruder must have entered and exited from
there. The ability of the person to travel on rooftops and over walls was indeed frightening. They then removed
the dagger from where it was stuck three inches deep into the lacquered wooden pillow. What if it had been into
someone’s head or neck, instead? The act was clearly a warning, but about what? As General Zang was putting
the dagger down, the concubine’s eyes fell on something red sticking out from beneath the pillow. She pulled it
out and saw that it was a visitor’s card. Not knowing how to read, she handed it to the general. As he looked it
over, Zang Jing’s tongue stuck out an inch and a half from his mouth and remained that way for a full half-minute.
What could have been on the card? Merely a little jingle in four-syllable lines:
Zang, be not slow:
Let the man go.
My cold blade but
Your pillow cut.
Unless you heed,
Your neck will bleed.
My crystal sight,
You ought not slight.

Strange as it seemed, General Zang the almighty—a man who could say no to the president himself, who
would dismiss an order from the commander-in-chief with a wave of his hand—was utterly overcome by a tiny
card with those thirty-two syllables. Straightaway, he issued an order to set the prisoner Xu Jinglian free. He even
took the time to proffer his personal good wishes, along with copious words of apology.
Having thus escaped death, Jinglian returned home to his wife. The couple hugged each other and wept with
joy. Both had been certain that Zang Jing was a monster who would send anyone to his death without batting an
eye. How in the world could Jinglian have emerged unscathed after falling into his clutches?
“Is it possible that Commander Mo did not agree with him, thinking that he acted too harshly?” said his wife.
“Not a chance,” said Jinglian. “The commander’s a man of limited ability. The general wouldn’t give him the
time of day.”
“Then perhaps the governor did not approve of what he did, taking it as an abuse of power.”
“That’s even less likely,” said Jinglian. “The governor’s the general’s lackey. Anything the general wants, the
governor would never dare object to.”
As they were thus deliberating, a red card suddenly fluttered down into the garden. Greatly startled, Jinglian
hurried over to retrieve it. The two of them read it together, shoulder to shoulder. The ink on it was hardly dry.
This is what it said:
The one who has rescued you is none other than your son. Since the vicissitudes of officialdom are so unpredictable,
you need to make plans to return home. Tomorrow, father and son can rendezvous at the Prosperity Hotel ten miles
from Thistle Gate. Everything will be made clear to you at that time.

The extraordinary missive seemed really to have come down from heaven. No one was in the garden at the
time; they heard no sound from the rooftop. How could the couple have any idea who the sender might have
been? After his recent sufferings, Jinglian had quietly lost all taste for officialdom. Fortunately, his possessions
were few. So were his servants. He could therefore pack up quickly for his journey home. The very next morning,
he rented several mule wagons. Amid the clopping of hooves and the rumbling of wheels, they, too, became
travelers on the road out of Thistle Gate.
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A dozen miles beyond the city, they stopped for the evening at the Prosperity Hotel. Even before Jinglian and
his wife alighted from their mule wagon, they saw their son Gongmei waiting for them at the entrance. The
reunion was all the more joyous because it had seemed so impossible. They entered their room to talk privately,
filling each other in on the details of their separation. They laughed and they cried, as their encounter was filled
with the joy and sorrow which trigger both laughter and tears. They talked together for perhaps two hours.
*
Your author, however, will not expend the ink to repeat what has already been elaborated on. He’ll simply
proceed to tell about Gongmei, who had fallen to the floor and who had not known the length of time he had
remained in his comatose state. When he came to and opened his eyes, he found himself in a room that was
furnished with great care, with no hint of dust anywhere. Next to his bed sat a maid-servant with dangling curls.
As she stared at him, she could not stop from chuckling. Noticing that the morning sun was filling half the window as he scrambled quickly to his feet, Gongmei muttered in great surprise:
“How strange! How very strange! Haven’t I been killed?”
The maidservant could not suppress a guffaw.
“Our mistress would never be willing to let you die. She even had the idea of rescuing your whole family.
Having gotten your father out of prison, she’s now making it possible for all of you to have a reunion.”
“If she meant to do all that,” asked Gongmei, “why did she brandish her sword and threaten to kill me?”
“She was just toying with you. She never had any intention of taking your life,” said the maid. “While you
were keeping your eyes shut, waiting to die, she waved a drug-soaked cloth under your nose. That’s what knocked
you out and made you fall to the floor. She then had someone help you into this room. While you were still
unconscious, she changed into a peasant costume and did everything to free your father from prison.”
“Why did she knock me out beforehand, if she’d intended to do the right thing for my father?” Gongmei
wanted to know.
“That was also part of the plan,” said the maid. “She wanted you to be surprised when you came to, so as to
recognize her true feelings for you. The entire conversation with you last night was a test, to see whether you were
truly intent on saving your father. After watching you fall down, she sighed again and again. ‘Only a man like this
is worth caring about,’ she was saying. ‘If I don’t help him out, who will?’”
Gongmei was still befuddled, when suddenly a shadow flitted across the whitewashed wall. The beautiful
woman from last night landed on the floor from the roof, much like a leaf floating to the ground from a tree in the
garden, making only the slightest of sounds. Indeed she had a different appearance. Her hair was disheveled, her
clothing homespun. She had the look of a woman from a country village. She entered the room and smiled at
Gongmei.
“Don’t you look down your nose at us outlaws,” she said to him. “How many cold-blooded animals are
out.there in the world? Compared to them, we have the warmest of hearts. So fine, fine. Tomorrow afternoon, you
and your loved ones will be reunited.”
Gongmei couldn’t wait to ask how this was to come about. The woman took the time to rest and eat before
slowly telling him all that had transpired.
She had prepared her two messages even before setting out. Shielded by the descending darkness, she deliberately took the byways and footpaths. When she got to Thistle Town, the gates to the city wall were still open, and
she was able to slip inside. As the night went on and things quieted down, she utilized her ability to scramble on
rooftops to get quickly to General Zang’s house. There she stuck her dagger into the mandarin-duck pillow while
slipping her prepared message under it. The couple in bed remained fast asleep, totally unaware of anything
happening. After that, she jumped out of the window and onto the roof, remembering to pull the shutters to, so
that there would be no trace of disturbance. The following morning, she remained near the prison house to make
sure that Xu Jinglian had indeed been released before hurrying to where his family was. Still undetected, she
sprung to the roof, crouching down along the ridge to await his homecoming. It was soon afterward that she sent
the second message fluttering down. With her tasks accomplished, she leaped down before she could be noticed
and hurried back to her own place. When she arrived, she had enough energy left to get up quietly onto her own
roof and make her grand entrance.
Gongmei was overwhelmed by the account. He was on his knees in an instant, kowtowing in gratitude for all
she had done. She personally helped him to his feet, then ordered a banquet set in his honor. Their conversation
flowed from ancient history to contemporary concerns as they ate and drank. He realized that the woman was a
rare individual, as accomplished in book learning as she was in martial arts. He wanted to know her name and
how she came to be an outlaw. But to all his inquiries, she responded only with a smile.
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“Why do you persist with your questions?” she asked as he continued to press for answers.
“I want to see how I can repay you in the future,” was Gongmei’s answer.
“I came to my present state because I was forced to by circumstances,” she said with a trace of pain. “I can
only tell you that it’s still too early to reveal my name and background. If, indeed, you appreciate what I have
done for you, then wait quietly for me in your hometown. I should be able to settle scores with a great enemy
within a year. After that, I will go to Shanyin to look for you, to share my life with you ever after. Are you willing
for me to do that?”
“If all that can come to pass,” said Gongmei, “it will be so fortuitous for me. How can I not be willing?”
Later, when they’d finished their meal, the woman ordered a couple of man-servants to blindfold Gongmei
once more before taking him outside; then he was put back on his horse. The blindfold was not removed until they
were on the Guantang Highway. When they reached the Prosperity Hotel, everyone dismounted. His escorts returned his luggage and told him to spend the night there so that he could join his parents in the morning. They also
guaranteed the family’s safety for the long journey home before galloping away. Gongmei stayed the night at the
hotel. And at noon the following day, just as he had beenb told, he met his parents there.
After all they had been through, the three were thus reunited. Gongmei helped his parents onto the mule
wagon, which now left Thistle Gate by the same road. How laden with grief their coming had been, how joyful
their departure!

Western troops occupy the Forbidden City in Peking and end the Boxer Rebellion (1900)
China 4.81 “Nuxue Libi Shuo”\fn{by Kang Tongwei (1879-1974)} Wenxian, Nanhai County, Guangdong Province
(F) 5
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▲\fn{This completes the Chinese literature chosen for The Protocol for World Peace for this period. What follows is W’s discussion of
this reign, minus its artwork and footnote indications, but sub-divided according to its own scheme:H }
The Kangxi Emperor (4 May 1654 – 20 December 1722) was the fourth emperor of the Qing dynasty, the first
to be born on Chinese soil south of the Shanhai Pass near Beijing, and the second Qing emperor to rule over that
part of China, from 1661 to 1722.
The Kangxi Emperor’s reign of 61 years makes him the longest-reigning emperor in Chinese history (although
his grandson, the Qianlong Emperor, had the longest period of de facto power) and one of the longest-reigning
rulers in the world. However, since he ascended the throne at the age of seven, actual power was held for six years
by four regents and his grandmother, the Grand Empress Dowager Xiaozhuang.
The Kangxi Emperor is considered one of China's greatest emperors. He suppressed the Revolt of the Three
Feudatories, forced the Kingdom of Tungning in Taiwan and assorted Mongol rebels in the North and Northwest
to submit to Qing rule, and blocked Tsarist Russia on the Amur River, retaining Outer Manchuria and Outer
Northwest China.
The Kangxi Emperor's reign brought about long-term stability and relative wealth after years of war and chaos.
He initiated the period known as the “Prosperous Era of Kangxi and Qianlong” or “High Qing”, which lasted for
several generations after his death. His court also accomplished such literary feats as the compilation of the
Kangxi Dictionary.
*
Born on 4 May 1654 to the Shunzhi Emperor and Empress Xiaokangzhang in Jingren Palace, the Forbidden
City, Beijing, the Kangxi Emperor was originally given the personal name Xuanye (Chinese: 玄燁 ; Möllendorff
transliteration: hiowan yei). He was enthroned at the age of seven (or eight by East Asian age reckoning), on 7
February 1661. His era name “Kangxi”, however, only started to be used on 18 February 1662, the first day of the
following lunar year.
Sinologist Herbert Giles, drawing on contemporary sources, described the Kangxi Emperor as “fairly tall and
well proportioned, he loved all manly exercises, and devoted three months annually to hunting. Large bright eyes
lighted up his face, which was pitted with smallpox.”
Before the Kangxi Emperor came to the throne, Grand Empress Dowager Xiaozhuang (in the name of Shunzhi
Emperor) had appointed the powerful men Sonin, Suksaha, Ebilun, and Oboi as regents. Sonin died after his
granddaughter became Empress Xiaochengren, leaving Suksaha at odds with Oboi in politics. In a fierce power
struggle, Oboi had Suksaha put to death and seized absolute power as sole regent. The Kangxi Emperor and the
rest of the imperial court acquiesced in this arrangement.
In the spring of 1662, the regents ordered a Great Clearance in southern China that evacuated the entire
population from the seacoast to counter a resistance movement started by Ming loyalists under the leadership of
Taiwan-based Ming general Zheng Chenggong, also titled Koxinga.
In 1669, the Kangxi Emperor had Oboi arrested with the help of his grandmother Grand Dowager Empress
Xiaozhuang, who had raised him, and began taking personal control of the empire. He listed three issues of
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concern: flood control of the Yellow River; repair of the Grand Canal; the Revolt of the Three Feudatories in
south China. The Grand Empress Dowager influenced him greatly and he took care of her himself in the months
leading up to her death in 1688.
*
The main army of the Qing Empire, the Eight Banners Army, was in decline under the Kangxi Emperor. It was
smaller than it had been at its peak under Hong Taiji and in the early reign of the Shunzhi Emperor; however, it
was larger than in the Yongzheng and Qianlong emperors’ reigns. In addition, the Green Standard Army was still
powerful with generals such as Tuhai, Fei Yanggu, Zhang Yong, Zhou Peigong, Shi Lang, Mu Zhan, Shun Shike
and Wang Jingbao.
The main reason for this decline was a change in system between the Kangxi and Qianlong emperors’ reigns.
The Kangxi Emperor continued using the traditional military system implemented by his predecessors, which was
more efficient and stricter. According to the system, a commander who returned from a battle alone (with all his
men dead) would be put to death, and likewise for a foot soldier. This was meant to motivate both commanders
and soldiers alike to fight valiantly in war because there was no benefit for the sole survivor in a battle.
By the Qianlong Emperor’s reign, military commanders had become lax and the training of the army was
deemed less important as compared to during the previous emperors’ reigns. This was because commanders’
statuses had become hereditary; a general gained his position based on the contributions of his forefathers.
*

The Revolt of the Three Feudatories broke out in 1673 when Wu Sangui’s forces overran most of
southwest China and he tried to ally himself with local generals such as Wang Fuchen. The Kangxi
Emperor employed generals including Zhou Peigong and Tuhai to suppress the rebellion, and also
granted clemency to common people caught up in the war. He intended to personally lead the armies to
crush the rebels but his subjects advised him against it.
The Kangxi Emperor used mainly Han Chinese Green Standard Army soldiers to crush the rebels
while the Manchu Banners took a backseat. The revolt ended with victory for Qing forces in 1681.
*
In 1683, the naval forces of the Ming loyalists on Taiwan—organized under the Zheng dynasty as the Kingdom
of Tungning—were defeated off Penghu by 300-odd ships under the Qing admiral Shi Lang. Koxinga’s grandson
Zheng Keshuang surrendered Tungning a few days later and Taiwan became part of the Qing Empire. Zheng
Keshuang moved to Beijing, joined the Qing nobility as the Duke Haicheng ( 海澄公), and was inducted into the
Eight Banners as a member of the Han Plain Red Banner. His soldiers—including the rattan-shield troops (藤牌营,
tengpaiying)—were similarly entered into the Eight Banners, notably serving against Russian Cossacks at
Albazin.
A score of Ming princes had joined the Zheng dynasty on Taiwan, including Prince Zhu Shugui of Ningjing
and Prince Honghuan (w:zh:朱弘桓), the son of Zhu Yihai. The Qing sent most of the 17 Ming princes still living
on Taiwan back to mainland China, where they spent the rest of their lives.
The Prince of Ningjing and his five concubines, however, committed suicide rather than submit to capture.
Their palace was used as Shi Lang’s headquarters in 1683 but he memorialized the emperor to convert it into a
Mazu temple as a propaganda measure in quieting remaining resistance on Taiwan. The emperor approved its
dedication as the Grand Matsu Temple the next year and, honoring the goddess Mazu for her supposed assistance
during the Qing invasion, promoted her to Empress of Heaven (Tianhou) from her previous status as a heavenly
consort (tianfei).
(Belief in Mazu remains so widespread on Taiwan that her annual celebrations can gather hundreds of
thousands of people; she is sometimes even syncretized with Guanyin and the Virgin Mary.)
The end of the rebel stronghold and capture of the Ming princes allowed the Kangxi Emperor to relax the Sea
Ban and permit resettlement of the Fujian and Guangdong coasts. The financial and other incentives to new
settlers particularly drew the Hakka, who would have continuous low-level conflict with the returning Punti
people for the next few centuries.
*
In 1673, the Kangx Empeo’s government helped to medate a truce in the Trinh-Nguen War in Vietnam, which
hqd gbeen ongong fo 45 years since 1627. The peace treaty that was signed between the conflicting parties lasted
for 101 years until 1774.
*
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In the 1650s, the Qing Empire engaged the Tsardom of Russia in a series of border conflicts along the Amur
River region, which concluded with victory for the Qing side. After the Siege of Albazin, he gained control of the
area.
The Russians invaded the northern frontier again in the 1680s. After a series of battles and negotiations, both
sides signed the Treaty of Nerchinsk in 1689, in which a border was fixed, and the Amur River valley given to the
Qing Empire.
*
The Inner Mongolian Chahar leader Ligdan Khan, a descendant of Genghis Khan, opposed and fought against
the Qing until he died of smallpox in 1634. Thereafter, the Inner Mongols under his son Ejei Khan surrendered to
the Qing and he was given the title of Prince (Qin Wang, 親王).
The Inner Mongolian nobility now became closely tied to the Qing royal family and intermarried with them
extensively. Ejei Khan died in 1661 and was succeeded by his brother Abunai. After Abunai showed disaffection
with Manchu Qing rule, he was placed under house arrested in 1669 in Shenyang and the Kangxi Emperor gave
his title to his son Borni.
Abunai bided his time then, with his brother Lubuzung, revolted against the Qing in 1675 during the Revolt of
the Three Feudatories, with 3,000 Chahar Mongol followers joining in on the revolt. The revolt was put down
within two months, the Qing defeating the rebels in battle on April 20, 1675, killing Abunai and all his followers.
Their title was abolished, all Chahar Mongol royal males were executed even if they were born to Manchu Qing
princesses, and all Chahar Mongol royal females were sold into slavery except the Manchu Qing princesses. The
Chahar Mongols were then put under the direct control of the Qing Emperor unlike the other Inner Mongol
leagues which maintained their autonomy.
The Outer Khalkha Mongols had preserved their independence, and only paid tribute to the Qing Empire.
However, a conflict between the houses of Tümen Jasagtu Khan and Tösheetü Khan led to a dispute between the
Khalkha and the Dzungars over the influence of Tibetan Buddhism. In 1688, the Dzungar chief, Galdan Boshugtu
Khan, attacked the Khalkha from the west and invaded their territory. The Khalkha royal families and the first
Jebtsundamba Khutuktu crossed the Gobi Desert and sought help from the Qing Empire in return for submission
to Qing authority. In 1690, the Dzungars and Qing forces clashed at the Battle of Ulan Butung in Inner Mongolia,
in which the Qing eventually emerged as the victor.
In 1696, the Kangxi Emperor personally led three armies, totaling 80,000 in strength, in a campaign against the
Dzungars in the early Dzungar–Qing War. The western section of the Qing army defeated Galdan’s forces at the
Battle of Jao Modo and Galdan died in the following year.
*
In 1700, some 20,000 Qiqihar Xibe were resettled in Guisui, modern Inner Mongolia, and 36,000 Songyuan
Xibe were resettled in Shenyang, Liaoning. The relocation of the Xibe from Qiqihar is believed by Liliya M.
Gorelova to be linked to the Qing’s annihilation of the Manchu clan Hoifan (Hoifa) in 1697 and the Manchu tribe
Ula in 1703 after they rebelled against the Qing; both Hoifan and Ula were wiped out.
*
In 1701, the Kangxi Emperor ordered the reconquest of Kangding and other border towns in western Sichuan
that had been taken by the Tibetans. The Manchu forces stormed Dartsedo and secured the border with Tibet and
the lucrative tea-horse trade.
The Tibetan desi (regent) Sangye Gyatso concealed the death of the 5 th Dalai Lama in 1682, and only informed
the emperor in 1697. He moreover kept relations with Dzungar enemies of the Qing. All this evoked the great
displeasure of the Kangxi Emperor. Eventually Sangye Gyatso was toppled and killed by the Khoshut ruler Lhabzang Khan in 1705. As a reward for ridding him of his old enemy the Dalai Lama, the Kangxi Emperor
appointed Lha-bzang Khan Regent of Tibet ( 翊 法 恭 顺 汗 ; Yìfǎ gōngshùn Hán; “Buddhism Respecting,
Deferential Khan”).
The Dzungar Khanate, a confederation of Oirat tribes based in parts of what is now Xinjiang, continued to
threaten the Qing Empire and invaded Tibet in 1717. They took control of Lhasa with a 6,000 strong army and
killed Lha-bzang Khan. The Dzungars held on to the city for three years and at the Battle of the Salween River
defeated a Qing army sent to the region in 1718. The Qing did not take control of Lhasa until 1720, when the
Kangxi Emperor sent a larger expedition force there to defeat the Dzungars.
*
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The Kangxi Emperor granted the title of Wujing Boshi ( 五 经 博 士 ; 五 經 博 士 ; Wǔjīng Bóshì) to the
descendants of Shao Yong, Zhu Xi, Zhuansun Shi, Ran family (Ran Qiu, Ran Geng, Ran Yong), Bu Shang, Yan
Yan (disciple of Confucius), and the Duke of Zhou’s offspring.
*
The contents of the national treasury during the Kangxi Emperor's reign were:
1668 (7th year of Kangxi): 14,930,000 taels
1692: 27,385,631 taels
1702–1709: approximately 50,000,000 taels with little variation during this period
1710: 45,880,000 taels
1718: 44,319,033 taels
1720: 39,317,103 taels
1721 (60th year of Kangxi, second last of his reign): 32,622,421 taels
The reasons for the declining trend in the later years of the Kangxi Emperor’s reign were a huge expenditure
on military campaigns and an increase in corruption. To fix the problem, the Kangxi Emperor gave Prince Yong
(the future Yongzheng Emperor) advice on how to make the economy more efficient.
*
During his reign, the Kangxi Emperor ordered the compilation of a dictionary of Chinese characters, which
became known as the Kangxi Dictionary. This was seen as an attempt by the emperor to gain support from the
Han Chinese scholar-bureaucrats, as many of them initially refused to serve him and remained loyal to the Ming
dynasty. However, by persuading the scholars to work on the dictionary without asking them to formally serve the
Qing imperial court, the Kangxi Emperor led them to gradually taking on greater responsibilities until they were
assuming the duties of state officials.
In 1705, on the Kangxi Emperor’s order, a compilation of Tang poetry, the Quantangshi, was produced.
The Kangxi Emperor also was interested in Western technology and wanted to import it\fn{ The text has: them} to
China. This was done through Jesuit missionaries, such as Ferdinand Verbiest, whom the Kangxi Emperor
frequently summoned for meetings, or Karel Slavíček, who made the first precise map of Beijing on the
emperor’s order.
From 1711 to 1723, Matteo Ripa, an Italian priest sent to China by the Congregation for the Evangelization of
Peoples, worked as a painter and copper-engraver at the Qing court. In 1723, he returned to Naples from China
with four young Chinese Christians, in order to groom them to become priests and send them back to China as
missionaries.
This marked the beginning of the Collegio dei Cinesi, sanctioned by Pope Clement XII to help the propagation
of Christianity in China. This Chinese Institute was the first school of Sinology in Europe, which would later
develop to become the Istituto Orientale and the present day Naples Eastern University.
The Kangxi Emperor was also the first Chinese emperor to play a western musical instrument. He employed
Karel Slavíček as court musician. Slavíček was playing Spinet; later the emperor would play on it himself. He
also invented a Chinese calendar. China's famed blue and white porcelain probably reached its zenith during the
Kangxi Emperor's reign.
*
In the early decades of the Kangxi Emperor[‘s reign, Jesuits played a large role in the imperial court. With their
knowledge of astronomy, they ran the imperial observatory. Jean-François Gerbillon and Thomas Pereira served
as translators for the negotiations of the Treaty of Nerchinsk. The Kangxi Emperor was grateful to the Jesuits for
their contributions, the many languages they could interpret, and the innovations they offered his military in gun
manufacturing and artillery, the latter of which enabled the Qing Empire to conquer the Kingdom of Tungning.
The Kangxi Emperor was also fond of the Jesuits’ respectful and unobtrusive manner; they spoke the Chinese
language well, and wore the silk robes of the elite. In 1692, when Fr. Thomas Pereira requested tolerance for
Christianity, the Kangxi Emperor was willing to oblige, and issued the Edict of Toleration, which recognized
Catholicism, barred attacks on their churches, and legalized their missions and the practice of Christianity by the
Chinese people.
However, controversy arose over whether Chinese Christians could still take part in traditional Confucian
ceremonies and ancestor worship, with the Jesuits arguing for tolerance and the Dominicans taking a hard-line
against foreign “idolatry”. The Dominican position won the support of Pope Clement XI, who in 1705 sent
Charles-Thomas Maillard De Tournon as his representative to the Kangxi Emperor, to communicate the ban on
Chinese rites.
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On 19 March 1715, Pope Clement XI issued the papal bull Ex illa die, which officially condemned Chinese
rites.
In response, the Kangxi Emperor officially forbade Christian missions in China, as they were “causing
trouble”.
*
The Kangxi Emperor's reign saw a prolonged struggle between various princes over who should inherit the
throne – the Nine Lords' War (九子夺嫡).
The Kangxi Emperor's first spouse, Empress Xiaochengren, gave birth to his second surviving son Yinreng,
who at the age of two was named crown prince – a Han Chinese custom, to ensure stability during a time of chaos
in the south. Although the Kangxi Emperor left the education of several of his sons to others, he personally
oversaw the upbringing of Yinreng, grooming him to be a perfect successor. Yinreng was tutored by the mandarin
Wang Shan, who remained devoted to him, and spent the later years of his life trying to persuade the Kangxi
Emperor to restore Yinreng as the crown prince.
Yinreng proved to be unworthy of the succession despite his father showing favoritism towards him. He was
said to have beaten and killed his subordinates, and was alleged to have had sexual relations with one of his
father’s concubines, which was deemed incest and a capital offence.
Yinreng also purchased young children from Jiangsu to satisfy his pedophiliac pleasure.
In addition, Yinreng’s supporters, led by Songgotu, gradually formed a “Crown Prince Party” ( 太子黨), that
aimed to help Yinreng get the throne as soon as possible, even if it meant using unlawful methods.
Over the years, the Kangxi Emperor kept constant watch over Yinreng and became aware of his son’s many
flaws, while their relationship gradually deteriorated. In 1707, the emperor decided that he could no longer
tolerate Yinreng’s behavior, which he partially mentioned in the imperial edict as “never obeying ancestors’
virtues, never obliged to my order, only doing inhumanity and devilry, only showing maliciousness and lust,” and
decided to strip Yinreng of his position as crown prince. The Kangxi Emperor placed his oldest surviving son,
Yinzhi, in charge of overseeing Yinreng’s house arrest.
Yinzhi, an unfavored Shu son, knowing he had no chance of being selected, recommended the eighth prince,
Yinsi, and requested his father to order Yinreng’s execution. The Kangxi Emperor was enraged and stripped
Yinzhi of his titles.
The emperor then commanded his subjects to cease debating the succession issue, but despite this and attempts
to reduce rumours and speculation as to who the new crown prince might be, the imperial court’s daily activities
were disrupted. Yinzhi’s actions caused the Kangxi Emperor to suspect that Yinreng might have been framed, so
he restored Yinreng as crown prince in 1709, with the support of the 4 th and 13th princes, and on the excuse that
Yinreng had previously acted under the influence of mental illness.
In 1712, during the Kangxi Emperor's last inspection tour of the south, Yinreng, who was put in charge of state
affairs during his father’s absence, tried to vie for power again with his supporters. He allowed an attempt at
forcing the Kangxi Emperor to abdicate when his father returned to Beijing. However, the emperor received news
of the planned coup d’etat, and was so angry that he deposed Yinreng and placed him under house arrest again.
After the incident, the emperor announced that he would not appoint any of his sons as crown prince for the
remainder of his reign. He stated that he would place his Imperial Valedictory Will inside a box in the Palace of
Heavenly Purity, which would only be opened after his death.
Seeing that Yinreng was completely disavowed, Yingsi and some other princes turned to support the 14 th
prince, Yinti, while the 13 th prince supported Yinzhen. They formed the so-called “Eighth Lord Party” ( 八爷党)
and “Fourth Lord Party” (四爷党).
*
Following the deposition of the crown prince, the Kangxi Emperor implemented groundbreaking changes in
the political landscape. The 13th prince, Yinxiang, was placed under house arrest as well for cooperating with
Yinreng. The eighth prince Yinsi was stripped of all his titles and only had them restored years later. The 14 th
prince Yinti, whom many considered to be the most likely candidate to succeed the Kangxi Emperor, was sent on
a military campaign during the political conflict. Yinsi, along with the ninth and tenth princes, Yintang and Yin’e,
pledged their support to Yinti.
In the evening of 20 December 1722 before his death, the Kangxi Emperor called seven of his sons to
assemble at his bedside. They were the third, fourth, eight, ninth, tenth, 16 th and 17th princes. After the Kangxi
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Emperor died, Longkodo announced that the emperor had selected the fourth prince, Yinzhen, as the new
emperor.
Yinzhen ascended to the throne and became known as the Yongzheng Emperor.
The Kangxi Emperor was entombed at the Eastern Tombs in Zunhua, Hebei.

† Gateway to the tomb of the Kangxi Emperor, Eastern Tombs, Zunhua, Hebei Province, China †

† The Kangxi Emperor, portrayed when in his late teens at the beginning of his reign †
▲
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